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LIFE    OF  A  BEAUTY. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE   BIRTH  OF   A   BEAUTY. 

Angelina  Lnxmore  was  bom  and  bred  a 
beauty !  Every  one  understands  what  it  is  to 
be  bom  a  beauty,  although,  some  weeks  (nay, 
months)  must  elapse,  before  even  to  the  fondest 
eye  and  most  sanguine  heart,  the  little  wizen 
'  wee  thing,'  red-faced,  bald-headed,  flat-nosed, 
and  (dd-looldng,  can  give  any  great  promise  of 
the  charms  that  are  to  enchant  the  world. 

VOL.    I.  B 


2  THE  BIRTH  OF  A  BEAXmr. 

Stdll,  undiscemed  and  undiscemable,  the 
germ  is  there.  The  most  fatal  and  fascinating 
of  gifts  is  enclosed  in  that  little  bud.  It  icill 
expand  into  a  matchless  flower^  if  bom  a  beauty; 
if  not^  it  may  to  outward  view  be  an  imsightly 
weed;  but  whatever  its  outward  form,  to  it 
belong  a  heart,  a  mind,  a  soul,  and,  therefore, 
however  Nurses  may  triumph.  Parents  rejoice, 
and  Friends  congratulate,  we  pronounce  it  a 
fearful  thing  to  be  bom  a  beauty,  if,  as  is  too 
generally  the  case,  that  circumstance  leads  to 
the  being  bred  a  beauty  too ! 

What  is  it  then  to  be  bred  a  beauty?  Is  it 
not  to  be  set  apart  from  the  cradle  as  a  Priestess 
of  Vanity  ?  To  be  taught  betimes,  to  dwell 
and  ponder  on  those  charma  all  female  educa- 
tion should  induce  their  possessor  to  £>rget? 
Are  not  the  advantages  of  a  &ce  and  form  of 
surpassing,  loveliness,  frequently,  by  the  foUy 
of  those  around,  ruined  by  those  sad  and  re^ 
pelling  drawbacks,  frivolity,  egotism,  and  self- 
worship  ? 
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Akal  alaal  among  the  hosts  of  smgle  wcMiien, 
whom  the  coane  world  so  liarshly  terms  '  Old 
If  aids,'  how  many  owe  their  joyless  &te  to  that 
grest  but  nxmupected  enemy,  their  beauty  1 
"GSie  muflt  have  been  a  great  beauty — ^what  a 
▼cmder  she  never  g^t  a  husband !''  In  that  comr 
moa  remark  cause  and  effect  go  hand-in^hand. 
She  tcMis  a  beauty — she  knew  itr-^iow  could  she 
but  know  what  she  had  heard  from  her  cradle-^ 
what  was  repeated  before  she  knew  the  mean* 
iag  of  the  words,  repeated,  ^th  many  a  hug  and 
exulting  caress  by  the  proud  and  silly  mother, 
le-edioed  by  the  sillier  &ther,  broadly  asserted 
by  the  nurse-maid,  with  eyery  new  bit  of 
finecy ;  insinilated  into  the  little  head  with  the 
fizBt  plume  stuck  into  the  white  beaver  hat,  and 
conveyed  to  the  little  heart  with  the  first  gaudy 
sash  and  glittering  necklace. 

Yes,  that  sad,  subdued,  and  disappointed 

'  old  maid,'  with  what  the  French  so  graphi* 

caUy  call  ''cfe  st  beaux  restes,**  with  such  fine 

leatores,  such  an  air  of  command,  and  yet  such 

bS 
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a  look  of  desolation,  but  for  her  once  brilliant 
beauty,  she  might  now  be  a  fond  and  cherished 
wife,  living  her  own  youth  over  again  in  that  of 
her  children,  glorying  in  her  daughter's  modest 
charms  and  her  son's  manly  virtues  and  attain- 
ments. 

There  is  nothing  so  unlovely  as  selfishness, 
and  nothing,  generally  speaking,  so  selfish  as  a 
woman  bred  a  beauty.  No  homage  suffices,  no 
conquest  contents  her.  She  cannot  love,  and 
those  who  cannot  love,  cannot  long  be  loved ; 
they  may  enthral  the  senses  for  a  time,  but  the 
heart  they  have  so  easily  won  they  as  easily 
lose. 

And  now  to  our  heroine  Angelina  Luxmore, 
who  as  we  have  said  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
bom  and  bred  a  beauty. 

Her  mother,  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Luxmore, 
who  might  have  counteracted  the  disadvantages 
of  her  daughter's  heritage,  and  by  judicious  care 
have  converted  the  costly  but  dangerous  posses^ 
sion  into  a  blessing,  had  herself,  alas!    been 
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bred  a  beauty  t — ^not  a  beauty  of  the  rare  and 
surpassmg  kind  Angelina  promised  to  become, 
but  quite  pretty  enough  to  be  very  much  courted, 
petted,  and  spoilt — ^pretty  enough  to  have  learnt 
to  look  on  beauty  as  the  chief  good,  and  as  an 
all-powerful  means  to  what  she  considered  the 
great  end  of  woman's  life — a  good,  or  rather  a 
grand  match.  She  was  a  beauty  of  the  days  of 
short  waists,  tufted  crops,  tasteless  and  eccentric 
£ishions — ^when  England  being  at  war  with 
France,  (cradle  of  la  mode)  and  therefore 
having  no  good  model  to  guide  her  daughters, 
daring  English-women  invented  hideous  and 
fiintastic  disguises,  which  imitative  English- 
women followed.  And  any  Beauty  who  had  a 
spark  of  originality  or  taste  in  dress,  found  those 
qualities  avail  her  more  in  establishing  her  as  a 
belle,  than  even  fine  features  or  a  delicate  bloom! 
—days,  too,  when  vaccination  was  not  as  general 
as  it  is  now ;  when  half  the  women  of  England 
were  more  or  less  disfigured  by  the  small-pox  \ 
and  when  those  who  had  escaped  this  arch  foe 


6  THE  BIKTH  OF  A  BEAUTT^ 

to  beauty^  stood  out  in  bright  relief,  and  gained 
for  moderate  charms^  more  admiration  than  the 
most  brilliant  ones  can  command,  now  tliat 
beauty  is  as  common  as  the  wild  flowers  of  oar 
land. 

Now  the  HonouraUe  Mrs.  Luxmore,  the 
mother  of  our  heroine,  she  too  in  her  torn  was 
the  daughter  of  a  beauty — a  proud  Scotch 
beaut7*-«a  beauty  of  the  days  of  high  heads, 
high  heels,  and  fa^h  notions — a  beauty  of  the 
days  of  curtsies  and  cotillions,  patches,  peri- 
wigs, and  point  lace,  sacques,  snuff-boxes,  and 
6olitaire8--~days  of  majesty  and  minuets— when 
beauty's  triumph  was  to  conquer,  where  now 
she  more  humbly  seeks  to  win.  With  a  long 
pedigree  and  a  short  purse,  the  old  Lady 
Grigor  McGrigor  of  Grrigor  came  at  the 
earnest  solicitation  of  her  son-in-law,  the  Hon- 
ourable Mr.  Luxmore,  to  take  up  his  abode 
with  her  only  daughter,  his  wife  and  himself— 
and  this  he  did,  no  oniB,  not  eyen  his  own  wife, 
knew  why,  but  certainly  not  because  the  proud 
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and.  haugl^  old  dowager  was  agreeable  to 
hiidbdl  .IDuxiog  a  riiort  stay  m  Bduiburgli, 
he  saw,  Uiat  (with  her  smaB  jointure)  to  live  in 
the  M^le  she  had  been  aocaiatonusd  to,  vtjm 
abnoat  imponible— «nd  as  die  was  too  properly 
proud  to  run  in  debt,  and  too  fobliahly  so  to 
retrench-  jn  outward  style  and  parade,  he 
quickly  discorered  that  she  painfully  atihted 
hdrself  in  all  articles  of  >priTate  and  personal 
caaaabst,  im  ML&r  to  appeir  to  the  eye  of  the 
world  in  a  manner  which  she  thought  worthy, 
of  a  dadghtedr  of  the  house  of  Jllaxi^ell,  ^nd  the 
widow  of  Sir  Gxigor  McGhngor  of  Gtigor. 
Under  the  pretence  of  delicate  healthy  a  fcnp  of 
beef  tea  (he  found)  was  often  her  own  dinner^ 
that  she  might  be  able  to  &ed  (with  aU 
the  beef  .and  bMr  such  doxneMic  cozmoratts 
require)  the  tall  feotmaiii.  who..walked  behind 
her  wifli  his  loog  gold-headed  stick,  powdered 
ludr,  and  hol-hoase  bouquet  |/  and  actively  and 
sealona^.  did  the  proud  old  Leddy  herself  and 
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her  confidential  woman^  Mistress  Bedde  Mc 
Muir,  turn  and  scour  and  remake  Lady  Mc. 
Grigor's  own  &st  fading  dresses,  in  order  that 
her  Leddyship's  ain  ^movC  might  be  supplied 
with  the  two  mulberry  coats,  trimmed  with 
silver  lace,  the  two  light  blue  plush  waistcoats 
and  pairs  of  unhintables  he  had  bargained  for 
yearly. 

During  a  brief  stay  in  Edinburgh,  Mr. 
Luxmore  discovered  many  of  his  mother-in- 
law's  sacrifices  at  the  shrine  of  hereditary  pride 
and  respect  for  modem  opinions ;  he  calculated 
that  the  same  small  jointure  on  which  it  was  so 
diffictdt  for  her  to  live  in  her  own  house,  would 
be  ample  for  her  personal  expenditure,  if  she 
came  to  live  with  him. 

He  proposed  this  plan  to  Mrs.  Luxmore — ^a 
selfish,  egotistical  beauty ;  even  a  mothe/s  trials 
had  almost  escaped  her,  but  a  mother's  lamen- 
tations had  often  wearied  her  preoccupied  ear ; 
with  too  little  heart  to  feel  deeply  the  consi- 
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deration  and  kindness  of  her  husband^  she  had 
yet  tact* enough  to  assume  a  becoming  and 
touching  thankfidness.  At  any  rate  her  mother's 
oonyeisation  and  letters  would  not  be  full  of 
lamentation  and  indirect  reproach !  True^  for 
nme  unknown  reasons^  she  did  not  covet  the 
constant  presence  in  her  household^  of  the 
haoghty^  plain-spoken^  authoritatiye  old  dow- 
Mg^f  her  all-seeing  dre-woman  Beckie  Mc. 
Muir,  and  her  expensiye  yaletj  but  the  dis- 
adtantages  of  having  her  mother  with  her^  were 
leas  than  those  of  having  her  living  on  a  small 
jointore  in  discontent  and  anger;  and  so  when 
Ifr.  Luzmore  proposed  the  arrangement^  the 
beauty  took  out  her  handkerchief^  drew  near 
her  husband^  hid  her  oval  &ce  on  his  shoulder^ 
murmured^  ''Thank  you^  dearest  and  best!" 
and  pressed  with  a  little  ruby  lip,  his  wan 
vhitehand. 

This  little  scene  took  place  when  Mrs.  Lux- 
more  had  been  five  years  a  wife,  and  when 
Angelina  was  only  the  loveliest  little  girl  of 
B  5 
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four  years  old  a  proud  father  ever  fendled,  a 
prouder  mother  erer  decked  out^  o(  a  silly 
nurse  erer  poisoned  at  once  with  sugarpluntf 
and  flattery.  The  result  was  Aiat  Mr.  Lux- 
more^  then  with  his  lady  at  an  hotel  in  Edin- 
burgh, where  to  avoid  putting  the  old  Leddy 
to  trouble  and  expense,  he  went,  with  the 
excuse  of  being  near  the  laTT  eouitu  that 
Mr.  Luxmore,  I  say,  should  wait  on  Lady 
Grigor  McGrrigor,  and  press  upon  her  aa 
inritation  to  take  up  her  abode  with  her  only 
daughter. 

It  would  seem  only  natural  that  on  such  aa 
excursion  Mrs.  Luxmore  should  haye  joined 
her  husband;  but  a  flower  show  was  to  take 
place  dtat  morning,  where  Mrs.  Luxmore  ex- 
pected to  be  thought  *'  herself  a  fedrer  flower." 
A  new  dsess  and  bonnet,  exquisitely  becom* 
ing,  were  prepared  for  herself,  and  the  little 
Angdina  had  a  firndful  costume  for  the  occa- 
sion. 

So    Mrs.  LuxB«»e   pleaded   her   sensitive 
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feelings,  as  an  excuse  for  not  joining  her  hns- 
band  ;  and  he,  beguiled  by  her  cunning,  fasci- 
nated by  her  beauty,  and  deceived  by  her 
fondness,  set  out  alone  to  encounter  the  old 
dowBgesr. 


IS 


CHAPTER  II. 


A  RBTBOSPECT. 


There  Mras  some  little  excuse  for  the  beautiful 
Mrs.  Luzmore's  indifference  to  her  mother,  the 
old  Leddy  McGrigor,  in  the  fiu^t  that  in  her 
daughter's  childhood  that  mother  had  been,  the 
reserred,  distant,  and  somewhat  harsh  parent 
of  the  old  school,  and  in  her  girlhood  the 
daughter  had  been  educated  entirely  away  from 
home. 

A  nustaken  wish  to  eradicate  the  Utde  So^h 
accent,  which  after  all  has  from  the  lips  of 
beauty  a  wild  peculiar  charm,  had  caused  Sir 
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Gxigor  McGrigor  of  Grigor  to  send  his 
daughter  to  a  small  and  select  London  board- 
ing school,  as  soon  as  she  had  completed  her 
tenth  year.  As  railroads  were  then  not  even 
dreamt  of,  and  trayelling  was  hazardous,  tedious, 
and  Tery  expensive,  the  daughters  of  the  Scotch 
nobility  and  gentry,  sent  to  the  South  for  the 
benefit  of  masters,  generally  passed  the  yaca- 
tions  at  school,  and  remained  there  till  they 
were  pronounced  'Jinished.*  Finished  indeed ! 
a  little  French,  a  smattering  of  Italian,  music 
by  note,  and  not  to  be  thought  of  without  a 
book,  nor  drawing  without  a  master's  fiuiBhiug 
touches,  opera  dancing,  coquettish  graces,  and 
£rippery  fimcy-works — ^these  formed  the  'fioish- 
ing  oflP  of  young  ladies  of  those  days ;  dear, 
useful,  domestic  needlework  was  disdained,  and 
all  solid  reading  considered  a  waste  of  time. 

No  wonder  that  there  the  loyely  and 
only  child  of  Sir  Grigor  McGrigor,  natu- 
rally Tain  and  cunning,  grew  up  shallow  and 
heartless.    With  no  natural  object  of  affection 
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near — surrotinded  by  girls  who  envi^  her  ht 
her  beaiity,  her  affeotiona  centered  in  her8d£ 
She  Remembered  her  parents  only  as  the  stiff 
and  stem  controUeriB  of  h6r  chiUBiood;  and  aM 
a  little  hereditary  Scotch  thrift  might  be  found 
in  the  mental  composition  of  the  young  beaiityj 
so  when  die  began  to  suspect  that  she  Would 
hare  little  or  no  fortune^  except  her  &oej  she 
resolved  to  make  the  best  of  that  heritage. 

Miss  McPtudie,  the  head  of  the  small  and 
select  establishment  where  Bobina  McGiigot 
was  placed^  was  a  spinster  of  ancient  hAnfy, 
whose  parents  having  died  insolvent^  hter  firiends 
set  her  up  as  a  schoolmistress.  As  she  prospelred^ 
took  none  but  young  ladies  of  good  fiouily^  and 
never  asked  &vours,  so  many  of  her  parentis 
former  friends  invited  her,  with  a  few  of  her 
pupils,  particularly  during  the  vacations,  to 
parties  and  to  pic-nics. 

It  had  happened  mofe  than  once,  that  at 
such  parties,  her  young  charges  had  made  im- 
portant conquests ;  nay,  twice  or  thrice  a  hus* 
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band  bad  been  secured  to  fbe  young  papil^  and 

a  subject  of  boast  and  triumph  to  the  old  goTW* 

ness.    Often  in  moments  of  unbending  good- 

bomour  bad  tbe  nsoallj  stiff  Miss  Mc  JVudie^ 

while  beading  the  tea  table  at  which  sate  twelre 

Uooming,  hoping^  and  aspiring  girls^  lent  sweet- 

nesB  and  flavour  to  the  weak  solution  of  bohea 

by  aceoonts  of  bow  Miss  Mc Jyor,  through 

going  to  a  pic-nic  with  her,  had  made  a  con* 

quest  of  a  nobleman ;  and  how  Ifiss  McJStmt, 

withont  a  penny  for  her  tocher,  had  married  a 

Nabob. 

As  she  spoke,  what  yidons  of  future  glory 
peopled  the  dark  prison  room  for  some — ^what 
dreams  of  golden  wealth  lighted  it  up  finr 
otbers. 

Bobina  McGrigor's  were  of  both,  and 
earnestly  did  she  try  to  please  Miss  McFrudie, 
that  when  next  she  had  the  privilege  of  taking 
a  pupil  to  a  party,  she  might  be  that  one. 

The  long-looked-fer  time  came,  and  came  too 
when  Bobina  McGrigor,  then  sixteen  and  a 
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half^  had  only  six  months  more  to  remain  at 
Miss  McPrudie's. 

It  was  an  invitation  to  both  a  pic-nic  and  a 
ball^  given  by  the  Honourable  Colonel  Stuart 
in  honour  of  his  daughter's  wedding. 

Miss  McPrudie  had  not  taken  Miss  Mc. 
Grigor  out  before;  she  awaited  a  fiivourable 
opportunity^  and  wished  her  to  shine  as  a 
novelty  as  well  as  a  beauty.  The  coloners 
wealth  and  high  connexions  made  this  a  capital 
chance^  and  Miss  McPrudie  made  one  happy, 
and  eleven  jealous  hearts,  by  announcing  her 
intention  of  taking  Miss  Mc.Grigor;  and  by 
pompously  sending  'for  milliner,  mantua<-maker, 
and  shoemaker,  to  equip  the  young  lady  to  the 
greatest  advantage. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

KETKOSPSCT   OONTINIJSD. 

The  momiiig  of  Bobina  Mc.Grigor*s  d4i4i 
was  gloriously  fine.  The  first  of  May  by  the 
cilendar^  and  by  the  young  school-girl's  hearty 
18001  The  first  of  May,  18001  On  this  day 
did  Bobina  McGrigor  awake  with  the  sun, 
spring  out  of  her  litde  narrow  white-curtained 
bed,  of  which  four  similar  were  placed  in  the 
wme  room,  with  a  small  passage  between  each, 
just  broad  enough  for  a  chair,  on  which  each 
young  girl's  daily  attire  was  neatly  folded  up. 

Eagerly  Bobina  looked  from  the  window. 
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and  though  the  prospect  consiflted  of  chimney 
tops  and  roo&  of  houses,  she  knew  that  the  sky 
was  of  that  deep  rich  blue  which  always  an- 
nounces a  loyely  day.  Her  own  fieite  seemed 
to  her  as  cloudless,  and  she  crept  back  into  be4j 
to  sleep  till  the  bell  should  ring. 

At  eight  o'clock  it  did  ring,  waking  Bobina 
out  of  a  dream  of  white  Veils  and  orange 
wreaths,  and  favours  fluttering  in  the  sunny  air. 
Her  young  companions,  reconciled  to  the  pre- 
ference shown  her,  and  anxious  to  draw  for 
themselves  what  amusement  they  oould  fil)m 
the  approaching  event,  were  <tflidous  isL  their 
servipes.  One  brushed  her  abundant  aubuin 
hair  till  it  shone  like  a  ph^tfsant's  breast;  anotiifir 
laid  out  on  one  of  the  little  beds  all  h^r  ^ery 
&r  the  di^y ;  a  third  laoed  ket  corset ;  a  fourth, 
in  the  e^ger  and  offidoiu  ^eal  of  a  school-girlj 
insisted  on  putting  on  the  first  pair  of  silk 
stockings  and  gay  slippers  Bobina  had  ever 
worn.  How  quaint  would  tlios^  alipjiers  seem 
now^  of  plum-coloiared  kid^  bound  and  saadaUed 


wish  Hue,  and  little  slashings  of  blue  salia  let 
into  the  fronts !  Even  thej  could  not  disfigure 
tiie  beaatiM  litde  foot,  and  whatever  we  might 
think  of  tfaem  now,  they  were  then  (Tun  ffoui 
for/mL  All  the  young  girls  brought  their 
Sttle  stcoe  of  ornaments,  their  coral  and  come* 
Kan  necklaces,  their  oral  peoil  brooches,  with  a 
ghfls  slab  and  a  *mat  of  s(Hne  aunt's  or  uncle's 
hair;  and  one  even  produced  a  little  pearl  sprig 
for  die  hair.  But  Bobinaknew  simplicity  in 
rtkire  was  a  charm  at  sixteen,  and  so  she  de* 
dined  all  these  loans,  except  one  small  yenetian 
chain  with  a  Uttle  ruby  cross. 

And  bow  did  Bolnna  McGrigor  look  on  this 
important  £rst  of  May,  1814  ?  Judging  by  her 
potme  now  before  us,  and  allowing  for  the  eyil 
iafinence  of  a  ftshion  old  enough  to  be  absurd 
and  not  old  enough  to  be  remarkable,  she  was  a 
most  bewitching  creature.  Her  glossy  hair  fell 
to  her  waist  in  waves^  having  been  tightly 
plaked,  and  then  scarefully  brushed  out;  her 
head  was  bound  by  a  broad  black  tibbon— 
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contrasting  well  with  her  white  polished  fore* 
head. 

A  white  chip  Spanish  hat^  turned  up  with  a 
plume  of  white  feathers^  set  off  her  regular  and 
blooming  face.  A  little  scarlet  silk  jacket  and  a 
white  leno  skirt^  with  a  demi-train^  completed 
her  dress ;  and  as  a  protection  from  the  cold 
winds  of  early  springs  she  had  a  long  pelerine 
of  white  satin,  trimmed  with  swansdown ;  a 
broad  light  blue  sash,  marked  her  waist, 
and  hung  in  a  rich  drapery  behind.  As  she 
looked  into  her  little  mirror,  her  eyes  were 
dazzling  with  Pride,  Pleasure,  and  Hope ;  she 
laughed  she  knew  not  why,  begun  sentences 
she  did  not  end,  promised  to  tell  all  she  should 
have  seen,  and  looked  into  the  box  in  which 
her  ball  dress  and  all  its  etceteras  were  neatly 
packed  up,  by  some  of  her  school-fellows.  How 
her  heart  beat  as  she  gazed  at  the  white  lace 
frock  open  .behind  to  show  the  white  silk  slip, 
the  broad  white  sadn  sash,  the  white  kid 
shoes^  the  pearl  necklace^  brooch^  and  bracelets 
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which  her  mother  had  sent  up  for  the  occasion 
— ^the  long  white  kid  gloves,  so  unlike  those,  so 
short  and  so  tastefully  trimmed,  we  wear  now. 
A  white  rose  for  her  hair,  a  spangled  &n,  and 
a  cut  glass  smelling-bottle,  full  of  otto  of  rose, 
with  a  little  silver  plate  on  which  were  her 
initials,  and  which  opening  on  a  hinge,  be-» 
trayed  a  recess  for  hair,  and  a  tiny  looking- 
glass — all  these  treasures  neatly  done  up  in 
tissue  pa}>er,  were  stowed  in  her  own  box; 
and  for  the  first  time  forsaking  her  jug  of  weak 
tea  and  her  two  thick  slices  of  bread  and 
butter,  she  repaired  high  in  hope  to  breakfSut 
tHe  a  tite  with  Miss  McPrudie  in  that  lady's 
own  sitting-room. 

Miss  McPrudie,  a  thin,  long-nosed  spinster, 
looking  at  her  beautiful  pupil  through  her 
spectacles,  said,  ''I  think  youll  do.  Miss 
McGrigor,  if  you  behave  discreetly.  I'm  na* 
for  putting  vanities  into  yoimg  heads,  but  I 
may  just  observe,  that  it  was  owing  to  her 
modest  manners,  ready  wit,  and  pleasing  figure. 
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at  apic-nic  (to  which  I  took  her)  that  Miss 
Mclvor  made  a  conquest  of  the  Earl  of  Feather- 
head;  na'  to  mention  Miss  McStint,  who  at 
her  first  ball  captivated  Mr.  Bullion,  a  nabob 
with  ten  thousand  a-year." 

Here  Miss  McPrudie  jGrugally  dipped  a 
little  tea,  with  a  small  silver  vine-leaf,  out  of  an 
old  tortoise-shell  caddy,  and  rang  for  a  prim 
maid,  who  came  in  with  a  copper  tea-kettie, 
painftiUy  bright,  and  which  she  daintily  seated 
on  the  little  struggling  blue  smoke,  of  a  fire> 
lighted  so  as  not  to  endanger  the  bright  bars  of 
polished  steel. 

Bobina's  heart  was  too  fuU  to  allow  her  to  do 
much  justice  to  the  weak  tea  and  singed,  bread, 
and  seeing  this  Miss  McPrudie  remarked  that 
though  they  were  not  expected  to  be  at  Twick- 
enham in  time  for  the  ceremony,  they  were 
invited  to  the  dejeuner,  at  which  Miss  Mc. 
Grigor  would  be  able  to  make  up  for  her  pre- 
sent poor  break&Bt. 

Miss  McPrudie  then  retired  to  complete  her 
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toilette,  and  tlie  post  ooimag  in,  drew  Bobina 
fiom  the  chhmiey-glass  to  the  perusal  of  a  stiff 
letter  from   ber   august  mamma,  the  Leddy 
HcGrigor.     It  ran  thus : — 
Hy  dear  daughter  Robina, 

I  take  up  my  pen  to  express  the 
tttiflfiu^n  of  myself  and  your  papa,  at  the 
receipt  of  your  last,  and  the  account  you  giTe 
of  youz  unprovement  in  your  various  studies. 
In  six  months  you  will  return  to  us,  I  hope, 
well  completed,  and  doing  credit  to  the  ex- 
pensive  education  we  have  bestowed  upon  you. 
On  your  return  I  shall  resign  to  you  the  whole 
control  and  management  of  the  needlework,  the 
keeping  of  the  &mily  receipt-book,  and  the 
siq^erintendence  of  the  making  of  all  the  pre- 
serves,   comfits,    and    domestic    medicaments. 
Tour  &ther  is  sadly  in  want  of  a  set  of  fine 
ruffled  shirts,  but  I  shall  delay  them  till  your 
return.    We  are  now  at  Glenlonely,  where  we 
shall  probably  remain  for  the  next  few  years. 
Our  only  near  neighbour  is  Sir  Davie  Mc. 
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Dougal,  (your  fiither's  old  friend).  As  he  is  a 
bachelor,  and  much  cheated  by  his  seryants, 
he  meditates,  I  see,  taking  a  help-mate ;  and 
though  it  is  not  wise  to  feed  up  young  people 
with  hopes  that  may  never  be  realized,  still 
I  must  say,  that  I  think  if  you  return  a  dis- 
creet, canny,  forecasting  yoimg  woman,  ready 
at  your  needle  and  quick  at  figures,  there  is 
every  chance  that  Sir  Davie  will  offer  to  place 
you  at  the  head  of  his  establishment — an  honour 
your  father  and  myself  particularly  covet  for 
you.  Sir  Davie  remembers  you,  he  says,  a 
bonnie  and  bljrthe  little  lassie,  and  indeed  has 
half  proposed  the  match  to  your  father.  So 
try  to  improve  yourself,  my  dear  daughter 
Bobina,  and  fit  yourself  for  the  good  fortune 
that  awaits  you.  We  are  thankful  to  see  from 
your  letters,  my  child,  that  you  are  na  without 
thrift  and  forecast,  and  hae  na  romantic  notions 
in  these  matters.  Sir  Davie  is  na  flauntering 
lod,  but  a  sensible  country  laird,  a  young  men 
to  look  weel  by  the  side  of  his  leddy  in  her 
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ain  coach,  in  her  am  pew,  or  at  the  bottom  of 
Ids  ain  taUe — and  what  can  a  woman  wish  for 
luir  ?  He  has  given  np  Edinbro'  since  his  last 
tottch  o'  the  gout — premature,  but  hereditary — 
and  he  now  requires  a  douce,  discreet,  stay-at* 
hame  wife  to  make  the  auld  ha'  pleasant  in  the 
lang  summer  days  and  the  lang  winter  evenings. 
It  is  certainly  much  to  be  lamented  that  the 
worthy  laird  should  so  early  in  life  be  subject 
to  sach  a  painful  disorder ;  but  a'  things  hae 
their  bright  side,  and  Sir  Davie  is  so  very  fine 
a  man,  sa  coorted  in  female  society,  and  sa 
popular  in  Edinbro',  that  perhaps  but  for  this 
diKsse  he  would  na  be  quite  so  stay  at  hame 
and  steady  as  we  could  wish.  We  flatter 
OQisels  (Sir  Ghrigor  McGrigor  and  mysel)  that 
oor  Bobina  is  the  very  lassie  for  him;  and  so 
with  your  fether's  love  and  mine,  and  with  our 
n&ited  best  compliments  to  Miss  McFrudie,  I 
remain,  my  dear  daughter. 

Your  affectionate  mother, 
SoBiNA  McGrigor  of  Grioor. 

VOL.  I.  c 


A  fDtSsig  of  intone  dkgust  of  the  huaband 
and  tbe  life  tiuK  dialked  out  ftr  bar,  filled  Ifias 
McG]%Qr^s  bent  as  ihe  read  tbis  letter,  and 
wbile  die  tean  slowfy  filled  ber  eyes  sbe  re- 
solTed,  if  posable,  to  eso^  die  fiUe  prepared 
for  ber,  and  nerer  to  retnm  to  GSenlonely  (her 
dreary  fionily  abode)  as  Miss  McGiigar.  The 
instincts  and  habits  of  ber  childhood  were  ^U 
busy  at  ber  heart,  and  she  remembered  her 
litem,  austere  parenti  too  well  to  beUeTe  that 
•he  should  bare  any  chance  of  escaping  this 
match,  if  she  returned  to  them  unengaged. 
Filial  obedience  and  parental  emiure  were  Ae 
mode  of  that  day,  as  much  as  the  rererse  are, 
uImI  of  this;  and  Bobina  recalled  with  a 
vliuddor,  not  merely  the  stout,  gigantic,  laxge- 
(i4cod  8ir  DsTie,  but  his  dreary  hall,  so  fiur  £rcm 
tlm  haunts  of  men,  where  it  was  evident  Ae 
wotild  have  to  pine  unseeing  and  unseen. 

Hhe  put  her  mother's  letter  in  her  pocket 
before  Miti  McPrudie  returned,  which  she 
did,  attired  in  a  scanty  nankeen  pelisse,  richly 
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embroidered  with  Bankeen  braid  and  frogs^  and 
round  a  short  waist  a  cord  and  tassel  of  nan- 
keen silk.     A  bonnet  of  the  same  material 
qxdltedy  and  with  a  feather  to  match^  bag,  boots 
and  ^yes^  all  of  the  same  material.     These, 
with  a  silk  scarf  of  the  McFrudie  tartan,  com- 
pleted the  elderlj  lady's  attire,  and  added  to 
the  contrast    between    her   and    our    radiant 
Eobina. 


c  « 


S8 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  maiden's  BESOLYE. 

The  glass-coach  was  at  the  door,  and  Miss 
McFrudie  and  her  charge  stepped  in.  Many 
blooming  fiaces  peeped  from  the  school-room 
window,  but  were  withdrawn  when  the  thin 
hand  of  Miss  Twitch,  the  head  teacher,  pulled 
down  the  blind. 

To  Bobina,  the  drive,  the  people,  the  car- 
riages, everything  was  interesting,  because 
everything  was  new ;  the  only  drawback  was 
the  want  of  air.  Miss  McPrudie  having  a  most 
inconvenient  dread  of  a  draught. 
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Wlifle  that  lady  dosed  her  eyes ^  and  feU  into  a 
lererie  of  wbich  ths  Past  was  the  subjectj 
Bobina^  glancing  rapidly  from  one  object  to 
anothefy  was  fall  of  the  Present  and  the  Future. 

To  both  the  time  seemed  shorty  till  they 
reached  Colonel  Stuart's  villa,  a  lovely  place, 
ttn  a  velvet  lawn  of  emerald  green  sloping  down 
to  the  banks  of  the  blue  and  pellucid  Thames, 
fi)f  love  of  whom  the  willows  seemed  to  weep 
far  ever  and  in  vain;  they  bent  their  green 
tresses  upon  his  heart,  but  he  glided  on  for  '^a' 
that'* 

An  exclamation  of  delight  and  surprise 
escaped  Bobina,  and  caused  Miss  McPrudie 
to  ask  her  rather  primly  what  she  saw  to  cause 
80  indiscreet  an  exclamation^ 

**  Oh,  madam !"  said  the  young  girl,  "  do  but 
look  at  that  exquisite  equipage — a  pui^le  cur* 
nde  with  four  such  beautiful  greys,  and  two 
*  outriders  to  match — ^whose  is  it,  I  wonder  ?  the 
liveries  are  purple  and  silver— what  exquisite 
taster 
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''It  is  indeed/'  said  Mibs  McJVadie^  "a 
brilUazit  iequipage^  but  remember  all  emotion  ia 
yolgar.  Now  step  out  easily  and  jet  cautionaly 
— ^I  see  Miss  Maxwell  going  into  the  doak^^rooBi 
— she  will  tell  us  whose  this  equipage  i&" 

In  the  cloak-room  Miss  McFrudie  and  Miss 
Maxwell  (old  cronies)  met  Miss  Maxwell 
.  was  garrulous  and  glad  to  tell  all  she  knew. 

''  Wha's  is  it,  my  dear  ?  dixma  ye  ken?  why 
it's  Mr.  Luxmore's — hia  new  turn-out.  Ah  I 
he's  a  fine  spec  for  the  lassies;  if  I  wor  sixteen 
instead  of  sixty,  he'd  na  go  a  begging  wi'  eight 
thousand  a  year.  A  hall  in  Bododiire,  a  house 
in  St.  James's,  and  a  ahootiBg  box  in  Scotbndr— 
nay,  my  bonny  Misa  McGirigor,  that's  gude 
hearing,  isn't  it  ?" 

''But  what  sortof  manishe  himself  r  timidly 
asked  Bobina. 

"  Oh,  for  himself,  he's  just  a  little  crumpled 
sort  of  a  body— he's  awry  in  the  bode  and  the 
broost,  and  his  &ce  is  na  that  straight  either; 
but  they  say  he's  the  heart  of  a  prince  and  the 
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head  of  a  sage — and  as  it's  whispered  he's  on 
the  Inke  oat ^  tlie  lassies  are  a  pulling  caps  for 
him ;  but  lie's  hard  to  please,  I  ween,  for  here 
he's  a  bachelor  still  at  forty-fiye !" 

"Forty-five!"    thought  Eobina,  "forty-fiye 

and  serenteen  and  a  half!  but  then  that  equipage, 

a  house  m  St.  James's,  a  hall  in  Berkshire — 

sorelj  this  were  better  than  Sir  Davie  McDou- 

gal  with  his  thousand  a  year,  his  old  castle,  his 

gout,  and  the  constant  domination  of  my  own 

parents — ^I  wnx  be  Mrs.  Luxmore,  if  I  can. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


THE  DBJEX7NSK. 


When  Miss  McFrudie  and  her  lovely  pupil 
entered  the  drawing-room,  thej  found  the  com- 
pany just  returned  from  church,  and  about  to 
repair  to  the  marquee  pitched  on  the  velyet 
lawn,  which  sloped  down  to  the  Thames,  and 
where  the  dejeuner  was  spread,  glittering  with 
gorgeous  plate,  and  gay  with  fragrant  flowers. 

Although  on  the  enirie  of  our  friends,  the 
company  were  gathered  round  the  bride,  (whom 
they  recognised  at  once  by  her  white  veil,  her 
orange  wreath,  and  her  April  hce,  half  smiling. 
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half  tearAil)^  yet  Bobina  saw  she  excited  some 
interest  and  drew  away  some  attention  from  the 
new-made  wife. 

Two  gentlemen  particularly^  who  were  stand- 
ing in  the  embrasure  of  a  window,  seemed  struck 
and  eyen  &scinated  by  Bobina's  appearance. 
Ihe  one  Was  a  tall,  splendidly  proportioned 
f  onng  man,  with  the  form  of  Achilles  and  the 
delicate  features  and  bloom  of  Adonis ;  he  was 
in  the  uniform  of  the  Guards,  and  his  brilliant 
and  becoming  dress  set  off  his  noble  and  remark- 
able beauty  to  the  greatest  advantage.  He 
bent  good-humoredly,  as  he  talked  and  laughed, 
to  suit  the  convenience  of  his  companion — a 
small  pale  man,  sadly  deformed,  for  one  leg  was 
Sorter  than  the  other,  and  though  not  hump- 
backed, his  figure  seemed  twisted  strangely; 
the  distortion  of  his  form  had  extended  itself  a 
litde  to  his  face,  drawing  one  eye  and  one  eye- 
brow out  of  the  straight  line  with  the  other.  In 
spite  of  this,  there  was  something  interesting  in 
bis  appearance;  his  forehead,  pale  and  massive j 
c5 
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bespoke  intelligence ;  his  dark  eyes  were  full,  of 
melancholy  tenderness^  and  when  a  smile  parted 
his  pale  lips^  even  the  handsome  yotmg  Captain 
Fitzgeorge,  his  companion^  could  not  rival  the 
beauty  of  his  teeth  and  the  expression  of  his 
smile. 

Sobina  blushed  beneath  his  earnest  gaze,  for 
she  felt  it  must  be  Mr.  Xuxmore. 

After  the  usual  courtesies  had  passed  between 
our  new  comers,  the  host  and  hostess,  and  the 
bride  and  bridegroom,  while  parties  were  being 
arranged  for  the  defrnmeTi  and  introductions 
were  rapidly  taking  place — Miss  McFrudie 
found  a  moment  to  whisper  into  Bobina's  ear : 
''The  little  crooked  bodie  is  Mr.  Luaunore, 
worth  eight  thousand  a  year,  and  a  marrying 
man ;  the  showy  Captain  is  a  male  flirt,  with 
little  besides  his  pay,  unless  it's  some  thousands 
of  debt." 

At  this  moment  the  two  beaux  in  questioa 
came  up  to  our  ladies.  Captain  Eitzgeorge 
making  sure  of  the  new  beauty,  and  Mr.  Lux* 
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more  modestlj  contentmg  himself  with  Miss 
McFmdie,  looldng  upon  her  as  the  Persian 
earth  in  the  fible — "  She  was  not  the  rose,  but 
ahe  had  dwelt  near  her."  He  thought  too  £rom 
the  elderly  chaperon  he  should  leam  all  he 
wished  to  know  about  her  young  charge,  and 
pediaps  by  escorting  her  link  himself  to  the 
party. 

Howerer,  scarcely  had  Colonel  Stuart  hastily 
named  our  beaux,  than  Bobjna,  pretending  to 
be  mistaken,  but  well  aware  what  she  was 
doing,  took  Mr.  Luxmore's  arm,  and  Miss  Mc. 
Prodie  clutched  the  handsome  guardsman's. 
Pditeness  to  Miss  McFrudie  forbade  any  ex- 
pression of  delighted  triumph  in  .the  one,  and 
mgry  annoyance  in  the  other  beau,  beyond 
what  their  countenances  involuntarily  betrayed. 
A  pink  flush  rose  to  the  very  brow  of  Mr.  Lux- 
more,  and  a  sulky  pout  and  angry  frown  dis- 
torted the  handsome  &ce  of  the  Captain. 

However,  to  console  himself,  he  managed 
that  Bobina  should  be  seated  between  himself 
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and  Mr.  Luxmore,  Miss  McPrudie  beixig  placed 
on  his  other  side. 

How  much  like  enchantment  was  this  bril- 
liant scene  to  the  young  school-girl;  eyery 
sense  was  gratified  to  ecstacy.  It  was  a  '  May 
day'  worthy  of  the  olden  time,  when  May  was 
a  Queen  1  A  soft  breeze,  redolent  of  spring 
and  opening  buds,  fluttered  the  canyass  of  the 
marquee,  played  with  beauty's  curls,  and  fresh- 
ened her  cheeks,  while  on  the  blue  Thames, 
full  in  yiew,  it  filled  the  sunny  sails  as  if  with 
life,  and  sported  with  the  yerdant  ringlets  of 
the  willows.  The  shrubberies  were  literally  a 
'  wilderness  of  sweats,'  the  season  was  a  yery 
early  one,  ^d  the  spiral  clusters  of  the  lilac, 
blended  with  the  golden  showers  of  the  labur- 
num, and  the  snowy  balls  of  the  guelder  rose, 
all  richly  relieyed  by  green  of  eyery  shade, 
from  the  bright  young  yerdure  of  the  larch  to 
the  sable  hue  of  the  cypress— {which  intrudes, 
alas  !  into  every  wreath !) 

The  band  of   the regiment  of  guards 
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played  witb  inspiring  energy,  the  champagne 
qwrkled,  and  playful  attack  and  playful  repartee 
went  round ;  then  speeches,  dear  old  &shion  I 
Bfdnging  from  warm  hearts,  that  oyerflow  the 
lips,  began ;  the  bride  and  bridegroom,  a  young, 
I  fend,  and  bashful  pair,  were  toasted  and 
cheered.  Sobina,  as  she  caught  through  the 
trees  a  yiew  of  their  trayelling  chariot  and  four, 
thought  it  would  be  a  pleasant  thing  to  be  a 
bride— a  bride  like  the  one  before  her,  wedded 
to  wealth  and  rank.  She  forced  her  eyes  from 
the  gaze  of  the  too  handsome  Captain,  and 
compelled  herself  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  his 
insinuating  attentions,  fwt  becoming  very 
marked.  In  debt,  and  with  little  but  his  pay, 
what  could  he  ever  be  to  her  ?  and  was  it  pro- 
bable that  such  a  man,  so  notorious  a  flirt,  and 
10  admired  a  rover,  would  ever  dream  of  oflfer- 
ing  himself  to  a  dowerless  girl. 

The  remote  home  in  the  Highlands,  the  stem 
parents,  the  hopeless  monotony,  the  petty  and 
teasing   household  cares,  regularly    recurring 
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with  every  recurring  day,  tlie  plain  attire^  the 
frugal  table^  the  early  hours,  the  set  of  ahirla, 
the  odious  Sir  Davie,  and  his  prim  maidiBn 
sisters — all  these  came  back  upon  Bobina's 
thoughts  even  in  the  midst  of  this  deUdouB 
festival.  A  something  of  jealous  dejection  had 
stolen  over  the  pale  features  of  Mr.  Luxmore, 
while  the  brilliant  Bobinahad  been  engaged  in 
a  playful  war  of  words  with  the  handsome 
Captain;  but  he  smiled  when,  with  anoMTstf 
which  in  a  young  school-girl  was  excusable  and 
even  pleasiag,  she  said,  ''  Come,  as  we  say  in 
Scotland,  '  a  silver  pennie  for  your  thoughts.'*' 

''  They  are  not  worth  even  so  much,  and  yet 
worthless  as  they  are,  they  have  been  bought 
very  dear." 

''Well,  but  what  are  they  about?  seel  I 
will  give  you  this  bimch  of  violets,  tied  up  by 
mysel,  with  this  bonnie  blue  ribbon,  if  without 
disgmse  you  will  tell  me  what  you  were  think- 
ing of.'^ 

There  was  something  so  arch  and  apparently 
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80  maocent  in  die  way  in  which  she  made  tUi 
offier^  that  Mr.  Luzmore^  atnmgely  under  the 
iafioence  of  female  grace  and  beauty^  yentnred 
faactireky  to  press  the  rofly  fingers  that  held  the 
flowers,  and  said :  ''  Well  then,  I  was  thinking 
of  you.** 

''Of  mel"  knghed  the  delij^ted  damsel, 
**  then  how  dared  ye  say  yonr  thoughts  were  not 
worth  a  penny." 

*'  I  did  not  say  you  were  not  worth  a  penny, 
sweet  one !" 

**  And  if  you  had,  you'd  na'  hae  been  that 

wxcHig — and  yet" And  she  bent  her  head 

to  whisper  as  if  in  confidence — ^^  though  I  am 
na'  worth  a  penny,  and  though  they've  told  me 
that  this  fine  braw  officer  on  my  other  hand, 
Mr.  Luxmore  as  they  call  him,  is  worth  ten 
thousand  a  year;  yet  fi>r  a'  that,  tocherless 
as  I  am,  if  he  threw  himself  and  his  thou- 
sands at  my  feet,  I'd  laugh  at  him  for  his 
pains." 
^' What  a  curious  mistake,''  thought  Mr.  Lux- 
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more;  ''she  £uicie8  he  is  the  rich  man,  and  per- 
haps that  I  am  the  poor  Captain  in  the  Guards 
and  in  debt;  oh  i£,  under  this  idea,  I  could 
awaken  the  slightest  interest  in  that  young  and 
guileless  bosom,  with  what  rapture  would  I 
bestow  my  all  on  her,  too  happy  if  in  return  for 
my  entire  devotion  she  loved  me  but  a  little  for 
my  wretched  distorted  self;  at  imy  rate  she  is 
the  first  who,  without  knowing  who  I  am  and 
what  I  have,  has  seemed  to  like  to  sit  by  me, 
and  been  pleased  with  my  attentions/' 

Shrewdly  from  under  her  bright  tresses  did 
the  cunning  Bobina  watch  the  varying  colour 
of  the  poor  deformed  one's  cheek ;  at  length  he 
said: — 

''  And  who  told  you  your  neighbour's  name 
was  Luxmore  ?" 

''  I  heard  a  lady  say  so,  and  say  too  he  was  as 
rich  as  Croesus,  and  had  a  mansion  in  St.  James's 
and  a  hall  in  Berkshire;  and  I  saw  his  bonnie 
curricle  and  his  greys  and  his  outriders,  and 
they're  lovely  to  look  upon;    but  for  a' that 
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faraw Aki    you  amile  at  my  Scotch — ^I 

ocrer  cpeak  Scotch  but  when  I'm  happy — ^it's 
the  language  of  my  heart/' 

^  It  is  an  eloquent  one  to  mine — ^nothing  to 
lae  is  8o  bewitching  as  the  Scotch  accent  from 
lodi  lips." 

Bobina  had  seen  this.  She  proceeded: 
^  Well,  then,  braw  as  he  is,  and  rich  as  he  is, 
he's  not  to  my  taste ;  the  consciousness  of 
wealth  and  of  beauty  have  stamped  on  his  &ce 
daat  conceit  which  with  me  would  be  a  sure 
iDt^te  to  loye." 

'*And  yet  half  the  ladies  in  London  are  mad 
after  him." 

**  It  does  them  no  credit  then ;  but  maybe 
it's  the  money  rather  than  the  man ;  however 
Fm  a  pnir  lassie,  and  my  prospects  are  sad 
enough,  as  you  wotdd  say  if  you  kenned  them, 
sad  yet  as  I  said  before  I'd  na  guild  them 
with  his  gowd  if  I  had  the  offer,  which  is  na 
Kkdy!" 

''What  an  eloquent,  sensible,  and  natural 
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creature  it  is/'  thought  Mr.  Luxmore^  delighted 
against  his  will  with  any  censure  of  his  admired 
and  handsome  rival-^^'and  her  prospects  are 
sad  I  Oh,  if  I  were  permitted  to  brighten  them, 
I  would  repine  no  more  at  the  &te  which  has 
made  me  so  unseemly;  for  if  she  could  bear  to 
look  upon  me,  deeming  me  poor  and  hopeless, 
I  should  be  fidr  enough  for  the  sob  legitimate 
object  of  the  loftiest  beauty,  the  winning  the 
first  loye  of  one  true  heart  1'' 

But  the  happy  festival  is  over,  the  bride  has 
risen  to  change  her  dress,  the  gentlemen  remain 
at  table  for  awhile,  and  the  ladies  repair  to  the 
drawing-room. 

Captain  Fitzgeorge,  a  little  astcwshed  and 
piqued  at  Bobina's  indifference,  had  engaged 
in  a  flirtation  with  a  sister, of  the  bride;  h^ 
scarcely  noticed  Bobina  as  she  rose,  but  Mr. 
Luxmore  gazed  at  her  with  an  interest  which 
he  fancied  her  fine  eyes  reciprocated. 

"  The  violets  are  yours,"  she  said,  "  and  it's 
not  very  gallant  of  you  to  let  them  lie  there  !*' 
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**  Nay,  they  are  so  like  a  fiury  ph,  I  almost 
dread  to  touch,  them,  lest  they  yanish  and  leave 
me  desolate/*  he  said,  raismg  them  to  his  lips, 
and  when  Bobina  was  out  of  sight,  pressing 
them  to  his  throbbing  heart 

"  If  you  were  a  few  years  older,  and  a  good 
deal  steadier,  you  might  be  Mrs.  Luzmore,  I'm 
thinking,**  said  Miss  McPrudie,  when  she  and 
her  pupil  were  together  and  alone.  ''And  that 
would  be  to  beat  Miss  Mc.Iyor  and  Miss  Mc. 
Stbtr-^r  Lord  Featherhead  was  a  poor  noble- 
man, and  Mr.  Bullion  had  nothing  but  his 
wealth  to  recommend  him;  he  had  na  birth, 
wbile  Mr.  Luxmore  is  both  of  high  family 
and  cigteaX  poeaemonBJ* 
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THE  EXCUB8I0K. 


The  ladies  amused  themselves  unheeded  till 
the  bride  was  ready  to  depart^  and  then  all  the 
company  assembled^  as  if  eager  to  rob  her  of 
the  few  minutes  she  might  yet  have  spent  weep- 
ing on  her  mother's  bosom  or  in  her  Other's 
arms.  She  was  a  slight  and  girlish  creature^ 
and  had  never  left  her  home  before.  No 
marvel  that  the  tears  poured  down  her  pale 
cheeks;  but  when  the  bridegroom  came  and 
whispered  some  fond  word  in  her  ear,  the  blush 
and  the  smile  returned.    In  the  fiushion  of  that 
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dsj,  she  was  dressed  for  the  wedding  journey 
in  a  habit  and  riding  hat  tamed  up  in  front 
with  a  plume  of  feathers ;  quaint  as  we  should 
thmk  such  a  figure  now^  it  was  the  neplus  uUra 
of  elegance  then. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  her  weeping  mother 
to  an  old  friend,  ''  as  if  I  never  knew  hall  her 
loveliness  or  half  her  worth  till  this  day ;  how 
beautifrd  she  looks !" 

''  Tes,  blessings  brighten  as  they  take  their 
leave,**  replied  the  gentleman,  and  added  (being 
what  is  commonly  called  a  Job's  comforter), ''  I 
can  never  see  why  parents  make  a  daughter's 
wedding  a  festival — to  me  it  seems  little  better 
than  a  funeraL" 

^'Oh,  do  not  say  sol  I  will  believe  that  I 
have  not  lost  a  daughter,  but  that  I  have  gained 
awn." 

''Ah,  so  they  told  me,  when  my  only  child 
married  Major  Martinet;  but  it's  all  cant — ^you 
lose  your  child  almost  as  much  when  she  wears 
a  wedding  veil  as  when  she  is  wrapt  in  a 
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shroud;  and  as  for  gaining  a  son!  a  son  and  a 
son-in-law  are  very  different  things  I  can  tdl 
you.  There  is  a  great  deal  more  of  the  law 
than  of  tihe  son  in  such  intercourse— oh,  youTl 
find  it  out  some  day.  The  marriage  peal  or  the 
funeral  knell,  they  are  much  the  same  to  my 
ear.'\ 
^'  But  our  darling  will  lire  so  near  us  I" 
*'  Only  the  more  tantalizing— mine  began  by 
settling  near  us  /  but  her  husband  was  jealous 
of  every  hour  she  spent  with  us,  and  she,  poor 
thing,  felt  at  once  she  was  a  daughter  and  a 
wife — (two  characters  very  hard  to  reconcile) ; 
the  struggle  in  her  bosom  made  her  quite  ill — 
then  came  discontent,  and  at  first  covert,  and 
then  open  jealousies  between  him  and  me— -she 
sometimes  siding  with  the  one,  sometimes  the 
other;  by  degrees  he  got  to  disparage  and 
ridicule  (indirectly  but  intelligibly  enough)  me, 
my  habits,  opinions,  pretensions,  &c.  &c.  Of 
course  she  at  all  risks  defended  her  &ther,  then 
I  in  my  turn  censured  and  sneered  at  him,  and 
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of  eoone  the  poor  child^  whom  between  us  we^ 
(took  as  we  were)  nearly  killed  with  our  jealous 
loTe,  became  her  husband's  champion ;  at  last 
Msrtmet  and  I  came  to  words — ^I  forswore  his 
iuHue  and  he  mine — my  poor  girl  only  yisited 
08  by  stealth.  At  last  he  was  ordered  to  India; 
be  insisted  on  her  going  with  him — ^I  objected, 
as  I  really  feared  the  climate  would  kill  her. 
Howerer  she  was  his,  not  mine — he  was  a  son- 
mJaw — the  law  was  on  his  side,  and  she  went 
—there  she  pines  in  languid  pomp,  for  her  old 
fiilher's  trae  and  tried  affection.  No  wonder 
biell  and  l)ell  are  much  the  same  to  my  ear  and 
my  heart  r 

Cd.  I>ankeld  took  out  his  handkerchief  and 
tamed  away. 

The  young  Lady  Vane  (the  bride),  leaning 
on  die  arm  of  her  bridegroom.  Sir  Jasper  Yane, 
was  iflr^tig  her  last  adieus. 

As  she  fondly  embraced  her  mother.  Col. 
Donkeld's  wards  were  still  ringing  in  Mrs. 
Stuart's  ears;  with  poignant  anguish  she  strained 
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her  daughter  to  her  heart,  but  took  a  fiirewell 
of  her  son-in-law  so  cold,  and  so  constrained, 
that  it  hurt  the  feelings  of  both  the  wedded  and 
jealously  deyoted  lovers,  and  caused  the  rap- 
turous ejaculations  and  anticipations  of  happi- 
ness with  which  they  now  and  then  broke  the 
silent  entrancement  of  their  wedding  tour,  to 
^e  frequently  darkened  by  doubts  of  what 
''  Mrs.  Stuart  could  mean,  and  how  he  could 
have  offended  her"  from  the  Bridegroom — and 
earnest  assertions  that  ^'  after  all  it  must  be  &ncy, 
and  mamma  could  mean  nothing,  she  who 
was  so  fond  of  her  Jasper'* — ^from  the  pretty 
Bride. 

But  it  did  mean  a  good  deal,  and  often  do 
the  discontented  and  inconsiderate,  wantonly 
scatter  the  seed  which  brings  forth  bitter  fruits 
and  poison  flowers. 

To  the  chief  part  of  the  company  the  de- 
parture of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  was  the 
principal  object  of  interest,  and  they  clustered 
and    crowded  together,  waving  hands,    hats. 
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imd  handkerchiefi^  until  the  bride  had  retired 
into  a  comer  of  the  chariot  and  the  bridegroom 
had  pettishly  pnUed  down  the  blind  in  the 
feces  of  a  Tillage  mob  assembled  at  the  gates. 

AU  this  while  Bobina,  who  took  no  personal 
interest  in  the  young  couple,  was  planning  how 
she  might  convert  herself  into  the  centre  of  so 
much  interest  and  notice,  namely,  a  Bride!  and 
Mr.  Luxmore  was  thinking  that  he  should  feel 
no  envy  of  Sir  Jasper  Vane,  if  he  could  set  out 
on  such  a  tour  with  the  yoimg  and  brUIiant 
being  at  his  side. 

''  What  is  the  pkn  for  the  dayr'  asked  Cap- 
tain Fitzgeorge,  who  began  to  weary  of  conver- 
sation,  and  wanted  the  excitement  of  doing 
something.  ''Are  we  not  going  to  drive  to 
Windsor?  Come,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  said, 
addressing  himself  to  Mr.  Luxmore,  ''  come, 
you're  the  man  to  set  them  going;  do  see 
about  it — ^I'm  sure  you've  sate  there  quite  long 
enough.*' 
"  I  don't  think  so,"  laughed  Mr.  Luxmore ; 

VOL.  I.  D 
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''I^  quite  conteint;"  and  be  glaneed  «t 
Robma,  who  smiled  as  if  to  say^  ^'  So  am  L" 
Emboldened  l^  this,  Mr.  Lnxmore  said^  ^'  I 
suspect  jou  want  thare  to  be  a  mMe  and  a 
scramble,  in  the  hopes  that  you  may  gain  some- 
thing by  it'* 

'^  Ton  honour,  you're  right,  and  you  dread  it, 
lest  you  should  loae  the  only  thing  wardi 
having  in  the  Toom,"  he  added  tMovocCylmt 
loud  enough  for  Luzmore  and  fiobina  to  hear 

To  Captain  Fitzgeorge  the  difficulty  of 
obtaining  a  smile  or  a  wond  from  Bobisa,  made 
her  fifty  times  more  interesting  to  him  than  the 
most  devoted  attention  could  have  done.  And 
so  he  stood  for  some  time  fixing  his  fine  ey^es 
upon  her,  and  showing  off,  as  he  thought,  all 
the  graces  of  his  form  and  face ;  but  in  vain. 
Bobina,  like  many  other  women,  was  in  less 
danger  from  the  attentions,  than  she  would  have 
been  from  the  indifferencey  of  so  very  handsome 
a  man.    The  little  coquette  was  not  piqued  into 
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ny  ^ort  to  win  his  homage ;  it  was  offered^ 
and  80  she  felt  a  sort  of  pride  in  showing  she 
ocmid  seom  what  others  so  panted  to  win. 

After  some  time  spent  in  firuifcless  gazing  and 
atdtadimring,  Fitzge<»ge  suddenly  exclaimed : 
"Ton  honour^  this  is  dull  work;  I  shall  go  and 
lee  what's  to  be  done ;  active  serrice  for  me — 
Where's  the  Colonel  P* 

At  this  moment  the  Stuart  family,  who  for 
half  an  houY  had  been  too  much  affected  by  the 
first  wedding  in  their  family,  to  join  in  mirth  or 
promote  amusement,  came  in  pale  and  a  little 
dejected  to  propose  an  excursion  to  Windsor. 

'*  Come,  gentlemen,  offer  your  services — and, 
ladies,  chuse  your  knights,"  said  the  Colonel^ 
(a  noble,  martial-looking  man,  who  though  he 
had  grown  grey  in  the  service,  had  just  wiped 
away  a  tear  at  losing  his  daughter.)  '^  Come, 
right  about  march  I**  he  cried,  dapping  his 
hands,  and  assuming  a  gaiety  he  did  not  feel. 

"May  I  have  the  honour  of  driving  you, 
Hiss  McGrigor  V*  said  Mr.  Luzmore  ei^erly, 
d8 
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just  as  Fitzgeorge  lounged  up  to  prefer  the 
same  request. 

Bobina  bowed  assent,  and  Captain  Fitz- 
george, turning  on  his  heel^  engaged  Miss 
Stuart  to  accompany  him^  who  agreed  with  a 
toss  of  the  headj  for  she  had  seen  his  defeat — 
but  in  her  heart  she  loved  him,  and  was  glad  to 
go  with  him  even  on  these  terms. 

Bobina  affected  a  start  of  surprise  when  Mr. 
Luxmore  led  her  to  his  curricle.     * 

"  Is  not  this  Mr.  Luxmore's  carriage  ?*' 
.   *'Andwhatifitis,  fidrestlady?" 

"  Has  he  lent  it  to  you  ?" 

"  No,  but  I  will  drive  you  in  this." 

^'  I  would  rather  go  in  any,  however  humble 
of  your  own." 

'^  This  is  my  own,  sweet  girl  I  and  /am  Mr. 
Luxmore !" 

"  Oh,  how  can  you  forgive  me  my  absurd 
mistake  ?" 

"  It  were  much  easier  than  to  forget  you— 
are  you  comfortably  seated  ?" 
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"Oh  delightfully — what  a  perfect  equi- 
page r 

"It  seems  so  to  me  now!" 

And  what  with  the  gay  outriders,  the  rapid 
motion,  the  pomp  and  pride  of  the  moment, 
Bohina  felt  a  jsort  of  liking  for  one  who  could 
perpetuate  so  much  enjoyment ;  and  as  while 
they  gaily  dashed  along,  the  country  people 
cortsied  to  the  ground,  and  even  the  gentry 
gaied  on  with  lively  admiration,  Mr.  Luxmore 
looked  into  the  upraised  eyes  of  the  delighted 
Bobina— «he  blushed,  grew  pale,  and  dropped 
her  glance  beneath  the  first  glance  of  passionate 
lore  she  had  ever  met ! 

"Dearest  and  loveliest!"  murmured  Mr. 
Lnzmore,  and  he  sank  into  a  blissful  reverie, 
bright  with  the  hope  of  being  loved  by  Youth, 
Virtue,  and  Beauty  for  himself  alone ! 
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CHAPTER  Vll. 


THB  RIVALS. 


Whenever  Captain  Fitzgeorge's  gig  came  up 
with  Mr.  Luzmore's  cnrricle^  a  few  words  of 
half  playful  bitterness  passed  between  the  gen- 
tlemen, snd  the  handsome  Captain  glanced  at 
Bobina  with  a  look,  half  resentment  and  half 
contempt.  To  revenge  herself,  Bobina  took  a 
sort  of  pride  in  making  her  cavalier  distance 
the  Captain — an  easy  task  with  his  fresh 
first-rate  horses,  opposed  to  a  heavy  roadster, 
already  tired. 
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Ml  Luzmace  took  a  great  deUgbt  in  me^ 
ing  the  spocdve  iriahfis  of  his  youlhiul  oaoi* 
ptaioDy  and  pezhaps  feU  a  liltk  pride^  for  the 
first  time^  (poor  fellow !)  in.  tihe  groai  advan- 
tages of  wealth.  A  light  summer  shower  had 
laid  the  dust  and  freshened  the  bright  green 
trees;  the  driye  through  the  exquisite  forest 
was  fragrant  with  opening  buds^  and  yocal  with 
the  hymeneal  songs  of  the  newly  wedded  birds 
—birds^  who  as  yet  had  no  damorous  and 
exacting  young  ones  to  sadden  their  litde 
parent  hearts  I 

The  noble  stag  and  the  timid  doe  bounded 
across  the  yelret  sod;  and  when  contrasted  with 
so  much  joyous  and  yemal  freshness  of  scenery^ 
the  grand  old  time-wom  Castle,  rose  to  the 
liew;  mingling  with  all  the  beauty  of  the 
Present,  all  the  romance  and  historic  interest 
of  the  Pastj  the  sensitiye  and  poetical  feelings 
of  Mr.  Luzmore,  united  to  the  exquisite  sense 
of  dawning  loye^sent  the  tears  to  his  eyes. 
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and  almost  unconsdously  he  dasped  Bobina's 
hand.  Slfe  did  not  withdraw  it^  and  from  that 
moment  he  inwardly  vowed  to-  deyote  his  life 
to  her  and  her  alone  ! 
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For  some  hours  the  company  strayed  about 
the  Castle^  and  as  the  royal  &mily — (the  good 
old  King  and  his  Queen^  and  noble  princes  and 
princeflses)  were  all  at  Weymouth^  they  saw  all 
the  marvels  and  beauties  of  Windsor  at  their 


Mr.  Luzmore  never  left  Robina's  side — ^and 
certainly  his  talents  as  a  cicerone  rendered  her 
▼isit  to  the  Castle  doubly  interesting.  At  Mise 
McPrudie's  she  had  been  whirled  through  a 
course  of  English  history,  but  she  was  sur- 
o5 
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prised  now  to  find  what  a  mere  nothixig  she 
knew  of  so  interesting  a  study.  Mr.  Lnxmore 
had  a  legend  for  eyery  turret,  tower,  chamber, 
and  picture;  and  the  more  interested  Bobina 
grew  in  his  stories  of  the  past,  the  more  in- 
teresting did  he  contrive  to  render  them. 

Captain  Fitzgeorge,  who,  just  because  he 
saw  he  was  not  Wanted,  could  not  bear  to  be 
away,  contrived  to  follow  and  dodge  them 
about,  the  jealous  and  pouting  Miss  Stuart 
leaning  on  his  arm.  She  was  perhaps,  critically 
spealdng,  as  handsome  as  Bobina,  but  he  had 
won  her  admiratidn,  and  he  was  (as  most  coaL- 
combs  are)  indiffereit,  indifferent  in  his  purBuit 
of  beauty  and  love,  to  all  but  the  exciting  plea- 
sures of  the  chase. 

His  great  object  seemed  to  be,  to  place  him- 
self every  now  and  then,  so  that  Bobina  must 
confront  at  once  his  superb  figure  and  beautiful 
face,  and  that  of  the  small>  pale,  and  insignifi- 
cant Luzmore,  who,  with  one  shotilder  muck 
above  the  other,  his  neck  awry,  and  pcnsed  as 
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it  were  on  <me  I^  Yerj  muck  shorter  thiui  its 
Maw,  £3rmed  as  strildng  a  contrast  in  lU 
eztenial  charms  to  the  Adonis  of  the  day,  as 
that  Tery  vain  person  conid  desire. 

To  a  woman  of  heart  and  feeling — ^to  one 
who  coold  look  beneath  the  mere  surface — the 
contrast  would  not  have  been  in  Captain  Fitz- 
george's  favoiu:.  His  brow  boasted  little  but 
its  physical  beauty,  his  eyes  little  but  that 
amnud  lustre  an  ox  might  haye  rivalled  him  in, 
and  conceited  and  vapid  ejaculations  were  all 
that  proceeded  from  his  fine  mouth  with  its 
black  moustachio. 

But  Mr.  Luxmore's  pale  and  even  sallow 
fixrehead  was  of  the  most  intellectual  conforma^ 
tion,  and  though  the  hair  that  shaded  it  was 
thin,  and  partly  grey,  the  mind  found  a  chann 
there^  denied  to  Fitasgeorge's  smooth  white  brow. 
Clowned  with  its  jetty  and  hyadnthine  locks. 

Mr.  Luxmore's  eyes  and  smile,  and  even  his 
attitude,  modest  and  shrinking  with  the  con- 
idousness  of  his  personal  defects,  all  would  have 
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had  a  spell  for  a  woman  of  heart  and  mind ;  but 
Bobina  was  not  that  woman.  She  vxndd  not 
look  at  the  handsome  Captain^  but  only  because 
she  felt^  if  she  looked  she  were  lost — lost^  as  fiur 
as  the  power  of  accepting  Mr.  Luxmore  went ; 
but  in  the  bosom  of  seventeen^  Robina  had  the 
heart  of  a  scheming  matchmaker  of  sixty. 

Mr.  Luxmore  saw  that  the  Adonis  yainly 
tried  to  draw  away  Bobina's  attention  fix>m 
himself,  and  in  his  heart  of  hearts  he  blessed 
her. 

And  who  could  have  suspected  guile  in  a 
young  school-girl,  out  for  almost  her  first  holi- 
day? Not  a  credulous  worshipper  of  beauty 
like  Mr.  Luxmore ;  he  could  not  conceiye  that 
nature  could  bestow  at  once,  a  face  so  open,  and 
a  heart  so  dose!  He  knew  little  of  women, 
except  the  regular  husband-hunters,  by  whom 
he  had  been  all  but  deceived,  and  whom  he 
now  dreaded  and  shimned.  A  more  experienced 
observer  would  have  told  him  that  tact,  and 
cunning,  and  ambition  show  themselves  in  the 
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mtnery,  and  that  some  girls  seem  bom  women 
of  the  world. 

Then,  too^  though  Sobina  had  not  enjoyed 
the  common  and  recognised  advantages  for 
perfecting  die  character  of  a  schemer^  she  had 
had  some  uncommon  ones^  which,  being  qxdte 
unsospected,  were  not  likely  to  tell  against 
her.  In  her  earliest  childhood,  except  when  at 
rare  interyals  she  was  summoned  to  the  presence 
of  parents,  wliose  very  sternness  made  her  sly, 
ihe  was  thrown  entirely  among  servants,  and 
we  all  know  how  much  the  ignorant  and  depen- 
dent cultivate  every  species  of  cunning.  If  a 
parent  would  have  a  child  adorned  with  that 
greatest  moral  jewel,  caddour,  let  that  parent 
make  the  child  (as  much  as  possible)  his  constant 
companion,  and  never  suffer  himself  out  of 
oq^ce  or  ill  temper  to  intimidate,  nor  out  of 
ajwUenctf  to  deceive,  the  sensitive,  all-believing, 
aU-trosting  child* 

All-trusting  and  all-believing  as  it  is,  the 
spirit  of  inquiry  and  comparison  grows  with  its 
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reason;  the  first  unjust  harshxieBs  it  ^^tecta 
destroys  its  confidence^  and  the  first  fidsehood 
it  &th<imB  annihilates  its  fidtk 

All  diildren  can  be  made  cunnings  but  aU 
we  fear  canaot  be  made  firank,  and  Bobina  was 
one  of  the  latter;  and  early  indeed  did  she  learn 
to  scheme,  to  fiiwn,  to  flatter,  and,  alas  1  to  lie ; 
and  when  from  that  hot-bed  of  coarse  deceit^ 
the  nurseiy^  she  was  sent  to  a  London  school, 
she  found  herself  thrown  among  a  dosen  sharp- 
witted^  ambitious,  and  scheming  girls.  If  the 
governess  and  teachers  punished  detected  &Ise- 
hood,  and  proclaimed  the  wors^p  of  Truth,  their 
own  conduct  often  betrayed  that  their  precepts 
diflEered  from  their  practice — ^that  manoeuTering 
(if  adroit)  and  finesse,  (if  successful)  had  merit 
in  th^  eyes. 

Then  the  girls,  most  of  them  younger  daugh- 
ters of  large  ambitiotis  and  fashionable  fionilie^ 
carried  into  their  own  little  sphere  the  worldly 
notions,  schemes,  and  desires  they  heard  dis- 
cussed at  home  between  Vmanuna'  and  sisters 
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•keady  'out.'  The  confidences  of  the  play- 
hours  were  not  the  innocent  unworldly  dreams 
one  would  faaye  expected^  when  one  saw  such 
bright  young  heads  bent  together,  till  the  dus- 
teriog  locks  seemed  to  mingle ;  the  story  told 
with  such  aaiimated  gesture  and  heightened 
colour,  was  not  a  story  of  a  &iry  or  a  bird,  but 
of  Mine  el^ant  young  man  seen  during  the  last 
i^acation  at  Brighton  or  at  Bamsgate,  and  ''pro- 
baUy  a  nobleman  in  disguise  f  and  then  came 
ti^lhly  coloured  accounts  of  elder  sisters'  jealousy 
sod  qpite,  and  the  youth's  constant  though  re* 
^ectfid  devotion,  till  each  young  bosom  burned 
to  be  engaged  in  some  similar  love  affidr ;  and 
isany  who  had  imi^ination,  though  unprovided 
with  eacperience  or  adventures,  presumed  to 
make  themselves  the  heroines  of  a  story  they 
hoped  ere  long  to  see  converted  into  truth. 

With  what  a  kindling  eye  and  burning  cheek 
had  the  vain,  the  cunning,  and  the  ambitious 
Bobina  listened  by  the  summer  twilight  to  the 
stories  thus  told  by  her  school-fellows  of  their 
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own  clandestine^  or  some  elder  sister's  acknow- 
ledged lore  affairs !  what  details  of  gay  wed- 
dings^ where  the  young  narrator  had  officiated 
as  bridemaid.  What  grand  accounts  of  the 
pomp  and  wealth  displayed  by  that  married 
sister  when  seen  last  in  her  bridal  home ! 

From  eight  till  eleven^  when  a  teacher  came 
into  each  domitory  to  take  up  her  abode  for  the 
night,  armed  with  a  scowl,  a  rushlight  and  a 
towering  night-cap,  and  sometimes  perhaps  with 
a  hidden  noyel— did  these  dagzling  records^ 
half  truth,  half  fiction,  brighten  the  dun  twi* 
light  of  a  London  evening — and  it  was  curious 
to  remark  that  though  all  the  girls  were  more 
or  less  lovely,  and  in  their  very  first  youth,  no 
romantic  pictures  of  love  or  constancy  were 
dwelt  on  amongst  them;  the  rank,  the  estates, 
the  equipage  of  a  lover  were  minutely  described, 
but  little  was  said  of  what  he  was ;  and  so  the 
bride  was  dressed  from  her  orange  wreath  to 
her  white  satin  slipper,  much  was  said  of  how 
she  looked  I  but  nothing  of  how  she  loved  ! 
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It  was  natural  that  it  should  be  thus^  with 
tliose  who  spent  their  vacations  with  match- 
making mammas,  and  hnsband-hnhting  sisters ; 
and  in  listening  to  her  young  companions, 
Bobinay  naturally  a  schemer  and  a  coquette, 
was  as  much  imbued  with  worldly  maiginis  as 
if  she  had  been  a  belle  of  many  seasons,  instead 
of  a  young  school-girl,  who  had  seen  nothing  of 
London,  but  the  roofs  and  backs  of  houses, 
from  a  school-room  made  out  of  a  back  parlour 
—a  girl  whose  walks  were  in  rank  and  file, 
headed  by  two  teachers,  before  the  London 
world  or  sun  were  up,  and  who  had  never  been 
at  any  ball,  but  the  annual  exhibition  of  the 
dandng-master  and  his  pupils.  How  different 
would  have  been  Mr.  Luxmore's  sensations 
ooidd  he  have  formed  any  idea  of  the  nature  of 
bia  companion's  feelings,  and  the  style  of  her 
education.  He  thought  to  himself,  a  young 
Scotch  girl,  almost  a  child,  and  brought  up  by 
that  demure,  discreet,  old-feshioned  Miss  Mc. 
Prudie — a  lily  of  the  valley  could  not  be  more 


66  THB    DBCLABATIOK. 

pore — ^a  bird,  of  the  woods  coidd  not  be  more 
uAWorldly.  I  wonder  what  she  meant  when 
she  said  her  prospects  were  sad  enough,  (as  I 
shoidd  own  if  I  knew  all ;)  if  she  is  poor,  I  can 
make  her  rich;  if  she  is  dependent,.!  can  make 
her  firee.  If  die  is  unhappy,  I  caoi  make  her 
glad  I  Oh,  if  I  dared  to  ask  her  I  but  it  is  so 
much  to  stake  at  once ! 

Bobina  and  Mr.  Luzmore  were  standings 
gazing  at  the  celebrated  picture  of '  the  Misers.' 

''  Ah,  lore  will  still  be  lord  of  all,"  aud  Mr. 
Luzmore,  looking  tenderly  into  the  upraised 
eyes  of  his  young  companion. 

"Nay,"  laughed  Eobina, "  not  of  'the  Misers' 
surely." 

''  Tes,  eyen  of  '  the  Misers ;'  what  says  the 
song? 


*  What  i*  it  itiskes  tke  aged 
Ev^n  forsake  his  hoarded  treasure? 
Oh,  *ti8  love,  'tis  love,  'tis  love." 

But  I  alluded  to  the  story  of  that  picture.^ 
"  A  story— oh,  do  tell  it  me  1" 
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''Swaet  <Md!"  ngbed  LuMntore,  deoeiTed 
by  Ihte  arilefls  ma^im;  ^'w^Uy-  that  pictiire  wwt 
painted  by  a  youi^  bladc^knilli,  who  fell  in  love 
whh  a  paintei's  daughter,  and  I  beUeye  was 
loved  agiin.  The  father,;  resohred  hitf  ehild 
ihomld  many  one  of  his  own  prolesnon,  refbsed 
the  lorer,  telling  him  he  woifld  never  give  his 
dang^bter  to  any  man  who  codd  not  produce  a 
fine  picture.    The  blacknmth  went  his  way/* 

^'PoorfeHow/'  saidBobina. 

''Nay,  not  so  poor,  he  had  Hope,  he  had  thai 
eoei^  that  Love  and  Hope  bestow— 'he  was  seen 
no  more  for  years— *8it  length  a  pietnre  was  cot- 
hifait^— ^e  world  flodsed  to  gaze  and  apphmd 
— «mong  ihe  rest  the  Mkerl  "A  noble  pidnufe 
indeed,''  be  Said  to  his  pale  girL  *'  Wodld  yoii 
pre  me  to  the  man  who  conld  paint  thai 
pictiiie,  &ther  T  she  asked  tinddly.  '*  Okdly, 
proudly,  girl,  for  that  is  the  work  of  a  Master  1" 
he  replied.  She  looked  romnd-^Mibe  bladonnith 
iraB  there*— years  of  solitude  and  lore^'pron^ted 
labour  had  enabled  him  to  produce  that  pioture. 
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A  message  had  apprized  the  faithful  '^maiden  of 
his  bosom'' ofhis  toils  and  his  hopes.  The&ther 
joined  their  hands.  That  picture — ^look  at  it, 
Bobina — ^that  picture  was  The  Misers.'* 

'^  Oh^  I  could  look  at  it  for  ever/'  she  said. 

''  As  I  coidd  at  you  1  Robina^  I  am  not,  like 
you,  in  the  first  flower  of  youth,  and  nature  has 
cast  me  in  an  unsightly  mould,  but  I  have  a 
heart  capable  of  all  the  wild,  the  passionate,  the 
deep  devotion  of  that  poor  blacksmith.  Could 
its  love,  its  deep  and  ardent  love  atone  to  you, 
Bobina,  for  the  absence  of  all  those  charms 
Nature  has  so  lavished  upon  you?  TeU  me, 
with  that  rare  and  sweet  simplicity,  that  almost 
childish  frankness,  which  among  all  your  beau- 
ties is  to  me  the  £urest — ^tell  me  what  you  feel, 
tell  me  whether  you  think  you  ever  could  love 
me  well  enough  to  be  mine,  mine  all,  mine 
only,  mine  for  ever  1" 

Bobina  blushed  and  hesitated;  she  was  a 
coquette  by  instinct  and  in  theory,  but  as  yet 
she  was  not  a  practised  coquette. 
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''It  is 80  sudden/'  at  length  she  mnmiured. 

''  It  is/*  he  replied,  "  and  so  is  the  love  that 
prompts  it — sudden  and  perhaps  distasteful — ^I 
might  have  guessed  it." 

He  drew  her  to  a  window ;  they  looked  upon 
some  of  the  party  preparing  to  depart,  and  the 
carriages  collected  there. 

Captain  Fitzgeorge  was  standing  by  his 
somewhat  shabby  gig,  and  the  elegant  equipage 
of  Mr.  Lttxmore,  his  matchless  horses,  dashing 
lireries,  and  outriders,  were  near  him. 

Mr.  Luxmore  thought  not  of  them;  he 
pointed  to  Fitzgeorge,  who  in  one  of  the  grace- 
fid  attitudes  so  common  to  perfect  beauty, 
(wheth^  in  man  or  woman),  was  gazing  up  at 
the  window  where  they  stood,  with  a  smile 
showing  his  fine  teeth. 

"There,  Bobina,"  said  Mr.  Luxmore,  ''there 
ve  a  &ce  and  form  to  win  the  love  I  had  begun 
to  covet ;  had  I  the  person  of  Fitzgeorge,  you 
would  not  have  said  so  coldly,  '  It  is  so  sud- 
den!'" 


io 
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''  No/'  replied  Bobina,  wlio  had  been  exam- 
ining, not  the  two  lovers,  but  dieir  two  equi- 
pages, and  wlio  now  began  to  fear  the  sensitiye 
Luxmore  might  withdraw  his  proposals — **  no, 
for  had  he  presumed  so  to  address  me,  I  should 
not  haye  answered  in  a  way  you  uiijustly  call 
so  coldly — I  should  noarmfy  hxve  resented 
what,  from  a  person  I  do  not  like  and  haye  not 
encouri^ed,  would  haye  been  yery  disagreeable 
tomeP' 

''  Is  it  possible  ?  dare  I  belieye  what  those 
words  imply  ?  am  I  indeed  unjust  in  saying  you 
spoke  coldly — and  would  such  a  declaration 
from  one  possessed  of  all  I  lack  and  coyet  have 
been  indeed  less  welcome?  Oh,  Bobina,  do 
not  trifle  with  me — ^you  know  not  what  the 
hope  of  being  loyed  by  one  like  you,  and  for 
myself  alone — ^you  know  not  what  ddirious  joy  it 
is— and  you  know  not  what  the  disappointment 
of  such  a  hope,  if  once  indulged,  will  be-^tell  me, 
and  tdl  me  truly,  for  now  I  could  bear  it  better 
than  laier,  can  you  loye  me  with  that  loye 
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wiiidi  tfae  insdncts  of  your  wemsm  keart  tell 
yon  I  pine  for  T* 

**I  like  you  better  than  aay  one  else 
already/'  faltered  Bobina^  ^and  I  think  in 
time  I  should  lore  you,  if  you  loved  me  as  you 
projmse ;  but  you  are  so  impetuous— ^ou  give 
me  no  time." 

**  Enough,  Sobina,  you  hare  said  enough — 
enough  to  make  me  richly  blest ;  I  cannot  ex- 
pect from  you — ^flie  Beautiful,  the  'Young,  the 
Gifted — ^that  ready  and  lavish  tenderness,  I, 
poor  cripple,  unseemly  and  past  the  age  of  illu- 
sions,  am  eager  to  implore  you  to  accept.  No, 
no,  with  your  modest  and  virgin  prefi^ence,  so 
sweetly,  so  touchingly  conveyed,  I  am  indeed 
content ;  say  then,  I  may  do  my  poor  best  to 
win  you — say  you  will  be  mine." 

''Oh,  all  this  dme,"  said  Bobina,  as  if 
suddenly  remembering  herself,  ''beguiled  by 
your  beautiliil  words,  I  have  quite  forgotten 
that  in  her  last  letter,  mamma  tells  me  papa  has 
aflknced  -mte  to  his  dear  friend  Sir  Davie  Mc. 
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Dougal,  and  that  I  must  prepare  on  my  return 
to  receive  him  as  a  suitor." 

''And  do  you  like  him  f 

''  Like  him  I  I  have  not  seen  him  since  I 
was  ten  years  old.  I  am  sure  I  did  not  like 
him  then^  and  I  feel  I  should  hate  him  now/' 
And  she  pouted. 

''Is  he  rich?" 

"  Yes  1  he  has  a  thonsand  a  year." 

Mr.  Luxmore  felt  reassured. 

"  That  is  not  very  rich,  Bobina/'  he  said ; 
"but  you,  sweetest,  know  little  of  these  matters ; 
leave  it  to  me  to  address  Miss  McPrudie  and 
your  parents,  and  when  your  £Either  talks  of 
affiancing  you  to  Sir  Davie  McDougal,  tell  him 
your  own  heart  has  affianced  you  to  another — 
wiQ  you,  dearest?" 

"  I  win." 

Luxmore  caught  her  to  his  bosom  in  a  fond 
embrace;  and  when  he  handed  the  young 
coquette  into  his  curricle,  she  felt  a  triumphant 
consciousnsss,  not  that  she  had  won  a  good  and 
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noble  heart,  but  that  she  would  soon  be  the 
sovereign  lady  of  curricle,  outriders,  servants, 
eight  thousand  a  year,  and  alas  1  last  and  least, 
Mr.  Luxmore. 

And  here  we  must  pause  one  moment  to 
obserre,  that  he,  who  in  his  middle  age  fell  so 
easily  into  the  snare  of  this  young  coquette, 
would  probably  have  been  caught  in  early  life 
by  some  more  practised  manoeuverer,  (for  the 
world  18  full  of  Bobinas)  had  he  then  been  con- 
sidered worth  the  catching.    But  till  a  short 
time  before  he  met   Bobina  he  had  been  as 
■Kuch  shunned  as  a  detrimental,  as  he  was  then 
courted  as  a  'catch.'     He  came  unexpectedly 
MTtA  suddenly  into  his  fortunes  and  his  prospects. 
He  was  on   his  guard  against  those  who  had 
sSgbted  him,  but  who  could  siispect  Bobina? 


voi^  I. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 


THE  CHAPERON. 


Bobina's  heid  was  so  ffdij,  her  heart  so 
giad,  and  her  eyes  so  dasaled  by  her  sudden 
and  brilliant  prospects,  that  her  drive  back  to 
Twickenham  seemed  rapid  and  indistinct  as  a 
dream.  So  preoccupied  was  she  by  the  thought 
of  the  envy  of  her  school-fellows,  and  the  admi- 
ration of  every  kind  of  beau,  when  she  should 
glitter  through  a  London  season  with  every 
attribute  of  wealth  and  &shion,  that  she  scarcely 
heard  the  few  passionate  and  interjecdonal 
words  of  the  enamoured  Luzmore,  and  when 
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diey  did  meet  her  eai,  ahe  answered  them  at 
random;  bat  he,  poor  deceiyed  one !  he  blessed 
lier  in  his  proud  and  ardent  heart,  for  a  pre- 
occapali(m  which  he  traced  to  love — ^first,  be* 
wilderingy  all-engrossing  lore !  When  they 
reached  CoL  Stuart's,  the  ladies  hastened  to 
their  rooms  to  array  themselTes  for  dinner  and 
the  ball. 

fiobina  blushed  and  cast  down  her  eyes,  as 
pressing  her  hand,  he  said :  "  Farewell  then, 
my  lore,  for  an  hour,  which  will  seem  an  age ; 
yon  look  agitated,  my  sweet  one,  but  I  am  too 
selfish  to  be  able  to  ask  you  to  lie  down  and 
rest,  for  when  I  do  not  see  your  heavenly  smile, 
and  hear  your  exqidsite  voice,  I  am  so  ingenious 
a  self-tormentor,  that  I  shall  fancy  it  is  some 
cmel  tantalizing  dream,  for  how  can  I  believe 
(save  when  looking  into  those  truthAil  eyes) 
that  I  can  really  be  Rbbina's  choice."  And  as 
he  spoke,  he  looked  down  upon  his  fragile  and 
iU-flhapen  form,  with  a  glance  of  melancholy 
^elf-disparagement,  which  would  have  brought 
e2 


76  THE   CHAPEBON. 

tears  to  the  eyes  of  any  woman  who  could  feeL 
But  if  our  young  coquette  could  nor  feel  nor 
weep,  she  could  sigh  and  look  down,  and  at  the 
yery  moment  when  another  would  have  spoken 
words  of  comfort  and  sympathy,  she  could  tear 
herself  away  as  if  she  dared  not  trust  her  fbll, 
fond  heart!  As  she  hurried  out  of  the  room 
Miss  McFrudie  entered  it;  she  had  a  sort  of 
presentiment  that  Mr.  Luxmore  would  request 
an  audience  of  her,  for  her  practised  and  keen 
chaperon  eyes  had  marked  his  entire  and  open 
devotion  to  her  young  charge  during  the  whole 
day.  She  knew  he  was  a  romantic,  disap- 
pointed man — ^a  worshipper  of  youth  and  beauty 
— generous,  wealthy,  unexoeptionable,  (to  any 
lady  who  could  overlook  his  personal  defects) 
and  above  all,  that  he  was  (though  perhaps 
unaware  of  it  himself,)  a  marrying  man.  He 
was,  Miss  McPrudie  thought,  the  very  person 
to  fall  in  love  at  first  sight,  with  a  beautiful, 
blooming,  and  ambitious  young  manoeuverer^ 
such  as  she  shrewdly  suspected  Bobina  Me. 
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Giigor  to  be ;  and  the  woman's  natural  love  of 
nuttch-making,  the  goyemess's  pride  in  a  pupil's 
linlliant  success,  and  the  excitement  of  a  love 
affiir  of  her  own  bringing  about,  induced  Miss 
McFradie  to  hasten  to  her  room,  while  Robina 
was  flirting  with  her  lover,  and  promptly  array* 
ing  herself  in  her  most  becoming  and  imposing 
attire,  to  be  ready  for  the  communication,  she 
felt  sore  the  honourable  and  love-smitten  Lux* 
more  would  make  to  her.  To  a  man  less  wildly 
m  love,  and  less  devotedly  bent  on  one  subject. 
Miss  Mc J^die  would  have  seemed  an  awful 
and  almost  unapproachable  person  with  whom 
to  discuss  an  '  of  aire  de  ccBur.* 

On  her  head  was  a  turban  of  McPrudie 
tartan,  which,  concocted  by  herself,  was  reared 
into  a  formidable  and  almost  overhanging  crest 
in  front,  in  whidi  was  stuck  a  silver  thistle  by 
way  of  brooch,  out  of  which  sprang  a  tuft  of 
eagle's  feathers — a  bunch  of  reddish  hair, 
mstrhmg  what  her  own  had  been,  covered  the 
centre  of  her   low  retreating   forehead — ^her 


78  THE   CHAPERON. 

quick  eyes  were  placed  very  close  to  a  thm 
aquiline  red-tipped  nose ;  andthouglxkerYision 
was  not  habitually  oblique,  yet  under  the  in- 
fluence of  any  excitement  or  emotion^  they 
assumed  a  most  refulgent  squint ;  her  long  teetk 
rested  on  her  upper  lip,  and  her  chin  retreated. 
Her  dress  for  the  ball  was  of  a  yellowish 
white  silk,  in  whidi  long  years  befitf  e  die  had 
figured  as  a  bridesmaid  I — a  broad  McFrudKe 
tartan  sash  marioBd  her  waist,  aaioazf  of  the  same 
covered  her  shoulders,  and  a  pair  of  black  kid 
gloves,  drawn  up  to  her  elbows,  completed  het 
attire*-«ave  her  jeweQery,  ^vHuch  oonmted  of  a 
large  Scotch  pebble  brooch,  struck  adroidy 
in  her  bunch  of  curls — an  amber  neddace^ 
several  mourning  rings,  and  a  brilliant  pin,  con- 
taining hair  which  was  suppose  to  htfire  be* 
longed  to  the  only  being  who  had  ever  awlJtened 
one  soft  emotion  in  Miss  McPmdie's  bosom ; 
and  who— <6o  the  school-gijis'  legend  wen^^^ 
having  heartlessly  deserted  her  in  her  youth, 
when  her  paraits  left  her  a  i>6nnile6s  struggler 
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With  a  cold  worlds  had  meaiil7  proposed  to  her 
m  her  old  age,  when  industry  and  Scotdb  thrift 
had  made  her  miatreas  not  only  of  a  thriving 
ertahliahmcnt,  bat  of  aereral  thdosanda  in  the 


lime,  howeyer,  had  darkened  Miaa  McFru- 
die's  heart,  and  l^enda  said  the  loyer  of 
her  youth  was  haughtily  and  Intterly  repulsed 
and  rgected  as  her  suitor;  but  with  female  in- 
otmat^teucf,  or  perhaps  hmnanityv  Mr.  Sawnie 
GSkapie  ^ras  installed  teicher  of  writing,  arith- 
metic, and  Latin  graoboar  to  tsheyctoig  ladies 
of  **  Bmce  Bbuse/'  Uuia,  at  the  eacpenae  of 
o&erg,  he  was  aared  from  ■actual  want ;  thus, 
was  he  ever  subjected  to  the  petty  tyranny  and 
sarcastic  uniisndoes  of  her  he  had  despised,  and 
fimaken;  and  here  did  he  visit  on  his  tittering 
smd  sharp-sighted  pupils  the  indignation  whi^ 
he  Affed  not  betray  to  his  bitter  and  haughty 
pUxuaeaa.  While  despising  and  tyrannizing 
iiTer  the  abject  lover,  the  fiinst  token  of  a  love 
she  had  returned  and  beUered .  in,  was  secretly 


80  THE  chafbrok; 

prized  by  Miss  McPrudie^  and  on  occasions  of 
great  pomp  was  restored  to  the  place  which 
forty  years  before  it  never  quitted,  in  the  little 
sprigged  muslin  fichus  which,  however  low 
her  evening  attire,  completely  veiled  her  charms; 
whether  it  was  kept  in  memory  of  the  Past,  or 
because  the  brooch  was  really  a  handsome  one, 
and  surrounded  by  good  brilliants,  none  could 
ever  decide.'  Perhaps,  as  most  human  motives 
are  mixed,  it  might  be  both.  But  often  did 
Mr.  Sawnie  Gillespie  turn  to  it  in  his  own  mind, 
marvel  why,  when  the  lover  was  rejected,  the 
token  was  retained,  and  remembering  the  twenty 
golden  guineas  his  father  had  paid  for  it,  when 
both  parent  and  son  beUeved  Miss  Shoozie 
McPrudie  to  be  an  heiress— wish  he  could 
recover  it  from  her  grasp,  and  convert  it  into 
current  coin  of  the  realm. 

We  digress.  Miss  McPrudie,  attired  as  we 
have  described,  raised  by  high  heels  and  armed 
with  a  large  pictured  fan,  of  Cupids  and  shep- 
herdesses and  peeping  Damons*— stood  before 
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Mr.  Lnzmore,  oa,  pale  with  new  emotions^  and 
his  ejes  filled  with  happy  tears^  for  he  had  just 
touched  with  his  lips  the  roey  fingers  of  the 
departing  Bobina. 

Yes,  there  Miss  McPrudie  stood  in  virgin 
nugesty — crest,  eagle's  plume,  curls,  all  waved 
▼hile  she  made  Mr.  Luxmore  a  haughty  curtsey^ 
fiuming  herself  mqestically  the  while>  and  fixing 
on  lum  eyes  which,  in  the  penetrating  inquiry 
of  their  expression,  seemed  almost  to  meet  in 
one  daizling  squint. 

Bat  Mr.  Luxmore  was  not  awed  by  this, 
which  would  have  paralyzed  a  modem  beau, 
with  his  weak  mind  but  half  made  up.  He  only 
saw  in  Miss  McPrudie  the  guardian  of  Bobina, 
the  being  through  whom  he  could  obtain  the 
privileges  of  an  accepted  lover,  and  the  right  of 
aaUng  her  of  her  parents. 

''Madam,"  he  said,  approaching  her,  and 
bowing  low  to  her  formal  curtsey,  "might  I  beg 
the  honour  of  a  few  moments'  conversation." 
e5 
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'^ Sir/'  said  tiie  lady,  ''my  ear  aoid  my  tinie 
are  at  your  service." 

''  To  avoid  interruption,  madam,  in  a  confer'^ 
ence  on  which  my  &te  depends,  may  I  lead  you 
into  yon  inner  room?" 

''Sir,"  said  Miss  McPtudie,  "I  beKcve  I 
imderstand  your  feelings  and  fathom  your  mo- 
tires,  or  I  might  object  to  such  privacy.** 

At  any  other  moment  Mr.  Luxmore  would 
have  smiled  at  lihe  absurd,  but  perhaps  instinctive 
scruples  of  the  maiden  lady,  but  now  all  eager* 
ness  to  be  heard,  he  held  out  his  hand  to  lead 
her  into  the  further  room,  and  placing  hers  in 
it,  as  if  to  commence  a  minuet,  she  swept  along 
by  his  side. 
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THB  LOTSB   AKD   THE   OLD  MAID. 

Mr.  Loxmore  eagerly  shut  the  door,  andj  so 
much  did  he  dread  an  interruptioii,  at  a  moment 
to  him  80  critical,  that  he  was  about  to  turn  the 
kej  hi  the  door,  when  Miss  McFrudie  laid  her 
loDg  hand,  in  its  loose  black  kid  glove,  on  his 
ana,  and  said : — 

^'Na,  sir,  by  na  means^— it's  a  censorious 
world,  Mr.  Luzmore,  and  my  maxim  both  for 
myself  and  my  pupils  has  ever  been,  '  Nerer 
ezdte  sc^idion,^ — and  again,  *  Bespect  appear- 
ances if  you  would  be  respected'— end ^* 
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'^  Forgive  me^  Madam/'  said  Mr.  Luxmore, 
boiling  with  impatience^  "my  time  is  very 
short." 

"  It's  lang  eno'  for  us  to  be  seated^  I  hope, 
sir,"  said  Miss  McPrudie,  with  the  tyrannical 
exercise  of  power  so  delightful  to  little  minds, 
and  not  without  something  of  that  feminine 
and  yague  resentment  common  to  women,  when, 
in  anxiety  about  another,  courtesy  to  themselves 
is  lost  sight  of.  An  oversight  which  all  lovers 
who  depend  at  all,  on  the  good  offices  of  a 
chaperon  or  a  confidante  are  too  prone  to  com- 
mit, and  generally  have  good  cause  to  repent. 

Mr.  Luxmore,  intent  on  one  object  oxdy, 
thought  Miss  McPrudie  an  absurd  and  ceremo- 
nious old  prude,  but  dreading  any  further  delay, 
and  &thoming  her  shallow  mind,  with  its  paltry 
vanity  and  petty  despotism,  he  handed  her, 
with  a  low  bow,  to  a  chair,  and  said: — 

'^  I  am  sure  Miss  McPrudie  will  forgive  an 
eagerness  which  arises  £rom  devotion  to  one  of 
that  sex  she  adorns— one  too  who,  brought  up 
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by  ber ^  may  £urly  be  presumed  to  have  acquired 
some  of  her  Tirtaes  and  imbibed  the  feminine 
^gDitj  of  her  sentiments." 

''Noo,  my  dear  sir/'  said  the  lady,  "you 
speak  like  a  rational  mon,  and  noo  I  am  pre- 
pared to  hear^  and,  if  possible,  to  aid  you  1" 

Luzmore's  full  heart  prompted  him  to  press 
Miss  McPrudie's  hand  yehemently ,  while  tears 
filled  his  eyes. 

"  Then,  madam,  bear  with  me  while  I  tell 
you,  that  I  have  formed  an  attachment  of  the 
most  sincere  and  fervent  nature,  for  yotur  young 
pupil  Miss  McGrrigor.  My  wish  is  to  be 
allowed  to  address  her  as  my  future  bride. 
My  entreaty  is,  that  you  will  second  by  your 
influence  the  proposals  I  mean  to  address  to  her 
parents,  and  till  such  time  as  I  can  hear  firom 
them,  that  you  will  allow  me  to  wait  on  the 
young  lady  at  your  house  in  the  character  of 
heif  suitor!" 

MiBs  McPrudie  was  in  her  ixmiost  heart 
daaded  and  delighted,  both  at  this  brilliant 
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offer  for  her  popil^  in  which  she  foresaw  many 
contingetit  advaxitages  to  hersdf,  and  also  at  the 
immediate  interest^  amusement^  and  hnportanoe 
of  which  such  a  splendid  courtship  would  be 
the  Bovrca 

However,  she  only  firmly  said:  "Ifs  rery 
sadden,  Mr.  Lnzmore— end  Bobina's  ower 
young — it*s  a  great  responsibility  for  me,  and 
as  I  stand  at  present  in  the  place  of  the  young 
lady's  mother,  I'd  be  glad  to  ken,  in  case  I  did 
agree  (which  is  doubtful)  what  settlem^its 
you'd  be  for  making;  Robina  McGrigor  has 
little  or  naething  hersel." 

''  She  has  eyerythiog  I  covet,  madam,^'  said 
the  lover,  with  enthusxaam — ^'^  bright  youth — 
rich  beauty — ^a  fond,  confiding,  artTess  nature 
—truth  in  her  eyes  and  love  upon  her  lips — 
intellect  on  her  lovely  brow— oh,  I  can  hxuij 
that  the  new-made  Eve,  when  first  she  learned 
to  blush,  was  like  Bobina !" 

*'  I'm  na  to  learn,  sir,"  said  Miss.  McPrudie, 
as  if  with  a  sigh  for  former  creduli^,  '^that 
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that  28  what  you  a'  paint  as  ibe  picture  of  her 
you  lore;  but  lore  is  na'  huting  ma'  natniea— 
I,  far,  was  compared  to  Eye  herael  in  my  yomg 
da jB,  by  one  who  changed  his  tone  when  taitane 
fiowned  on  me — and  then  infirm  o'  pnrpoae, 
as  most  men  are^  changed  bock  again  just  to 
give  me  the  pride  and  glory  o'  spuming  him." 
And  Miss  McPrudie's  features  assumed  a  hide* 
008  glow  of  gutted  vengeance. 

*'And  he  deserved  it^  madam/'  said  the 
lorer ;  ''and  if  ever  I  cease  to  adore,  to  cherish, 
to  doat  upon  Bobina,  may  she  spurn  me." 

''But,"  said  the  lady,  ''I  spak  o'  setOementi 
—to  my  mind  they're  mair  eonvindng  than 
words.  Of  course  I  canna  say  what  may  be  Sir 
Grigor  and  Lady  McGhrigor's  plans  for  their 
child;  but  supposhig  they  have  na  objection  to 
her  choice — (her  choice  1  how  Luzmore's  heart 
bounded)  what  can  ye  settle  V* 

'*  Not  a  tenth  part  what  I  could  wish,"  said 
the  lover,  ''and  yet  perhaps  as  much  as  diey 
would  expect    My  estates  are  entailed,  as  you 
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perhaps  know,  but  all  I  have  besides  I  will 
gladly,  proudly  secure  to  Bobina,  of  course 
more  I  cannot  do — ^poor  return  as  I  feel  it  is  for 
the  loyeof  one  so  young,  so  loyely,  so  unlike 
myself.*' 

"'Why,  as  for  that/'  said  Miss  McPrudie, 
"  beauty  is  of  na  importance  in  a  mon,  though 
we  women  would  fiure  ill  enoo  if  we  were  na* 
fair  to  look  upon;  but  I  must  say,  naething  can 
be  more  straightforward  and  hondsome  than 
your  answer  to  a  query  which  I,  sir,  consider 
the  touchstone  of  a  mon's  affection.  As  Miss 
Mc.Grigor's  temporary  guardian,  I,  on  this 
understanding,  admit  you  to  address  her  by  my 
sanction,  dU  such  time  as  you  can  receive  her 
parents'  consent" 

''I  will  write  to  them  to-night,  dear  Miss 
McPrudie,"  said  the  lover. 

"  And  I  will  bock  your  letter  by  an  epistle 
of  mj  ain  to-morrow,"  said  the  spinster. 

"Oh,  how  shall  I  thank  you,"  cried  the 
lover.    Will  you  honour  me  by  accepting  my 
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box  at  the  opera  to-morrow  night  for  yourself 
and  Miss  Mc.  Grrigor^  and  by  allowing  me  to 
escort  you  ?* 

''I  see  na  great  objection^  sir ;  and  to  show 
my  gode-will  to  your  suit,  you  may  e*en,  if  you 
like  it,  take  a  little  quiet  dinner  with  Bobina 
and  me  before  the  opera.** 

**  A  thousand  thanks*— a  thousand  blessings 
on  the  land  heart  that  prompts  such  an  offer,** 
nid  the  loyer.  "  Ah,  there  is  Bobina  herself 
<m  the  kwn  with  Miss  Stuart — I  must  hasten, 
and,  madam,  believe  me  eternally  your  debtor. 
If  I  ever  can  senre  you,  command  me,  I  pray  !** 

He  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

•*  Eternally  my  debtor,  poor  crippled  dupe  1 
—dupe  more  of  your  own  passions  than  even  of 
Bobina's  wit,"  muttered  Miss  McFrudie  to 
herself,  her  maiden  pride  offended  at  this 
hasty  retreat.  '"Eternally  obliged*  indeed, 
'  and  ready  to  seire  me* — yes,  just  as  long  as 
this  love-fit  lasts,  and  then  ye*d  na'  wag  your 
litde  finger  to  pleasure  me,  or  your  present 
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g9Xtij,  Mppery  idol  either — ^that  is,  if  you're 
like  the  lare  of  your  fiiuse  ^  selfish,  hard-hearted^ 
ahominable  sex.    But  hj  a'  that's  forward  in 
wwttaD.  and  encroaching  in  mon,"  she  added^ 
looking  from  the  windoiv'^ ''  if  the  ftilow  has  na' 
parted  Bobiaa  from  the  company,  and  there 
they  go  arm-in-arm  up  the  av^oe  together! — 
and  I  do  believe  they're  hastening  aloi^  the 
shrubbery  into  the  summer  house ;  but  that'll 
never  do,  Mr.  Luxmore —  I'll  e'en  mak  one  of 
your  party  unexpected,  and  it  may  be   un- 
welcome, but  for  a'  that,  vary  needfrd  to  keep 
you  in  your  present  devoted  and  abject  state  of 
mind,  Mr.  Luxmore  I    Between  a'  parties,  it  is 
ower  true  that  familiarity  breeds  contempt,  but 
between  nane  so  much  as  lovers.    Love^  the 
delicate,  devoted  love  woman  should  glory  to 
inspire,  as  the  old  saying  has  it,  ''  begins  with 
tibie  first  High,  and  ends  with  the  first  kiss ;"  and 
she's  a  ample  yielding  fool  who  grants  that  first 
kiss,  tUl  the  ring's  on  her  finger,  and  a  gude 
settl^nent  secured  to  her,  come  what  wilL    Nti, 
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na,  Mr.  Luxmore,  111  see  ye  dizina  get  on  too 
6mt — not  that  I  fear  onything  fra'  Bobina's 
tendemeas,  but  inair  women  yield  these  de- 
grading^ £bltojits  fira'  weakness  than  lore/' 

So  aayin^.  Miss  McFradie  hastened  after  her 
young  chMTge,  and  to  Mr.  Lnxmore's  dismay 
entered  an  arbour  jnst  as  he  had  seated  Bobioa 
by  faia  dde^  and  pressed  her  hand  in  silent 
nptureto  hia  beart. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


THE   BALL. 


Miss  McPrudie  was  too  proud  of  her  pupil's 
conquest  to  keep  it  to  herself;  it  was  soon 
whispered  about,  and  Bobina  found  herself^  as 
the  future  Mrs.  Luzmore,  the  object  of  a 
respectful  homage,  at  once  new  and  delightful 
to  her.  Captain  Fitzgeorge  threw  into  his  fine 
eyes,  and  engaging  manner,  a  mournful  and 
half-reproachful  devotion,  which  filled  Bobina's 
heart  with  vague  &scination,  and  kindled  in 
Luzmore's    a    jealousy    and    self-disparaging 
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WHtrhihhtetm,  whidi  is  one  of  die  most  painfol 
drawbacks  of  even  happy  love. 

Miss  McPradie  hovered  ever  near  her 
charge,  to  prompt,  protect,  and  advise.  A 
minuet  was  about  to  be  danced.  It  was  a  dance 
in  which  Bobina  particohrly  excelled;  Min 
McPrndie  was  amdons  she  should  exhibit  her 
talent  and  her  charms.  She  turned  to  Mr. 
Luxmore  and  said,  ''Are  ye  na  for  lAailmg  Miss 
Mc.Grigor  thro'  a  minuet^  sir?  She  never 
looks  to  such  advantage  as  in  dancing  one.  Be 
quick,  for  here  comes  the  Captain  to  ask  her 
hand.^' 

''  Bobina !"  murmured  Luxmore,  pale  with 
passion — *^  this  is  no  dance  for  nus — it  is  finr  the 
Graceful  and  the  Beautiful,  dearest — do  as  you 
like  about  dancing  it  with  Fitsgeoige — ^I  cannot 
bear  to  rob  you  of  a  pleasure,  even  if  that 
pleasure''  (at  this  moment  Fitzgeoige  implored 
her  hand)  ''  be  agony  to  me !"  he  murmured, 
almost  to  himself.  Bobina  did  not  seem  to  hear, 
nor  did  she  heed  the  tears  which  swam  in  his 
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eyes.  The  beauty  and  fiMcinatiQii  of  the  Oap- 
tain,  and  her  own  vain  desire  to  shine  pre- 
vailed, and  she  suffered  Fitzgeorge  to  lead  her 
out. 

The  well-contrasted  charms  of  Bobina  and 
her  partner  drew  a  ring  of  gazers  around  them. 
The  young  coquette  exerted  her  utmost  to 
please  and  to  shine,  and  Luxmore  watched  with 
a  despondent  anguish,  which,  when  mixed  with 
a  new  and  ardent  love,  is  one  of  the  most  mise- 
rable states  our  wretched  hearts  are  capable  of. 
''They  are  well  matched,"  he  murmured  to 
himself;  "  he  alone  is  worthy  of  her ;  lie  must 
admire,  nay,  adore  her ;  why  should  I  so  covet 
one  I  can  never  hope  to  make  happy  ?  how  can 
she  love  me  after  gazing  on  him?  and  yet,  if  I 
resigned  her — ^what  then  ?  if  I  gave  her  to  him, 
do  I  believe  he  would  be  to  her  what  God 
knows  I  will  be  ?  Is  it  a  rival's  petty  and  dis- 
parting judgment?  or  do  I  really  believe  he 
has  a  shallow  head,  a  narrow  heart,  and  a  vanity 
which  would    blind    him    even    to    Bobina's 


THS  BALL.  95 

beauty^  while  his  own  engrosses  his  very  soul. 
I  do,  I  do  feel  that  her  chances  of  happiness  are 
ten-fold  with  me,  poor  mean-looking,  distorted 
cripple;  but  to  judge  this  question  fidrly,  I 
must  not  gaze  on  her."  He  abruptly  left  the 
room,  and  by  the  light  of  the  cold  moon,  and 
distant  stars,  one  might  have  seen  his  misshapen 
form,  as  with  a  limping  and  dejected  gait  he 
stole  into  the  darkest  parts  of  the  shrubberies  to 
commune  with  himself. 

The  minuet  over,  amid  a  half-suppressed 
buzz  of  applause,  and  many  a  gaze  of  flattering 
admiration,  Fitegeorge  led  Bobina,  panting  and 
excited,  to  her  seat  beside  Miss  McFrudie; 
and  while  he  hastened  to  procure  her  some 
lemonade,  the  latter,  alarmed  at  Mr.  Luxmore's 
departure,  and  anxious  to  vent  so  tmcom- 
fortable  a  feeling,  said  spitefully  to  Bobina: 

"  Ye'd  better  mind  what  you're  aboot.  Miss 
McGrigor;  a'  that  figuring  and  smiling  and 
curtseying  to  Captain  Fitzgeorge  is  na'  much  to 
Mr.  Luxmore's  taste  I  can  tell  you ;  he's  gone 
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out  quite  di^usted  with  you,  and  111  be  na' 
smprised  if  he  jilts  jon,  makes  a  laughing- 
stock of  me^  and  confers  his  eight  thousand  a 
year  on  some  one  with  mair  sense  than  to  be 
flirting  with  a  fellow  that  has  naething^  when 
she's  just  engaged  herself  to  a  mon  of  sub- 
stance.*' 

Bobina  was  alarmed.    To  be  jilted^  laughed 
at,  outwitted ! 

''  Where  is  Mr.  Luxmore  T'  she  asked. 
^'  He's  e'en  in  the  garden,  I  doot  na'  cursing 
you  and  a'  womankind ;  but  sit  you  here  lall  I 
come  back.  I  see  the  dowagers  are  hurrying  in 
to  supper,  and  I'm  not  going  to  come  in  for  fhe 
remnants,  with  Misses  who  live  upon  lore." 

She  was  gone.  A  French  window  near 
Bobina  opened  on  to  the  lawn ;  she  snatched 
up  a  shawl  Miss  McPrudie  had  left  beside  her, 
and  unobserved  stole  out  into  the  mooidight 
She  hurried  across  the  grass,  and  intent  only  on 
recovering  her  valuable  conquest,  she  entered 
the  shrubbery. 
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''Mr.  Loxmore!  dear  Mr.  LuxmoreP'  she 
criedjinaToice  of  timid  tenderness;  for  some 
time  she  passed  along  tmheeded^  but  presently 
that  voice  met  the  ear  of  one  who  had  thrown 
himself  on  the  earth  in  a  fit  of  passionate 
despair  and  self-hnmiliation.  He  had  creg^ 
into  the  darkest  shade  to  shed  some  of  the 
bitterest  tears  that  ever  wdled  from  a  wounded 
heart  He  started  up  i  how  wild  the  revulsion 
of  his  ieeUngs^  how  almost  maddening  his  joy  I 
Was  it  Bobina?  kis  Bobina!  alone  i  at  night 
in  this  dark  shrubbery  I  Did  she  then  love  him 
flo  well !  love  him  with  the  love  that  conquers 
fear  and  shame^  and  snaps  a  thousand  invisible 
bat  binding  meshes^  that  restrain  the  timid^ 
even  if  the  fondest  of  her  sex. 

^  Oh,  Bobina  I**  he  cried,  ''  angel  1  why  are 
you  here?* 

''To  look  for  you/'  she  answered  with 
aanmied  simplicity — ^''to  know  why  you  lefk 
the  ball-room.  I  was  so  glad  when  the  odious 
minuet  was  over,  that  I  might  get  back  to  you  I" 

VOL,  I.  F 
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she  added,  half  tearfully.  **  I  only  danced  it 
because  Mias  McPrudie  said  you  i^uld  like 
to  see  it,  and  you,  unkind  and  indifferent, 
wouldn't  even  take  the  trouble  to  look  on; 
what  have  you  to  say  for  yourself?  Come, 
speak." 

'^No,  no,  speak  on,  speak,  ever  adored, 
idolized  Bobinal"  cried  the  enraptured  loTer ; 
"  teU  me  all  the  feelings  of  that  canifid,  pure 
heart,  but  ask  not  to  hear  the  bitter  and  dark 
secrets  of  mine.  And  did  you  hasten  back  to 
me,  and  did  you  long  to  find  me  and  venture 
out  alone  to  make  a  wretched  outcast  the  most 
blest  of  men?  Oh,  Bobina!"  (and  he  caught 
her  to  his  breast  and  pressed  his  burning  lips 
to  her  cheek)  ''  in  the  presence  of  these  eternal 
heavens  I  vow  to  love  thee  as  woman  was  never 
loved  before.** 

''Well,  then,  you'll  come  back  directly , will 
you  ?"  said  Robina  coaadngly,  ''  I  must  be  in 
the  ball-room  before  Miss  McFhidie  comes 
from  supper,  or  I  know  not  what  diell  say  or 
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do — there,  let  me  go,  there's  a  dear  kind  Mr. 

And  she  darted  away. 

Was  it  a  marvel  that  he  believed  that  he 
was  loved — loTed  with  the  first  innocent  love  of 
a  pure  heart  ? — was  it  a  marvel  that  he  returned 
to  her  side^  wild  with  hope  and  joy  ? 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


THE     BRIDB-ELECT. 


How  important  a  person  did  Bobina  become 
'  at  Bruce  House — ^how  envied  was  she  by  all 
her  young  companions — how  coaxed^  pelted, 
and  flattered  by  the  teachers,  who  hoped,  (if 
they  could  but  erase  the  record  of  former  slights 
and  spites)  through  the  interest  of  the  fiish- 
ionable  and  beautiful  Mrs.  Luxmore,  to  rise 
from  teachers  at  *  Bruce  House'  to  governesses 
in  great  families;  perhaps  indeed  she  might 
select  one  among  them  as  companion  to  herself, 
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and  each  thought  she  should  certainly  be  that 
one. 

Bobina  felt  some  little  disindination  to  intro- 
duce Mr.  Luzmore  to  either  teachers  or  pupils. 
Not  hers  the  luxury  of  a  loving  girl's  delight  in 
mtrodudng  one  who  seems  to  her,  perfection, 
aad  whom  she  believes  all  will  see  with  her 
eyes;  but  then  she  knew  well  what  were  the 
objects  of  real  envy  and  admiration  in  this  little 
wie,  and  though  she  did  wish  that  in  addition 
to  all  eke,  he  had  been,  a  younger  and  a  feirer 
ii^an^  flhe  was  sure  that  such  as  he  was,  he  would 
be  thought  more  of,  than  any  poor  and  unimpor- 
tot  lover,  whatever  his  beauty  and  his  merit. 
She  blew  too  he  must  be  seen,  sooner  or  later, 
l>7  those  who  were  adroit  at  peeping  over  blinds, 
and  making  excuses  for  darting  up-stairs  just  as 
he  was  coming  down,  or  coming  down  just  as 
he  was  going  up— and  so,  as  she  heartily  wished 
bis  introduction  over,  she  effected  it  by  a  coup 
^fnaiire,  in  a  manner  sure  to  show  him  to 
adrautage  in  their  eyes,  and  herself  in  his. 
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The  lover  ,was  oona»  a^  umial  isx  his  elegant 
chariot^  with  tickets  for  some  theatre^  to  whidi 
he  was  to  take  BobiM  asid  Miss  McProdie. 
Bobina,  drest  betiiDee,  wm  ia  the  litde  draw- 
ing-rooxa  awaiting  him.  Miaa  MoJPmdae  was 
having  a  newly  turxied  silk  dress  (jiiat  broqght 
home)  fitted  on — 1|  di^utt>  and  to  tbe  poor 
sempstress,  a  dreadfol  task  I 

The  teachers  and  the  pupils  were  still  «t  tea ; 
Bobina  had  recently  left  t^em  t}iere.  Mr.  I4I1Z- 
more  came  in;  he  carried  in  his  hand  «n  elegant 
basket  fuU  of  the  dioicest  French  bon-bons^ 
and  his  valet  ibUowed  with  a  n^uch  hi^er  one 
of  the  %est  hot^house  fruit.  Bd^ina  reerived 
both  him  and  his  offerings  with  apparent  delif^ 
and  then  she  9aidj  ''Will  you  do  me  a  great 
favour^  dearest?" 

''  Speak— what  could  I  refiise  you  I" 

''  Well^  then^  come  with  me  and  let  me  in- 
troduce you  to  the  young  ladies,  and  to  Hw 
Fitzosbome^  Miss  Twitchj  and  Mademoiselle 
La  Vanille;  and  before  Miss  McJVudie  sees 
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these  beandfal  things^  do  present  them  to  them 
"^h,  dol  iheif  have  nothix^  to  make  them 
happy — and"  (she  added,  seeing  he  hesitated) 
''Ihavcsomndir 

Wiib  an  endearing  and,  to  poor  Lvumore, 
an  iirecifitible  fondness,  Bobina  caught  up  the 
basket  of  fruit  with  one  hand,  compelled  him  to 
tfike  the  box  of  bon-bons,  affectionately  passed 
ber  arm  througii  his,  and  tossing  back  her  long 
cork^  looked  ¥rith  ardi  tenderness  into  his  face* 

He  suffered  Ixiniself  to  be  guided  as  she 
would;  she  led  him  down  stairs,  knocked  gently 
It  the  school-room  door,  and  fliat  well-known 
knock  exciting  no  alarm,  she  the  next  moment, 
udd  the  Ul-si^preased  '^Deat  mes" — ^^'Oh 
goodness  T* — and  ''Men  Dieus"  of  the  teachers, 
and  the  giggles  of  the  girls,  introduced  Mr. 
Lozmore,  Mr.  Luxmore  bowed  low  (it  was 
the  £EtthioiL  of  his  day),  and  all  the  ladies  rose 
and  curtsied;  Miss  Fitaosbome  tried  to  settle 
kr  torban-cap  unseen;  Miss  Twitch,  who  wore 
&  Brutus  crop,  shook  her  cuzls  in  hopes  of 


104  THE  BBIDE-SLBGT. 

shaking  them  into  order ;  and  Mias  La  Vanille^ 
with  the  open  coquetry  of  a  French-woman, 
walked  to  the  little  dingy  chimney  glass,  ar* 
ranged  her  hair  and  her  coUerMe,  and  returned 
much  improved  and  quite  unabashed,  to  make 
herself  as  agreeable  as  possible.  Mr.  Luzmore's 
easy  manners  (the  result  of  much  intercourse 
with  the  best  society)  soon  set  the  party  at  ease, 
even  one  person,  who  to  all  the  disadvantages  of 
dishabille  and  surprise,added  that  of  being  partly 
by  stealth  and  partly  by  courtesy  at  the  school 
tea-table.  This  was  no  less  a  person  than  Mr. 
Sawnie  Gillespie— once  accepted  suitor,  then 
heartless  renouncer  of  Miss  McFrudie,  and  now 
again  a  sneaking  suppliant  for  her  &vour — a 
cupboard  lover  of  all  the  ladies  of  Bruce  House, 
and  writing  and  arithmetic  master  to  the  estab- 
lishment.  It  happened  that  on  this  particular 
day  his  lesson  was  given  in  the  evening,  and 
aware  of  the  appointed  hour  of  tea,  he  had 
dropt  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  his  time,  in 
the  hope  of  getting  some  little  refreshment  at 
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the  expense  of  one  who^  while  so  sternly  reject- 
ing; lis  renewed  proposals,  so  meanly  retained 
the  tirenty  guinea  brooch  offered  by  him  as  her 
Intended,  and  accepted  by  her  as  his  AfSanced. 
Tills  brooch  stuck   for  ever  in  his  memory. 
Sawnie  Gillespie  had  two  grand  objects  in  life, 
the  one  the  recovery  of  this  valuable  token, 
the  other  that  of  Maggie  McPrudie  herself; 
the  latter,  as  he  was  a  stem,  a  resolute,  and 
cunning  man,  would  probably  include  the  for- 
mer;  for  he  had  inwardly  vowed,  even  if  he  by 
perseverance  or  stratagem  succeeded  in  making 
himself  master  of  Miss  McPrudie,  he  would 
xegdn  possession  of  the  token  he  had  so  bitterly 
regretted  and  so  long  coveted — tot  the  pleasure 
of  ocmverting  it  once  more  into  current  coin  of 
the  realm.    No  one  who  did  not  thoroughly 
know  the  man,  could  understand   the  many 
feelings  and  motives  connected  with  this  long 
dieriahed  desire ;  revenge,  cupidity,  spite,  and 
Scotch  perseverance,  all  had  their  share,  together 
with  a  sort  of  wish  to  prove  to  himself  that  he 
f5 
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had  xkct  been  fooled  aad  oatwitted  like  a  senti* 
mental  school-boy^  aad  that  the  woman  whoie 
thousand  petty  and  irindictiTe  tyraimieB  doving 
his  roTersea  had  made  him  hate  her,  had  nemer 
been  eren  so  much  as  the  value  of  that  brooch 
the  gainer  by  him. 

Mr.  Sawnie  Gillespie  was  tall,  higliFshoid* 
dered,  raw-boned,  and  large-limbed;  tine  had 
not  m^ely  thinned  but  positively  caniad  off 
his  once  bushy  hair  of  dingy  red.  Feraonal 
vanity  (of  which  he  had  a  large  share)  pre*- 
vented  hii  choosing  to  appear  conliMsedly  and 
hopelessly  bald — and  panunony  prevent^  his 
paying  a  good  sum  for  a  good  and  an^le  wig.. 
He  yielded  a  little  to  both  passions,  (for  willt 
him  they  were  nothing  lesa)  and  cheapened  as 
auburn  toupi,  which,  covering  only  the  dowu 
of  his  head,  gave,  as  he  thosght^  an  additknal 
and  advantageous  height  to  his  knoibby  fore- 
head, and  made  his  &ce,  ears,  and  throat,  appear 
startlingly  large  in  proportion  to  the  small  scalp 
of  curls  indicated  as  his  head»    A  pair  of  sharp 
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grejr  tye^  twinkled  ^tkroiigh  a  pair  of  silrer- 
imned  ipectades^  and  an  ixnioenae  uouth  was 
Svnished  with  teetk,  which  for  length  and  size 
aeemed  aset  o£  boar's  tasks. 

Mr.  Gille^ie,  however,  had  his  charms,  and 
loK  admirers.  He  was  fond  of  being  petted  by 
womeDyandwasagfeatadmiref  of  beauty.  He 
hd  a  cunning  way  of  paying  an  ooeaaional  com- 
lament,  betraying  a  fedii^  of  admiration,  and 
evincing  a  propensity  to  gallantry  (&w  and  far 
Wtween  indeed),  but  which  coming  from  a 
aMare  so  nnoonth,  and  from  whom  so  little  in 
that  way  was  to  be  expected,  made  the  lady  he 
BO  distingimhed,  beliere  her  charms  must  be 
potent  indeed,  since  they  could  aflect  eyen  Mr. 
Gillcapie. 

There  is  a  natural  propensity  in  all  women  to 
lifidi  a  great  deal  o£  kindnesa  on  some  ingrate 
or  other  of  the  name  of  man.  Toui^  and  old 
lore  to  cherish,  pet,  and  fondle  some  favoured 
one.  Where  tastes  can  be  indulged,  and  choice 
is  not  limited,  many  are  fsutidious  in  the  selection 
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of  their  idols^  their  pets^  and  their  doatiiig- 
pieces;  but  where,  among  a  sisterhood  of  women 
of  all  ages,  one  man  alone  is  admitted^  that 
man,  however  old,  ugly,  or  unamiahle,  will 
probably  become  the  object  of  all  the  over- 
flowings of  the  ordinary  run  of  female  hearts, 
and  wiU  be  coaxed,  wheedled,  and  fondled  by 
those  who  would  scorn,  flout,  and  ridicule  their 
awkward  pet  if  they  were  free  to  chooee  for 
themselves. 

The  purple,  double-chinned,  corpulent  monk 
is  at  once  the  idol  and  the  pet  of  many  a  soli- 
tary nun.  Secluded  with  him  in  the  country, 
the  once  unwilling  bride  doats  on  the  most 
ungainly  and  selfish  and  unloveable  of  hnS' 
bands.  The  invalid  old  maid  makes  a  pet  ol 
the  pursy,  snuff-taking  doctor ;  and  in  fiahion- 
able  schools,  almost  every  master,  however  ill- 
looking  and  ill-bred,  is  often,  unconsciously  to 
himself,  the  object  of  a  vague  yet  fend  intereat 
to  the  high-bom  hoydens  .  and  the  sedate 
teachers. 
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Where  these  Profe89cr$  are  well  drest^  good 
looking^  and  given  to  a  slj  and  insmuating 
system  of  flirtation^  the  result  is  of  course  more 
certain^  and  the  impression  more  dangerous. 
And  whole  generations  of  girls  dream  away  the 
inyaltiable  and  irrecoverable  years  of  first  and 
plastic  youth  (years  when^  if  fancy-free^  they 
learn  as  if  by  magic)  in  a  yague,  engrossing^ 
and  nnreyealed  passion  for  an  agile^  scented^ 
and   white-gloved   '  ManHeur    le    maitre    de 
dftwe'— a  dark-eyed  moustachiod  Italian  sing- 
ing-master—or the  pale^  subdued  yoimg  artistj 
who  teaches  drawings  and  touches  up  all  they 
do,  tin  they  seem    geniuses  even    to    them- 
sel?es. 

Now  as  these  absurd,  romantic,  and  yet  all- 
engrossing  prepossessions  cert^dnly  prevent  the 
progress  of  the  mind  and  the  mastering  a  talent, 
it  were  surely  wiser  and  better  in  the  secluded 
and  oonvent-like  establishments  for  'Toung 
Ladies/  to  employ  chiefly  female  professors,  now 
so  well,  so  admirably  fitted  lor  the  task ;  and 
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were  dik  geneffally  doae^  on?  more  ro^  to 
fanale  independence  would  be  open  to  female 
talent;  while,  eren.  if  aome  Uttle   IflriUianiqr 
were  aacrificed,  (whichy  however^  we  do  not 
admits  but  maJntaJTi  tibe  Yery  jpererae)  C9  aome 
little  ultra  finiak  dispenaed  with— to  all  men 
ot  Benae,  taate,  and  feeling,  a  girl  would  be 
&izer  without  that  ultra  finiah  and  ultra  bnl- 
Uancy,  than  without  the  first  bloom  pf  £B;eling# 
the  first  fireslmesa  of  her  affections,  the  first 
gLaasing  of  the  star  of  passion  in  the  mircor  of 
her  heart — all  which  haye  been  thrown  away  in 
her  early  teens  on  one,  who,  erery  way  un- 
worthy of  her  imaginative  devotion,  ani  how<» 
ever  much  to  the  eye  of  Experience  a  Coxcomb 
and  Vulgarian,  will  yet,  if  thrown  in  her  way 
when  the  young  heart  is  eager  to  make  to  itaelf 
an  idol,  be  loved  with  a  wild  and  romantic  fer- 
vour no  real  merit  will  ever  be  able  to  awaken 
^gain  in  that  heartj^    ^^On  n^aime  bie»  p^une 
foiS'^eat  la  jpremHre**    If  this  be  true,  and  if 
it  be  true  also,  that  the  young  heart  is  ever 
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eiger  to  hie,  how  carefal  should  its  guaniianii 
be»  to  throw  into  its  intinaqr  none  on  whom  it* 
£nt  lore  will  cectaaiDly  be  larished,  and  as  cer- 
tuaij  thiown  away. 

Maweret,  Mr«  Sawnie  Gillespie^  though 
mazed  and  petted,  waa  (we  muat  own)  not  a 
penoa  to  awaken  the  romantic  passion  we 
sQade  to;  but  eomt  ka  waa,  as  we  see,  made  a 
Tsst  deal  of  at  Sfuce  H0a^>  wb«e  Miss  Mo 
Arudie  wisely  admitted  no  other  masters.  Firnt* 
rate  Udy  professors  alone  w^e  employed  therei 
and  perhaps  Gillespie  would  not  have  been 
engftged  at  all,  but  that  on  one  side  she  could 
not  bear  to  forego  liie  petQr  pride  of  tyrannizing 
ovez  him^  nor  on  the  other»  find  it  in  the  woman 
comer  of  her  heart  to  pxevent,  as  she  said,  Us 
^taming  a  penny''  without  "  turning  it  out  of 
her  pocket/' 

Mr.  Luzmoce  bowedkindly  in  answer  to  the 
ibxmal  and  adiobl-boy-like  «e[verence  made  him 
bj  GHlespie.  He  was  in  a  mood  to  see  eyery'> 
ihing  couleur  eh  ros^^^^yexi  the  old  writing 
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master-— for  had  he  not  taught  Bofama?   Instead 
of  looking  upon  him  then  as  a  sordid^  a^rkwaid 
fellow^  he  persuaded  himself  he  was  a  shy,  an 
amiable,  but  unappreciated  genius — a   sort  of 
Dominie  Sampson,  in  person  and  mind.     Sis 
own  intense  and  triumphant  happiness,  far  from 
making  him  unfeeling  to  others,  showed  itself 
in  a  boundless  and  benignant  philanthropy; 
and  when  Bobina,  whose  instinctiye  coquetiy 
taught   her  the  value  of  contrast,    playfully 
placed  her  hand  on  GiUespie's  high  shoulder, 
and  bent  forward  so  that  her  soft  blooming  &ce 
was  beside  his,  and  that  her  rich  hair  fell  on 
his  pepper  and  salt  coat,  while  she  said :  *'  You 
must  love  our  dear  Mr.  Gillespie,  for  if  erer  I 
write  you  a  bOlet-douz,  it  will  be  owing  to  him, 
will  it  notT' — ^he  felt  as  if  he  could  scarcely 
forbear  hugging  not  only  Bobina,  but  the  old 
writing  and  arithmetic  master  himself! 

Mr.  Luzmore,  hswever,  only  said :  ''  He  to 
whom  I  owe  so  great  a  pleasure,  must  rank  me 
at  once  among  his  friends,  and  if  ever  I  can 
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>9ene  one  who  has  so  served  me^  he  will  only 
haye  to  furnish  me  with  the  opportunity." 

GiDespie  bowed  low^  and  said  he  would, 
when  such  occurred,  take  the  liberty  of  remind- 
ing  Mr.  Luzmore  of  his  promised  patronage 
and  support  ''In  the  meantime,  sir,"  he 
added,  *'  I  much  wish  to  ext^id  my  connexion 
amcmg  the  Nobility,  the  Gentry,  the  Clergy,  and 
the  Bising  Generation.  I  undertake,  sir,  to 
conect  the  yilest  system  of  caligraphy  in  one 
doien  lessons,  and  to  impart  to  the  least  accom- 
ptiahed  penman,  for  the  sum  of  two  guineas, 
my  QtigxaaUy  self-inyented,  admirable,  new 
style  of  running-hand  writing.  With  regard 
to  accounts,  sir,  I  hope  you  will  find  Miss 
(smoe  I  have  the  honour  of  being  allowed  to 
congratulate  you  on  your  choice,  sir,)  not  only 
an  adept  in  addition,  subtraction,  multiplica^ 
tion,  and  dirision,  but" — and  he  grinned  at  his 
own  pun — ^'  perfect  in  praMce.** 

Mr.  Luzmore  could  not  help  shrinking  a 
Me  from  the  iU-bred  forwardness  his  own 
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encouraging  urbanity  had  prompted ;  but  Bo* 
bina  was  smiling  at  the  garrujous  f^^-oalogies 
of  the  old  professor  J  and  when  Bobina  smiled 
Mr.  Luzmore  could  not  frown. 

''Pray,  Miss  Twitch/'  asked  Gillespie, 
''  whi^t  is  become  of  my  laft.  spedmcai  of  pen- 
manship? I  should  like  to  submit  it  to  Mr. 
Luxmore.'* 

.  ''  It  is  on  the  mantel-piece  in  the  front  draw- 
ing-room, Mr.  Gillespie/'  said  Miss  Twitch.  I 
put  it  there  myself,  that  Miss  Mc.  Prudie's 
morning  visitors  might  see  and  appreciate  it'' 

*'  I  wish  then  some  one  would  fetch  it  down." 

MiBS  Twitch  dreaded  an  encounter  with  Miss 
McFrudie,  so  did  Miss  Fitzosbom^ — and  Miss 
La  Vanille  said  with  a  shrug,  '^Sccusez  nud,  an 
n*mn0jM8  ircp,  me  tnnr  la  batU*** 
.  Bobina  feared  she  might  be  detained  till 
Miss  McJPrudie  was  ready. 

''  I  am  not  much  afraid  to  gp/'  said  a  very 
gentle  voice,  from  a  small  side  table.  Mr. 
Lttsonore  turned    his    eyea  in  the    direction 
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whexm  it  ctme^  and  saw  a  pale^  slender  girl, 
vidi  laige  black  eyes,  soft  fidr  hair,  simply 
hndded,  a  plain  gingham  dress,  and  the  snbdued 
air  common  to  the  Oppressed. 

Spite  of  her  Tnelancholy  air  and  wan  com- 
plexion, Ihe  soft  beau^  of  her  expression  and 
of  her  delicate  features  stmdE  Mr.  Lnxmore; 
her  little  table  was  placed  partiy  behind  a  door, 
80  that  he  had  not  seen  her  in  the  first  instance, 
aad  during  the  distribntion  of  the  fruit  and 
ian4ofM  she  had  remained  nnnotiiced.' 

It  was  Eva  Morris,  one  of  those  unhappy 
beings  to  be  found  in  all  girls'  schools,  who, 
though  equal  in  all  oth^r  respects  to  her  young 
oompanions,  had  not,  Hke  theni,  parents  well  to 
do,  and  therefore  was  required  to  contribute 
her  sendees  as  a  needle-'Woman  and  under- 
teacher,  &r  her  poor  board  and  little  flock  bed, 
tad  a  tew  scanty  opportunities  of  improving 
herself. 

The  care  of  the  pupils'  wardrobe  generally 
derolreson  the  senaitiTe  and  unhappy  girl  thus 
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singled  out  by  Mammon  for  the  oppression  of  a 
whole  establishment^  and  she  is  known  gene- 
rally by  the  absurd  name  of  the  Clothes'  Teacher. 
Mr.  Luxmore's  quick  eye  detected  that  her 
untasted  tea  was  many  shades  paler  in  hue  than 
that  of  the  young  ladies  at  the  principal  table, 
her  bread  thicker  and  butter  thinner,  and  her 
dress  much  meaner  and  less  modish. 

He  read  her  story  in  all  these  litde  indica- 
tions, and  as  her  colour  rose  at  the  sound  of 
her  own  voice,  and  the  sight  of  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  her,  poor  Eva,  all  unawares  to  herself,  has 
made  a  firiend ! 

To  her  meek  offer  of  going  to  fetch  the  grand 
drawing-room  specimen  of  penmanship.  Miss 
Twitch  and  Miss  Fitsosbome  answered  in  one 
Toice,  ''  Yes,  do,  Eya,  there's  a  good  girl,  and 
if  you  are  caught,  youVe  no  &vour  to  lose.** 

''And  mind  how  you  bring  it,  Eya,"  said 
Gillespie, ''  for  it's  worth  more  money  than  you 
ever  saw.'* 

''Man  Dieu,**  said  Mademoiselle  La  VaniUe  as 
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EfM,pale  iofresolutey  left  the  room — ^^pourgu&i 
Pemoyer,  ta  fowore  peUte,  si  Madame  PapercoH, 
ce  lera  encore  de$  ifffurea,  pemi4ire  fMme  un 

Uias  Htioabonie  and  Miss  Twitch  laughed, 
as  they  Tolgarly  agreed  she  would  '*  catch  it" 
certainly  if  Miss  McPmdie  saw  her.  AH  the 
popfls  tittered  in  choms,  and  Mr.  Gillespie 
tiid  he  only  hoped  nothing  would  happen  to 
the  **  beantaful  and  inyaluable  specimen/' 

"  Ah,  sir/'  he  said,  being  elated  with  his  hopes 
ofpstKmage,  and  as  all  vulgar  peopje  are,  very 
farward  and  disagreeable  when  elated — **  to  see 
iB  these  gentle  oreatures^now  lodsing  as  if  butter 
wouldn't  melftin  their  mouths,  you*d  not  believe 
the  trouble  I  have  had  to  enable  them  to  turn 
out  a  decent  letter.  However,  as  I  say  in 
fimduDg  them  off— -never  foi^t  to  criDss  your 
r»  and  dot  your  is,*  up  gently,  down  firmly — 
see«r  Id  Ihace  he  a  blot  upon  your  page,  and 
Jime9lk,nmdyourPeand  Qsr    Herubbed 
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his  hands  and  laughed  at  hia  own  jokeBj  and 
all  the  ladies  joined  in  a  little  applause. 

At  this  moment  Eva  returned,  carrying  with 
her  an  immensely  large,  glazed  and  framed 
specimen  of  Mr.  Gillespie's  penmanship.  Every 
kind  of  writing,  from  the  largest  text  to  the 
smallest  Italian,  was  neatly  displayed,  sur- 
rounded by  female  figures,  flounshing  trumpets, 
festoons  of  flowers,  birds  and  fishes,  the  whole 
surmoiinted  by  the  figures  of  Victorim  and 
Albert,  and  ending  by  a  dedication,  of  a  servile 
natinrej  of  the  whole  grand  specimen  to  Miss 
Mc.Prudie  and  the  other  ladies  of  Bruce 
House,  by  Sawnie  Gillespie,  professor  of  cali- 
graphy. 

t  A  cbonxB  of  praise  greeted  the  ears  of  poor 
Eva,  as  she  placed  the  gigantic  treasure  in  Mr. 
GiUespie^s  eagerly  extended  hands.  The  un- 
wonted words  of  good-wiU  and  applause  filled 
her  eyes  with  tears.  The  quick  Bobina  marked 
the  deep  interest  with  which  her  lovef  gased  on 
poor  Eva,  and  eager,  by  her  own  gracefrd  ami- 
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lUitjr,  to  dirert  his  attention^  she.  threw  one  of 
her  &3r  anoB  rotind  the  poor  girl's  waist,  and 
odd:  ^'Dear  Eva  is  always  so  ready  to  oblige 
^eome^  you  have  not  yet  had  your  share  of 
the  fruit  and  &0n-5oiw." 

''My  share  I*'  said  Eva,  with  tell-tale  sur- 
prise; bat  she  hastOy  turned  to  the  basket 
BoUoa  heldy  ftor  she  Mt  tfie  teaors  would  force 
themselveB  do¥m  her  dreeks.  Harshne^  and 
injustice  seldom  made  them  ^ow,  but  a  word  of 
unwonted  kindness  unlocked  the  fountain  of 
those  tears.  Mr.  GiUlespie  proceeded  pompously 
to  display  the  merits  of  his  production,  and  Mr. 
Lnzmore  for  about  ten  minutes  compelled  him- 
self to  appear  at  least  to  attend ;  but  when  he 
nw  that  there  was  no  prospect  of  a  tcarmination 
to  dus  tax  on  his  politeness,  he  rose  and. 
appioaciied  the  table  where  Bobina  was  vainly 
trying  to  make  Eva  Morris  accept  some  of  the . 
firaitsflad  km-bons. 

^  Have  you  noticed  this  eagle,  sir,  composed 
of  one  flourish,  one  only,  I  assure  you,  air?" 
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said  the  Bore,  following  Mr.  Ltixmore  widi  the 
firame. 

'^I  havcj  I  have,  sir/'  said  Mr.  Lozmore 
hastily — "  Bobina,  your  friend  must  oblige  me 
by  accepting  this  bunch  of  grapes/* 
Eva  blushed  and  took  it 
" Bunch  of  grapes,  sir!''  said  Gillespie;  ''let 
me  direct  your  attention  to  these,  all  with  the 
vines  i^id  tendrils  dashed  off  with  one  stroke 
of  the  pen — ^''look,  sir,  I  beg." 

''  I  am  engaged  at  present,"  said  Mr.  Lux- 
more,  rather  proyoked  out  of  his  usual  self- 
possession  ;  he  was  selecting  some  of  the  gayest 
hm-bons  for  Bobina's  friend. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Gillespie, 
with  a  loud  sigh ;  and  turning  to  Miss  Twitch 
he  said,  ''Put  it  away,  mem  I  It  took  me  many 
a  midnight  hour,  and  it  isn't  worth  looking  at 
after  all  it  seems." 

"You  have  hurt  his  feelings,"  whispered 
Bobina  reproachfully  to  her  lover.  (She 
thought  it  graceful  to  show  sympathy.)    Mr. 
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Lozmare  ^ught  so  too,  and  Gillespie's  words 
awoke  compimctioii  in  his  kind  heart 

^  Mr.  Gillespie,"  he  said,  "  you  mistake  me 
—I  consider  yonr  specimen  a  masterpiece— I 
widi  to  possess  just  such  another ;  for  what  will 
fou  set  about  one  for  me?  And  when  com- 
pleted, I  must  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
again  r 

''Perhaps,**  said  the  greedy  usher,  cupidity 
glittering  in  his  eyes — *'  if  you  are  in  a  hurry 
fiv  it,  the  ladies  would  give  up  this  specimen ; 
I  could  do  them  one  at  my  leisure.'' 

**  Nay,  we  must  neyer  be  so  ungallant  as  to 
oiake  the  ladies  wait,''  said  Mr.  Luxmore,  con- 
oeaUog  his  disgust, ''  and  the  sooner  we  learn  to 
do  so  ourselyes  the  better."  And  then,  con- 
sidering that  perhaps  the  poor  writing  master 
was  in  real  want,  he  slipped  fiirtiyely  a  five- 
poimd  note  into  his  hand  and  whispered, ''  All 
vtistB  require  an  earnest — let  me  have  the 
specimen  at  your  convenience — ^we  will  settle 
about  it  then." 

VOL.  I.  o 
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^' Angel !''  murmured  Eva^  who  had  notioed 
the  action;  but  at  this  moment  the  door  was 
Hung  open,  and,  livid  with  suppressed  rage, 
bright  with  a  refulgent  squint,  and  decked  for 
conquest,  in  came  Miss  McFrudie. 

''So,''  she  said,  ^'so,  kdies— so,  Mr.  Gilles- 
pie !  I  didn't  know  I  had  a  rout  this  evening. 
Mr.  Luxmore,  your  servant,  sir !  A  regular 
tea  party,  I  declare — ^who  sent  out  the  cards. 
Miss  Fitzosbome  ?" 

''  It  is  only  the  school  tea,  ma*am,"  fidtered 
Miss  Fitzosbome — ^^  only  the  yoimg  ladies.'' 

''And  is  Mr.  Gillespie  one  of  the  young 
ladies?" 

"  He  came  a  little  before  his  time,  mem,  and 
we  couldn't  do  less  than  offer  him  a  cup  of  tea, 
mem,"  said  Miss  TwitcL 

"Mon  Dieu!  non  c'eut  6te  tr^  impdi  le 
pauvre  honune,"  murmured  Miss  La  Yanille. 

"  I'm  sure  I  didn't  wish  to  take  it,"  said  the 
cowardly  and  treacherous  Gillespie,  "  but"— 
and  he  grinned  as  he  fixed  his  eyes  on  Miss 
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McJVodie'B  neatly    pinned    lace    kerchief — 
"  when  ladies  insist^  a  man  can't  say  no." 

Miss  McFrudie  glanced  modestly  and  with 
^gaiij  at  the  Jlcku  which  veiled  her  charms, 
and  more  closely  diew  her  bosom's  screen, 
wbfle  a  glance  of  half  gentle  resentment  re- 
proved her  fonaer  lover.  What  if  she  had 
known  that  his  bold  glance  was  sent  solely  in 
search  of  the  loag-<M)veted^  nnfbrgotten,  brooch ! 

*'  The  tea.  Miss  Fitzosbome/'  die  said  with 
dignity,  ''and  the  bread  and  butter.  Miss 
Twitdi,  Mr.  Gillespie  well  knows  I  conld  not 
grudge  to  any  &Uow*Greatare ;  but  the  pre- 
9noe  of  any  gentleman  at  my  pupils'  tea  table 
is  not  merely  an  infringement  of  the  abstract 
bm  of  propriety,  but  a  violation  of  the  direct 
and  recorded  rules  of  this  establishment" 

^'  I  am  sure  I  have  said  enough — ^this  will 
not,  cannot  be  repeated — excuse  me,  Mr.  Lux- 
more,  but  mine  jb  a  aitnation  of  peculiar  deli- 
cacy and  responsibility — and  even  you  must  not 

62 


124 


THE    BRIDE-ELSCT. 


venture^  except  under  my  guidance^  into   this 
sacred  temple." 

Mr.  Luxmore  bowed. 

**  Ha  I"  she  cried,  '*  what  is  this !  how  came 
this  down  stairs  ?  who  dared  remove  this  firom 
my  drawing-room  1" 

'^  Not  I,  mem/*  said  Miss  Fitzosbome. 

''  Nor  I,"  said  Miss  Twitch. 

''  Ni  moi  !'*  said  Mademoiselle  La  Vanille. 

''  I  did,  madam,"  said  Eva,  softly  yet  firmly^ 
while  the  colour  lose  to  her  temples. 

''You  did!''  said  the  astounded  Miss  Mc. 
Prudie ;  "  upon  my  word.  Miss  Morris,  it  is 
lucky  that  the  arrangement  between  us  draws 
to  a  close ;  you  of  all  my  household  the  least 
entitled  to  take  liberties,  you  really  act  quite 
like  the  mistress  of  Bruce  House." 

"I  didn't  even  know  it  was  removed  up- 
stairs/' said  Gillespie. 

'^  Pray  what  induced  you  to  presume  to  move 
it.  Miss  Morris  ?" 
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"I  did  it,**  said  Eva,  "tx)  show  it  to  Mr. 
Loxmore.** 

"  Then,  madam,  I  request  that  for  so  imwar- 
natable  an  intrusion  into  my  drawing-room 
70a  make  me  an  humble  apology  before  all 
present,  and  beg  pardon  of  all  the  ladies  for 
your  bold  defiance  of  feminine  propriety." 

"Nay,  nay,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Luxmore, 
"let  me  intercede — the  young  lady  did  this  at 
my  request — the  error,  the  sole  error,  has  been 
mine,  namely,  that  of  persuading  myself  that  I 
was  sufficiently  intimate  here  to  ask  such  a 
&Tour  of  one  of  your  household." 

"  Nay,  that  alters  the  matter,"  said  Miss  Mc. 
Prudie;  '*!  should  be  sorry  that  Miss  Morris, 
or  any  dependent  of  mine,  should  reAise  to 
comply  with  a  request  of  yours,  Mr.  Luxmore. 
But,'  come,  the  tea  awaits  us — ^we  shall  lose  the 
overture/'  And  again  she  frowned,  as  she  met 
Giflespie's  eye  fixed  on  her  fichu^  but  a  smile 
and  a  blush  mingled  with  the  frown  as  she 
prudishly  readjusted  it. 


126 


THE    BRIDB-ELECT. 


"There, don't  cry,  Miss  Morris,  I  retract  my 
censure  of  your  conduct — come,  Mr.  Luxmore— 
come,  my  Eobinal" 

"  I  hare  yet  one  fevonr  to  ask/'  said  Mr. 
Liixmore,  'Mear  Mks  M^.Prudfc.  Let  Miae 
Morris  be  of  our  party  to  the  play;  in  this  way 
I  shall  atone  a  little  for  the  miintentional  pain 
I  have  caused  her*— do,  dear  Miss  McPrudie  P' 
"  Well,  silice  you  wish  it,  that  ie,  if  she  can 
get  ready  while  we  take  tea;  nor  am  I  sorry 
to  have  a  fourtH  of  the  party,  for  you  lorers 
are  ead  company  except  for  each  other.  Miss 
Morris  get  ready  directly/' 

''I  shall  feel  so  honoured,''  said  Mr.  Lux- 
more,  with  gentle  deference  to  the  poor  dothes 
teacher;  and  following  Miss  McFrudie,  he 
led  Robina  np-stairs. 

Poor  Eva,  how  wildly  beat  her  heart !  What 
kindness,  what  joy ! 

"  We'll  come  and  help  you  dress,  Eval"  said 
several  of  her  companions. 
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^'STa  gomg  out  £>r  the  eyening — that  is 
aoBBiething  new/'  said  one. 

''Youmaywearmy  leno  firod^/^  said  another 
— *'wB  are  jnat  of  a  sise  P 

''And  my  pearl  coinb>  EvaP' 

'*  And  my  gold  chain =-" 

"Je  viendrai  ta  ooeffer^  Ma  pasmtt  enfant^^ 
said  the  good-natured  Mademoiselle  La  Y aoiUe. 

Bnt  jealous  and  angry  Miss  Fitsosbome  and 
Min  Twitch  x)aaed  all  to  order. 

Mr.  Gillespie  growlingly  'sommoned  the 
young  ladies  to  thdr  writing  lesson^  while  the 
teachers  returned  to  their  half-finished  tea. 

Sia  repaired  to  her  toilet  with  no  attendant 
but  Mademoiselle  La  Yanille^  nor  could  she 
have  had  a  better.  The  Frenchwoman  rum- 
maged out  her  tasteful  stores^  to  deck  the  pant- 
ing and  enraptured  girl;  and  though  Eva's 
white  muslin  dancing  frock  was  her  dress  for 
the  occasion,  yet  so  tastefully  was  her  hair 
arranged,  and  so  judiciously  were  a  few  French 
omaments   disposed    about   her   person,   that 
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Mademoiselle  was  quite  in  raptures — Eva  wild 
with  joy — ^Robina  pale  with  envy — Mr.  Lux- 
more's  attentions  divided — Miss  McFrudie 
proud  of  her  poor  dependant,  as  an  ofihot  of 
Bruce  House — and  Eva  the  belle  of  the  even- 
ings and  the  admired  of  all  beholders.  Happier 
for  her  had  she  retired  with  the  other  pupils  to 
her  little  flock  bed  at  eight  o'clock.  ''The 
price  of  earthly  bliss  is  earthly  woe.''  To  the 
step- child  of  Fate  there  is  such  dangerous 
witchery  in  kindness.  Poor  Eva !  as  she  met 
Mr,  Luxmore's  gentle  gaze,  she  felt  she  should 
have  known  him  sooner  or  not  at  all.  Poor 
Eva !  she  had  one  blessing  till  this  evening — 
she  was  fancy  free.    Alas !  what  was  she  now  ? 
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THB  DBBAM   AKB  THE   BSYEILLE. 

Some  weeks  past  happily  and  swifUy  by; 
gratified  vanity  winged  each  rosy  hour  of 
Bolmia's  life,  and  a  wild  and  imaginative  pas- 
non,  which  he  fondly  believed  reciprocal, 
made  this  season  of  ardent  courtship  a  dream 
of  ecstacy  to  poor  Lnxmore. 

Every  pleasure  he  could  devise,  every  elegant 
offisring  he  could  make,  every  watchful  attention 
he  could  pay,  proved  the  deep  devotion  of  the 
lover,  and  to  Bobina's  vain  mind  were  not 
greater  evidence  of  his  love  than  of  her  loveli- 
G  5 


130 


THE   D&EAM   AND 


jiess.  Presents  of  every  kind^  rich  silks,  costly 
lacesj  handsome  trinkets,  choice  wines,  game^ 
fruit,  flowers,  were  lavished  on  Miss  McPrudie, 
and  kept  that  lady  in  a  state  of  supreme  be- 
nignity ;  while  the  amiable  lover  never  forgot  a 
delicate  attention  or  a  kind  remembrance  for 
poor  Eva,  and  indeed  all  the  happier  and 
wealthier  compailionff  of  his  heiart's  idoL'  Mr. 
Gilleepie's  elaborate  specimen  of  caligraphy 
had'  been  comfleted,  and  its  author  nobly  re- 
muneratedj  and  all  the  inhabitants  of  Bruce 
House  were  loddng  forward  with  rapture  to  a 
pic-nic  and  a  ball  to  be  given  by  Mr.  Luxmove, 
when  an  imforeseen  disaster  chmged  th^  houie 
of  joy  into  one  of  mourning,  and  the  happiest 
of  lovers  into  the  most  miseraUe  of  meA. 

For  some  time  it  had  excited  the  surjHrise  of 
Miss  Mc.Frudie,  Rdbina>  and  Mr.  Luxmore, 
that  no  answer  had  been  seiHt  by  Sir  GhngtHr 
Mc.Grigor,  and  Lady  McGrigor  of  Grig<»r,  to 
the  flattering  and  most  advantageous  proposal 
made  to  them  for  their  daughter'^  hand. 


-i 


THE  BEVBILLB.  181 

Howerer  the  match  was  in  every  way  so 
deaiiaUe,  and  so  &r  aboye  aught  they  could 
bare  expected  fiir  theit  child^  that  no  fears  of 
any  kmd  were  mingled  wiih  the  surmises  of  all 
SB  to  die  cause  of  this  silence.  Absence  from 
home^  iUness^  even  the  excitement  of  great 
delight^  or  above  all,  the  probability  of  a  joyful 
acceptance  in  person^  were  in  turn  proposed  in 
eiplanatian^  and  tbe  whole  afbk  went  on  ez^ 
acdy  as  if  Sobina's  choice  had  been  sanctioned 
and  applauded  by  her  parents. 

One  night  Sobina  returned  with  Miss  Mc. 
Fmdie  and  her  lover  £rom  a  ball  where  she  had 
been  more  than  ever  lovely  and  admired,  and 
lb.  Lanhpre  more  ihan  ever  in  love.  Jt  was 
with  great  difficulty  that  Miss  McFrudie  had 
finreed  the  reluctant  lover  to  return  in  his 
dttriot,  and  allow  herself  and  Bobina  to  seek 
the  rest  they  so  needed.  At  length,  having 
invited  himself  to  brea]c£s»t,  he  forced  himself 
ftway,  and  Bobina  and  Miss.McFrudie  repaired 
to  the  drawing-room  in  search  of  their  chamber 


THE  DREAM   AND 


candles.  A  maid  seryant^  more  than  half 
asleepj  mutterod  something  as  they  entered  the 
room;  but  a  shriek  from  Bobina,  who  had 
tripped  in  before  Miss  McPrudie,  first  in- 
formed that  lady  that  something  unusual  had 
occurred.  Seated  before  the  empty  grate^  in  a 
travelling  cloak  of  McGrrigor  tartan^  with 
folded  armSj  and  when  he  turned^  with  an  ex- 
pression of  sternness  and  wrath^  was  a  large 
heavy  looking  man. 

Miss  McPrudie  exclaimed^  *'  Sir  Grigor  Mc. 
Grigor !" 

And  Bobina  felt  a  chiU  at  her  hearty  while 
she  murmured,  '*  My  fiither !" 

"Your  servant  1  Miss  McPrudie,"  said  Sir 
Grigor,  with  a  mixture  of  ceremonious  courtesy 
and  repelling  hauteur,  as  he  made  her  one  of 
the  formal  bows  of  the  old  school — ^''come 
hither,  my  daughter,  is  that  the  London  fashion 
of  welcoming  a  parent  V* 

"  Oh,  papa !  I  was  so  delighted  to  see  you," 
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exclaimed  the  sly  damsel^  rushing  up  to  him ; 

^  nuprise  and  joy  made  me  silent*' 

And  she  held  up  to  his  lips  a  face  of  such 
blooming  beau^,  lighted  by  such  appealing 
ejeB,  that  even  the  stem  Sir  Grigor  McGrigor 
felt  a  father's  pride  and  fondness  at  his  heart  as 
lie  parted  her  chesnut  hair  on  her  fine  fore- 
bead,  Idssed  it,  and  finally  hugged  her  in  his 


'^  And  how  is  dear  mammae  and  where  is  she  ? 
And  how  is  Beclde  and  Bob  ? — and  my  pony, 
and " 

''Her  Leddyship  is  in  her  usual  health/' 
said  Sir  Grigor^  recovering  his  composure; 
''ber  attendant^  Bedde^  is  as  usual ;  your  pets 
yon  will  soon  have  an  opportunity  of  inquiring 
after  in  person." 

Robina  looked  startled ;  her  fitther  then  was 
come  to  fetch  her.  She  glanced  anxiously  at 
Mi»  McPrudie^  who,  dying  with  curiosity, 
began:— 

''I  presume.  Sir  Grigor,  that  you  and  Leddy 
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McGrigor  h»TereceiTed  my  letter,  containiiig 
the  proiM>sal«  of  Mr.  Lumoie,  and  my  own 
remarks  on  that  gendenum'B  position  and  pros- 
pects, with  my  warm  recommendation  of  him  to 
your  favour  a<  a  -uitor  for  your  daughter !" 

"  Those  letters,  madam,  I  hare  received." 

«  Mr.  Liamore,  myself,  and  I  may  add,  my 
sweet  charge,  yom  daughter,  have  been  anxi- 
ously expecting  your  answer,  sir." 

"You  wonld  nane  o'ye  hae  had  hnig  to 
wait,"  said  Sir  Grigor,  his  eyes  flashing  fi« 
from  under  his  shaggy  grey  eyebrows,  "  had  I 
na'  been  wi'  her  Leddyship  fira'  hame  when  the 
letters  reached  Glenlonely,  madam.  We  hae 
been  twa  months  obsent,  and  is  I  did  na| 
expect  ony  letters  of  hnportance,  I  did  »»' 
desire  ony  to  be  forwarded.  As  it  is,  I  h»c 
troXreUed  night  and  day  to  answer  yonr  fevour 
and  Mr.  Luxmore's  in  person." 

'  Dear,  kind  papa,"  said  Robina,  twining  her 
arms  round  his  nedt. 

"  Just  what  my  ain  dear  fether  would  hae 
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done/'  said  Miss  McPrndie.  '^How  wcaaj 
I  am  the  lateness  of  the  hour  makes  it  im* 
posBiUe  you  should  see  Mr.  Luzmore  till  to> 


^Ihae  na  intenticm  </ seemg  hini^  modoBi; 
a  letter  or  a  message  inSL  do  just  as  welL'' 

Miss  McJPmdie  looked  poised. 

'' I  am  sure  you  #01  like  hiin;  he  is  every- 
thing  the  best  of  fiitbers  could  desire  tx  die 
beat  of  children^  and  I  own  I  fed  a  little.pro«d 
that  my  darling  Bobinahas  fezmed  this  brilliant 
oonneotioiL  under  my  auspices/' 

''The  conneaion  is  na^  fermed^  modem/' 
groided  Sir  Ghrigor,  and  added,  thumping  his 
dendied  fist  on  a  little  firail  work-table,  which 
rank  under  the  blow--^''  it  neVer  wiU  be.  I 
hae  other  and  higher  views  for  Miss  Mc 
Grigorr 

'^  Higher,  Sir  Gtigor-^a  man  of  fiooily  and 
foitone;  eight  thousand  a  year,  a  j^lace  in  Berk- 
shire, a  maasibn  in  St.  James's    a        ^' 
''A  mere  mtishtooni  of  the  south,  modom; 
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ii  Bsnen  not  wlnt  he  is^  nor  wbit  are  his 
&,  snoe  I  St  onoe  and  tat  erer  dedine  his 
dibikce,  and  fctlnd  his  attentions.'' 

^  But,  sir,  his  cherishfd  hopes,  his  devoted 
tf&chacBt— foor  danghter's  affections/' 

^  I  vunna  hdiere,''  said  Sir  Giigor  stemlj, 
"  Aat  a  kddy  o*  Hiss  McJPmdie's  disoretiim 
Mni  exftaxDoe  has  snfficred  ony  man  to  dierish 
hap^  of  my  daughter's  hand,  unsanctioned 
br  me  or  her  Ledd^dup,  nor  can  I  imagine 
she  has  given  him  ooy  opporiunity  of  erindng 
his  dfYodaa  or  of  winning  Miss  Mc.Grigor's 
a&ctions.  I  would  na'  so  £ur  degrade  jou, 
modom,  as  to  ^^nj^wfadgr  you  so  des^caUe  a 
chorocter  as  a  matdi-maker;  nor  beUeye  my 
ain  ^^iHilj  Uie  b»t  o*  the  McGiigors,  fimrard 
eao*  to  bestow  her  aflkctions  except  by  her 
parents'  desire." 

''  Oh,  papa.*"  sobbed  Bobina,  ''if you  could 
but  see  Mr.  Lnxmor^ !" 

That  is  na'  necessary  and  indeedit  is na' 
possible;    I    haye    ordered  the    corrige   and 
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poztere  to  be  here  at  fi>ar  the  mom,  and  jon 
keep  rack  late  Hours  at  Brace  House^  Miss  Mc. 
Phidie,  that  it  waats  but  thriee  hours  of  that 
tbiie/'  1^ 

^But,  papa,  I  cannot  go  without  seeing  him 
^gain/'  fiJtered  Bobina^  in  the  accent  of  a 
aentimental  heroine  in  distress. 

'^Seeing  whom?''  shouted  Sir  Gxigor^  in  a 
foioe  that  made  Miss  Mc JPrudie  shake,  the  glass 
oraaments  on  the  mantel-piece  ring^  and  Bobina 
tain  pale. 

''Mr.  Luzmore,  papa^''  ^  length  stammered 
Bobina,  seeing  that  Miss  McFrudie,  livid  with 
tenor  at  the  furious  aspect  of  Sir  Grigor  Mc. 
Giigor,  dared  not  utter  a  word. 

''Ance  for  a'  thenP  cried  the  old  laird, 
purple  with  passion,  stamping  furiously,  and 
deaching  his  fist — ^''ken  that  the  mentis  nae- 
thing, can  be  naething  to  you;  I  haye  other 
and  &r  higher  views  for  you,  and  I  forbid  you, 
vfon  peril  of  a  Other's  curse,  ever  to  speak  to. 
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oorreipond  with^  or  tlimk  of^  as  a  husband,  a 
&II0W  wha  if  he  continaes  his  porsoit  o'  mj 
dochter^'^bes  it  in  defiance  o'  a  mon  wha  never 
^  was  defied  with  impunity.  For  yon.  Miss  Me. 
Pradie,  I  must  e'en  say,  though  I  h|ie  kenned 
ye  these  forty  years  a  woman  grown,  you're  na' 
yet  come  to  yeMES  6*  discretion,  modom ;  naj 
mair/'  he  added,  rising  in  rage  and  approaching 
Miss  McJPrudie,  who,  green  with  terror,  with 
her  refulgent  squint  and  low  forehead>  looiked 
like  a  terrified  adder — ^'  nay  mair,  modran  I  yet 
na  fiile ;  ye  ken  to  whose  interest  ye  aWe  yer 
present  Connection,  yer  flourishing  estobliah- 
ment,  and  a'  these  fine  gimcracks  aboot  ye;  ken 
too,  that  he  wha  could  mak,  canuniaak;  we 
Scotch  send  na'  our  lassies  to  the  Sooth  to  be 
tricked  by  motchmakers  into  degrading  alliances 
wi'  Southron  fortune-hunters." 

''  Degrading,  sir  1"  faltered  Miss  McPrudie 
-***"  Mr.  Luimore  is- " 

"  Bejectdd  by  me,  modem,  and  in  my  doeh* 


ter's  name;  d'ye  Iiear^  there'll  be  blTiidfthed  if 
he  perserere  in  ooorting  Mc.Gri^or's  dochter 
agaiDfll  die  will  o*  MaGrigor.  And  noo^na 
mm,  na  ane  word  mair;  I  fergire  wha'  hafi 
passed,  aa  doea  her  Leddyahip^  on  condeedon 
we  nerer  hear  die  num'a  name  again.  Gang 
Ter  was,  Bobina,  and  get  a'  yer  daiths  and 
tmmpery  podced  hf  four  die  mom;  but  first 
gie  me  yer  word  aa  a  leddy,  and  a  dochter  </ 
the  hoose  o*  McQrigor,  ye'll  na'  pat  pen  to 
paper  to  die  mon  ye  ea*  Mr.  Lnxmore-^if  ye 
gie  me  na'  yer  word  &  this,  I  trtiat  ye  na'  out 
0*  my  sight,  laaaie.  Ter  mother  and  myself 
hae  an  episde  concocted,  written  out  fair,  and 
ogn^  by  our  twa  aela,  to  which  yell  just  pat 
yer  name,  when  in  the  presence  o'  Miss  Mo. 
Phidie  I  hae  read  its  contents.  Ye  inay  aa 
▼eD  hear  and  seegn  it  before  ye  leftre  the 

So  ssying,  he  took  from  a  mMt  bulky  old 
pocket-book,  a  large  letter,  and  proceeded  to 
lead  as  fellowa. 
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Sir, 

Lady  McGrrigor  and  myself  have 
received  your  &yotir  of  the  10th  ultimo,  for- 
warded to  us  by  Miss  McPrudie.  It  would 
have  been  answered  immediately,  but  that  we 
were  absent  from  home  from  the  day  of  its 
arrival,  till  this  present  time  that  I  take  up  my 
pen  to  do  myself  the  honour  of  replying  to  it 
Lady  McGrigor  and  myself  beg  at  once  and 
most  decidedly  to  decline  the  honour  of  your 
alliance.  Our  daughter  is  too  young  as  yet  to 
judge  for  herself,  and  of  course  has  referred  you 
entirely  to  her  parents;  indeed  it  is  the  opinion 
of  Lady  McGrigor  and  myself  that  no  child  is 
justified  in  choosing  for  herself  in  these  matters, 
while  it  has  pleased  Grod  to  spare  her  those  so 
much  better  able  to  decide  for  her.  We  both 
(Lady  McGrigor  and  myself)  severely  censure 
Miss  McPrudie  for  the  part  she  has  taken  in 
this  affair;  but  if  she  return  to  a  sense  of  her  duty 
to  her  pupil  and  allegiance  to  us,  and  interfere 
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no  more  in  this  matter,  our  censure  will  be  her 
only  panithment,  as  probably  a  mistaken  notion 
of  oar  wishes  and  yiews  may  haye  led  her  into 
ecrcM- ;  but  yoa  will  do  weU,  sir,  not  to  induce 
her  to  proYoke  the  deeper  wrath  of  those  who 
node,  and  who  can  unmake,  her.  Our  only 
childy  of  course,  entirely  coincides  with  her  pa- 
lenlB  in  a  decision  of  such  importance,  and  in 
token  of  her  dismissal  of  your  suit,  signs  her 
name  below.  Lady  McGrigor  presents  her 
compliments  and  affixes  her  name,  with  that  of, 
ir,  your  most  obedient,  humble  seryant, 

Grioob  McGbigob  of  Gbioob. 
(Kgned)  Babbaba  Gbigob  of  Gbigob. 

And  after  much  reluctance,  some  sobs,  and 
aome  threats,  in  a  trembling  hand  (Mr.  Gillespie 
wodd  haye  blushed  to  own  as  his  pupil's)  might 
^  traced  £iint  and  blotted  the  words, 
(Signed)  Bobina  McGbioob. 

Sir  Grigor  McGrrigor  then  pompously  sealed 
^  letter  with  a  coat  of  arms  large  as  the  priyy 
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seal,  and  having  again  made  Bobina  proxnise 
not  to  write  one  word  to  Mr.  Lnxmore,  he 
handed  the  letter  to  Miss  McPrudie,  and  said, 
"  Cheer  up,  modom,  I  ken  how  to  forgire  as 
weel  as  how  to  resent  and  to  poonish.  Be  dis- 
creet, and  ye'll  be  nane  the  waur  o'  yer  impru- 
dence in  this  affidr;  and  noo,  while  Bobina 
maks  ready  for  her  journey,  we'll  e'en  set  right 
the  stateestical  part  o'  this  business.  Hae  ye 
your  sma'  account  ready?'* 

''  Will  ye  na'  tak  some  sma'  refreshment.  Sir 
Grigor  ?"  meekly  asked  Miss  McPrudie.  *'  A 
cup  o'  tay  can  do  na  harm.  Sir  Grigor !'' 

^'  And  na  gude  either,  I'm  thinking.  Na,  a 
glass  o'  wheesky  and  water,  piping  hot,  VMl  na' 
refuse ;  I  leave  tay  for  lassies  and  Southrons. 
Gang,  Bobina,  mak  a'  ready,  and  busk  ye  for 
trovelling,  bairn.*'  And  while  Miss  McPrudie 
officiously  hurried  to  get  the  whisky  and  water, 
the  old  laird,  catching  his  daughter  in  his  arms, 
said,  "  Never  troost  to  an  old  maid  to  chuse  ye 
a  husband,  lassie ;  wha'  can  she  ken  about  the 
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motter?  troost  yer  £ither,  bairn,  and  yer  mother, 
wha  kenned  sa  weel  how  to  chuse  for  herseL 
This  fellow,  this  Luxmore,  what  is  he?  A 
joxmg  flauntering  ne'er  do  wed,  I  doot  na', 
whase  fiice  is  his  fortune,  and  a  dainty  girlish 
shape  his  chief  boast'' 

''Oh  no,  papal  Mr.  Lnzmore  is  very  old  (to 
fiofaina  a  man  of  for^  seemed  very  old);  he  is 
not  at  all  handsome,  and  as  for  a  girlish  shape, 
he's  quite  crooked  and  lame/' 

"Old,  crooked,  ugly,  and  lame!  upon  my 
word,  lassie,  a  fine  choice  for  Mc.Grigor's  only 
dochter  truly;  I  told  ye  na'  to  troost  to  an  old 
nuud  to  choose  ye  a  mon — old,  ngly,  crooked, 
and  lame!"  And  Sir  Giigor  burst  into  a  suc- 
cession of  fits  of  nncontrolkble  laughter.  When 
they  had  a  little  subsided,  Bobina  poutingly 
said:  "Oh,  but,  papa,  he's  so  rich,  and  so 
generous,  and  so  kind  and  so  good,  and  he  has 
such  houses  and  lands,  and  horses  and  carriages, 
and  a  mint  of  money  besides,  and  he  so  loves 
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''  And  111  find  ye  a  husband,  lasde,  youngs 
hondsome,  wi'  the  finest  figure  in  a'  Scotland, 
wi^  houses  and  lands,  and  horses  and  carriages 
—and  whoTl  loe  ye  wi'  all  his  heart— a  mon  a* 
the  lassies  are  mod  after — o'  a  femily  coeval  wi' 
our  ain — and  who^  mak  ye  na  Meestreas  like  a 
huckster's  wife,  but  my  leddy,  as  your  mother 
and  a'  yer  foremithers  were  before  ye.  Gang 
yer  ways,  lassie — old,  ugly,  crooked,  and  lame — 
he!  he!  he!  hi!  hi!  hi!  ho!  ho!  ho!  an  old 
maid's  choice — gang  yer  ways,  and  mak  ready, 
and  thank  yer  fiither  and  yer  stars — ho !  ho ! 
ho !" 

Abashed  and  discomfited,  Bobina  repaired  to 
her  little  room ;  there  Miss  McFrudie  came  to 
her  for  a  moment,  and  said  rather  coldly:  ''I 
have  called  up  Eva  Morris  to  help  you  pack, 
Bobina;  my  maids  make  a  great  fuss  about 
being  called  or  kept  up  at  night,  as  well  they 
may  when  they  work  hard  all  day.  Eva,  who 
leads  a  fine  idle  life  of  it,  can  at  least  bear  one 
broken  night.    Oh,  you  had  better  leave  me 
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Mr.  LnzBunre's  presents,    I  will  return  diem  to 

him.    A  fine  scene  /  have  gone  throngh  I  and 

all  fixr  TOUT  sake !    I  am  sore  if  you  ever  do 

mak  a  gnde  motch,  you  should  strive  to  mak 

me  amends  for  a'  I  hae  pat  up  wi'  this  night 

Thonkless  work!  thonUess  workl    Fll  na'  be 

in  bed  tin  mom — ^I  ken  when  Sir  Grigor  gets 

die  wheesky  botde,  there's  na  end  wi'  his  davers, 

till  he  finds  the  bottom  o'  it    Bemember  the 

presents.     How  he's  singing  at  this  time  o' 

night!   there  again  I      Fye  sent  Eva  to  the 

larder  lor  the  cold  beef  and  bread  and  peeckles^ 

and  to  the  cellar  for  the  wheesky ;  and  she's  had 

to  mak  the  water  boil^  and  may  be  to  light  the 

be,  fi)r  the  cook  will  not  stir  for  me  or  onybody. 

Ohy  there  goes  Eva  with  the  tray ;  I  must  e'en 

gang  and  mix  the  wheesky^  and  then  I'll  send 

her  to  you ;  and  as  it  is  to  be^  the  suner  you're 

off  the  better^  for  I'm  worn  out  wi'  trouble  and 

terror  1     Oh!   what  a  mon's  yer  fittherl   and 

vhat  a  thonkless  office  has  mine  been!    Itll 

VOL.  I.  H 
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leadLMelotrjtDBakandwi'sfiHtime.  Ghreet 
<>m  Rohhtt,  bat  greet  fat  me  Buir  dian  yexse!, 
to  dbink  wbat  I  hae  borne  in  my  am  hoote  this 

night! 
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While  Sir  Grigor  McGrigoXj  now  perfectly 
restored  to  good-hmnour,  hdped  himself  abun- 
dantty  to  the  cold  beef  and  pickles^  and4rank  off 
tombler  after  tumbler  of  strong  whisky  punch, 
of  which  potation   Miss    McPrudie,  nothing 
loth,  partook— iSva  Morris,  pale,  aghast,  and 
all  sleep  driven  rudely  away  by  her  wild  alarm 
£>r  the  effect  this  blow  might  hare  on  Mr.  Lux- 
more,  repaired,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  a 
flatter  at  her  heart  to  help  Bobina  to  prepare 
fcr  her  journey, 
u  2 
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Of  course  had  Bobina  felt  one  particle  of  real 
love  for  her  generous  and  devoted  suitor,  her 
position  would  now  have  been  one  of  ine&ble 
anguish ;  and  judging  by  her  own  warm  heart, 
Eva  so  considered  it     But  had  Bobina  been  in 
the  fairy  Palace  of  Truth,  instead  of  at  Bruce 
House,  sitting  on  her  little  bed,  her  handker- 
chief to  her  eyes,  or  her  fSEU^e  hidden  in  Eva's 
bosom,  she  would  have  been  seen  with  a  &ce, 
half  hope  and  half  regret>  half  glee  and  half 
reluctance,  preparing  for  her  journey  with  a 
light  step  and  a  not  reluctant  hand.     Instead  of 
broken  sobs,  deep  sighs,  and  little  sham  hysterics 
— instead  of  ejaculations  of  'Oh,  Eva  I   what  a 
blow !  poor  Luxmore  I  i>oor  Bobina !   what  can 
I  do !  oh,  cruel  father  I  oh  stem  fate  I  oh  lost, 
oh  sad  one!' — ^instead,  we  say,  of  all  this,  accom- 
panied by  an  apparent  listless  inability  and  de- 
spair, which  threw  on  poor  Eva  all  the  burthen 
of  packing  all  her  things — she  would  have  been 
heard  soliloquizing  thus,  as  she  now  brisklyy 
now  doubtingly,  stowed  her  finery  in  her  boxes. 
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"Well^  aU  may  be  for  the  best!  who  can 
ten?  Certainly  poor  Luzmore  is  most  ardently 
deroted  to  me^  most  passionately  in  love ;  but 
then  (and  she  glanced  into  her  little  oval  look- 
iog-glass)  that  may  nor  be  quite  so  much  owing 
to'  his  merit  as  to  my  charms ;  he  is  very  old 
and  lame  and  crooked  and  uglyr— why  should 
not  this  new  lover  be  as  rich^  and  fond  and 
bandsome  too  ?  Think  if  Fitzgeorge  had  Mr. 
Laxmore's  wealth,  and  was  as  much  in  love, 
md  he  would  haTe  been  if  I  had  let  him — ^how 
nioe  that  would  have  been !  And  after  all,  if  this 
lorer  papa  wishes  me  to  have  is  not  as  rich,  as 
generous,  and  as  devoted  as  poor  Luxmore,  I 
can  easily  get  Mr.  Luzmore  back  again.  His  re- 
jeodcm  is  not  my  doing.  He  always  praises 
dutifbl  daughters,  and  once  presumed  to  dilate 
on  their  making  obedient  wives.  So  he  cannot 
blame  me ;  besides  I  have  no  choice — I  must 
obey  papa,  or  be  locked  up  on  bread  and  water. 
And  now  I  think  of  it,  even  if  after  all  I  do 
Buorry  Mr,  Luzmore,  he  will  be  none  the  worse 


150 


BVA   MOBSra. 


for  a  little  doubt    I  thixik  siiiee  ^e  has  made 
so  vmff  very  6iire  of  me^  he  is  a  shade  less  m* 
tirely  devoted  and  atteatrre.    All  men,  as  Miss 
Twitch  says,  are  the  better  for  being  kept  in 
fear.    He  danced  twice  with  Laura  YoBaUes, 
and  has  several  times  praised  Eva^s  eyes.    At 
first  he  never  seemed  to  see  any  one  bot  me. 
As  for  his  presents,  I  shall  keep  all  the  valuable 
ones  tQl    I    see    how  things   turn  ont    111 
make  np  a  parcel  for  Miss  McFtudie  of  the 
old  bon-bon  boxes^  and  such  things,  and  give 
Eva  a  hint  to  tell  him  I  retom  them  to  keep 
her  quiet,  but  not  the  Others  while  my  heart  ii 
stiU  his  own.   I  am  a  litde  tired  of  Brace  House 
and  poor  Luzmore ;  and  how  jealous  all  the 
girls  will  be  of  my  having  another  knrer  and 
another  ofier  before  they  have  had  one.     It 
must  be  Sir  Davie  McDougal,  I  fear;  but 
though  I  didn't  like  him  when  I  was  a  child,  I 
might  admire  him  now.    Pve  quite  forgotten 
what  he  really  was.    Poor  Luzmore !  however 
this  will  try  his  fidth  and  his  oonstancy;  and 
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wiiat  hezome  was  erer  quietly  mftmod  td  her 

fintloTer,  no  dnel, no  riyal,  no  fim at  alL    Oh, 

it's  bdter  as  it  is,  and  I  doat  (Hi  a  long  jotumey; 

1^  can  tell  what  adyentures  I  may  hare. 

MademoiseUe  La  V aniUe  has  often  quiaaed  poor 

Luzmore,  and  Laora  Yenables  told  me  Miss 

Twitch  said^  she  wouldn't  mitoy  snch  a  little 

oodcedy  limping  fellow,  if  he  conid  make  her 

a  DodtesB. .  But  I  shall  see  what  papa's  choice 

tons  onty  and  not  make  my  eyes  red,  or  blister 

my  eheeka,  for  Mr.  Lnzmore  or  any  one  ebe. 

After  all,  men  loye  us  to  please  themselres^  not 

us,  and  I  dare  say  if  I  had  the  smaU-poz,  like 

Miss  Filaosbome,  he'd  neyer  look  at  me  again!" 

Such  would  haye  been  Bobina's  soliloquy  in 

the  Palace  of  Truth.    As  it  was,  she  left  on 

Sya's  mind  the  conyiction  that  she  was  more 

worthy  of  Luzmore  than  £ya  had  eyer  before 

beBeyed  her  to  be.    Duty  to  her  fitther  alone 

seemed  to  preyent  her  writing  to  her  loyer,  and 

if  she  did  not  send  him  any  specific  message, 

she  appeared  to  expect  that  Eya  would  find  an 
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opportunity  of  letting  him  know  all  her  anguish 
at  this  terrible  decree — her  heart-rending  strug- 
gles— ^her  cruel  conflict  between  love  and  duty 
— and  her  unwilling  sacrifice  of  her   heart's 
warm  promptings  to  a  sense  of  honour  and  fiUal 
love.     How  many  women  like  Bobina  are,  in 
all  that  regards  their  affections,  mere  actresses ; 
they  seem  to  delight  in  coimterfeiting  all  those 
emotions,  which,  if  real,  they  would  die  rather 
than  betray.     Tears,  sham  swoons,  hysterics, 
clandestine  correspondences,  and   a   thousand 
other  reprehensible  follies,  are  constantly  and 
gratuitously  carried  on  by  women  in  the  case 
of  men,  for  whom  the  residt  often  proves,  that 
they  really  cared  litde  or  nothing.     Whether  it 
be,  as  Rochefocault  says,  V occupation  d^esprii 
qtie  donne  une  affaire  de  ccsur,  la  saif  (P^re 
aimS,  or  whether  it  be  an  egotistical  love  of 
playing  the  heroine,  and  making  a  sensation, 
who  shall  decide  ?   But  I  am  sure  all  who  have 
studied  the  female  heart,  must  see  that  among 
its  meaner  and  more  common-place  specimens, 
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the  afictadon  of  love  in  its  more  romantic  form 
is  &r  more  common  than  its  reality,  and  that  is 
constantly  assumed  where  no  interest  prompts^ 
▼icrc  no  object  is  to  be  gained,  but  frequently 
at  an  absurd  risk  of  diaracter  and  comfort. 

The  grey  dawn  which  found  Luxmore  toss- 
ing in  uneasy  dreams  of  Bobina  in  his  lonely 
chaiober,  saw  the  idol  of  so  true  a  heart,  step 
with  assumed  reluctance,  her  kerchief  to  her 
eyes,  into  a  post-chaise,  with  her  &ther,  who 
from  three  hours  deyoted  to  whisky  and  Miss 
UcPrudie,  arose,  singing  snatches  of  Scotch 
dxinking  songs.  Bobina,  haying  with  a  glanc^ 
ttoertained  that  all  her  treasures  in  the  shape  of 
tnmk  and  band-box  were  safe,  received  the  cold 
&rewe]l  of  Miss  McFrudie,  and  the  tearfuh 
adieos  of  the  deceived  and  sympathizing  Eva. 
Poor  Eva  1  cold  and  pale  and  but  half  dressed, 
^  stood  in  the  little  garden  fronting  Bruce 
House,  watching  the  chaise  till  it  was  out  of  sight. 

She  felt  a  strange  interest  in  the  destiny  of 
^  idol  of  one  so  unspeakably  dear  to  her,  and 
H  5 
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tears  fer  his  probable  angtdBh  at  die  hm  of  an* 
other  poured  down  her  pale  d^elok 

She  was  hastening  back  to  her  litde  bed^  to 
obtain  two  hours'  re^  before  the  usual  hour  of 
risings  when  she  met  Miss  Me-Prudie^  n^o^  ex- 
cessively out  of  temper  at  the  whole  affidr,  and 
particularly  at  die  paltry  nature  of  the  only 
presents  Bobina  had  left  behind,  and  whidi  die 
had  hastened  to  tak^  possession  of,  said  :^- 

"  As  it  is  broad  daylight.  Miss  Mofzis,  it  is 
absurd  for  you  to  go  to  bed  again,  partieulaaly 
as  I  hear  from  all  quarters  complaints  of  the 
great  neglect  of  the  needlework  you  have  shown 
lately.  The  situation  of  Clothes'  Teacher,  Miss 
Morris,  in  an  establishment  like  this,  neither  is^ 
nor  can  be,  a  sinecure ;  I  must  beg  you  will 
first  be  so  obliging  as  to  get  a  cup  of  tea  and  a 
plate  of  toast  ready — ^here  are  the  keys— and 
to  bring  it  to  me  in  my  bed;  I  am  not  a  young 
person,  Miss  Morris,  and  things  that  are  mere 
little  exciting  changes  to  the  young,  are  very 
trying  to  their  elders.    You  will  then  devote 
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the  time  tiD  the  joung  ladies  rise^  to  their  linen, 
and  after  my  breakfast  I  beg  you  wiQ  go  to  my 
dnwing-room  and  complete  the  new  chintz 
ooTcr  of  the  large  8ofiEi ;  it  ought  to  have  been 
done  long  ago.^' 

Poor  Era,  wearied  and  sick  at  heart,  did  her 
best ;  she  took  the.tea  and  toast  to  the  old  tjrrant 
in  her  bed,  who  found  it  so  good  that  she 
deigned  to  authorize  Era  to  take  a  sinular  re<^ 
freshment  herselfl 

Ibis  the  poor  girl  did,  by  the  kitchen  fire 
where  she  had  prepared  it ;  she  then  brought 
down  her  large  basket  of  linen,  and  had  begun 
the  hopeless  task  of  repairing  the  wanton  rents 
of  a  dozen  romps,  when  the  warmth  of  the 
dieexfol  fire^  the  uniyersal  quiet,  and  exhausted 
nature,  united  to  throw  her  into  a  sweet  sleep, 
in  which  she  remained  till  she  was  roused  by 
the  watchman  calling  the  cook  at  the  area  door, 
in  the  poetical  words  of — 

**  Awake,  awake,  my  fairest, 
My  bosom  beats  for  thee  $ 
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Oh,  giye  thy  spruce  young  watdmuuif 

A  cosy  cup  of  tea ; 
A  plate  of  butter'd  toast,  love, 

A  rasher  rich  and  rare ; 
I  call  thee  up  betimes,  love. 

Be  my  reward  thy  care." 

While  these  words  were  chanted  at  the  win- 
dow of  a  little  room  near  the  kitchen,  where 
the  cookj  house-maid,  and  parlour-maid  slept 
together,  Eva  heard  a  giggling  firom  within; 
then  commenced  a  regular  knocking  firom  witli- 
out,  and  a  loud  orthodox  cry  of,  ''  Cook,  cook ! 
it's  half-past  six !'' 

"  I'm  a  coming,  Pm  a  coming — ^wait  a  bit," 
said  the  cook.  "  I'm  a  comings  Jemmy  dear ! 
Don't  go  for  to  knock  the  door  down,  and  flus- 
ter my  narves.  In  ten  minutes  111  have  a  good 
fire,  and  somewhat  nice  for  ee." 

''Well,  look  sharp,"  said  Jemmy,  "for  if 
you  won't,  I  knows  them  as  wiU,  and  thank  ^e 
too.  Ill  be  back  in  ten  minutes,  and  if  all 
aint  ready  cumftable,  I'm  o£f  to  Sal  at  Eger- 
ton's." 
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Xot  at  all  anxious  to  come  in  contact  with 
tlie  enamoured  cook  and  her  'cupboard  lorer/ 
poor  £va  caught  up  her  work^^box  and  huge 
baakety  of  dotlxes^  to  he  mended,  and  before  the 
cook  entered  the  kitchen^  Era  had  arrived^ 
r^"^^**g  ivvitlx  bastej  in  her  odious  little  work* 
rootm* 
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Poor  Eva  Morris  I  step-child  of  fortune !  the 
restless  discomforts  and  odious  fatigues  of  the 
night  were  no  excuse  for  her  neglecting  any 
one  of  her  wearisome  morning  duties. 

She  had  to  give  out,  in  proper  repair,  the 
linen  and  stockings  of  the  twelve  destruc^ve 
hoydens — ^to  assist  at  their  toilets — ^to  endure 
their  idle  tricks  and  pranks — ^to  correct  ex- 
ercises, hear  lessons,  and  (worst  of  all  I)  with  a 
fine  ear  and  exquisite  taste,  to  superintend  the 
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duoardant  wad  masiotonoiis  praotiee  of  dioee  in 
tibe  schocd  who  iret€  ittost  backward  i&  muaie. 

Thk  purgatory  lasted  till  the  break&ft  bell 
raag^  whoi  Mifls  Twitch  might  be  seen  jpre- 
fiding  at  one  end^  and  MIbb  FitEosbpme  at  the 
oilier, of  the  breakftst  table;. Mademoiselle  la 
y anille  had  manosnyred  to  get  a  little  table  for 
heiMlf  near  the  window  in  jammer,  and  dose 
to  the  fire  in  winter ;  and  at  a  comfortless  bladt 
wntmg-taUe  at  the  odier  end  of  the  xooiA^  Eva 
vmoaOj  sat  down  with  the  last  infusion  of  Miaa 
Twitch's  congou  and  spite. 

Conversation  at  meals  was  prohibited^  except 
anumg  the  teachers,  who  spoke  in  inuetido,  and 
a  language  of  their  own« 

The  departure  of  Miss  McGrigor,  now 
generally  known,  was  the  subject  of  their 
e«mert  discussion,  and  as  all  were  aware  that  Era 
Morris  knew  more  on  tlie  subject  than  any  one 
else,  so  a  {dace  at  the  high  table,  an:  averaged 
cap  (dtea,  and  a  square  or  two  of  toaftt.  Would 
hare  been  gladly  tendered  to  her  in  retdm  for 
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any  information  she  would  haye  given  on  die 
subject  But  not  only  was  Eva  £yr  too  dejected 
and  depressed  in  mind  to  care  for  any  bodily 
comforts,  but  she  shrank  firom  any  allusion  to  a 
subject  so  deeply  interesting  to  the  only  being 
whose  gentle  kindness  had  awakened  the 
holiest  feelings  of  her  heart;  to  hear  his  pas- 
sionate,  slighted,  and  rejected  loye  tauntingly 
discussed  by  the  mean  plebeian  lips  of  Miss 
Fitzosbome  and  Miss  Twitch  was  more  than  in 
her  present  nervous  and  excited  state  she  qould 
endure.  Far  better  could  she  bear  the  gibes 
and  jeers'  of  the  disappointed  curiosity,  and 
gladly  did  she  exchange  their  lavish  though 
implied  abuse  of  her,  for  one  light  comment  on 
or  jest  at  hinL 

At  length  the  tedious  half  hour  of  breakfiwt 
was  over,  and  when  poor  Eva  took  her  music- 
book  for  the  purpose  of  an  hour's  practice  by 
herself  in  the  music  room— (one  of  the  few 
atoning  luxuries  of  her  wretched  existence) 
Miss    Fitsosbome,  bitterly   and   with  august 
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liuiteiir,  infonned  her  that  Miss  Mc  J^odie's 
ordezB  were  that  Miss  Morris  should  do  nothing 
else  until  the  new  80&  coyer  in  the  back  draw- 
iagf-room  was  completed.  "  So  put  down  your 
moflio-book  and  get  your  needle-case.  Miss 
Moixis;  it  would  be  better  for  you  if  you  were 
»  find  of  the  latter  as  of  the  former." 

''Quite  true/'  said  Miss  Twitch;  ''no  good 
iroj^-woman  need  be  a  beggar;  but  a  thousand 
mittical  geniuses  go  squalling  with  blind  hus- 
bsnds  and  ragged  children  through  the  streets 
of  Lcmdon." 

"Blind  husbands  P'  tittered  Miss  Fitzosbome; 
^capital!  you  are  so  droU,  dear!  Love  is 
bKnd  you  know;  I  fimcy  I  see  Eva  Morris  with 
•ome  fellow  of  whose  eyes  one  can  only  see  the 
whites !"  She  yelling  out  her  &Toyrite,  "  Di 
piaar  nd  balsa  il  cor.'' 

"  What  for  you  say  dat  V*  said  Mademoiselle 
Ia  VaniUe,  reddening  with  the  ready  wrath  of  a 
Freudiwoman ;  ''Eva  need  not  have  a  blind 
^wo— he   would  no  see  her   pretty    face — a 
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blind  htasbttid  would  be  better  fiir  oden  dan 

"  Certuiayr  aaid  Ifiss  Twitch. 

''CertainlyP  echoed  Miss  Fitsosbome,  ^peo- 
ple who  dye  their  hair^  iknd  Idye  the  red  red 
rose  80  much  that  they  wear  it  on  their  cheeks 
— such  would  find  a  blind  loyer  very  con- 
venient'' 

"What  you  say?  what  you  mean  T'  shrieked 
the  half-comprehending  but  quite  enraged 
demoiselle;  ''repeat  dat,  I  beg/' 

But  at  this  moment  Mr.  Gillespie  was  an- 
nounced^ and  none  of  the  ladies  wishing  to 
appear  as  termagants  in  his  eyes,  the  English 
teachers  turned  silently  away,  and  the  French 
lady  resumed  her  knitting  with  increased 
rehemence,  muttering  to  herself,  ''  DieU  !  foni 
eOea  vUanies  !  sant  eUes  bites  f  Je  me  vengerai 
unjaur  I — en  attendant  attana  courage  /"    .  i 

As  for  poor  Eya,  she  had  early  learnt  the 
art  of  bearing  taunt,  insuk,  and  sarcaon  i^ 
sUence,  and  so,  with  a  glance  of  meekreproach 
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whicb  would  hare  touched  any  htiman  hearty 
ahe  iuKi  quietly  hastened  with  her  work-box 
and  basket  to  the  back  drawing-room,  there, 
with  aching  head  and  weary  eyes,  to  rig  out 
litubbom  and  ricketty  old  sofa,  in  a  new  dress 
made  out  of  an  old  curtauu 

She  had  not  be«  long  at  her  ungrateful 
taak,  when  Miss  Mc  J*radie,  eyidently  dressed 
fijT  an  important  vwdt,  looked  in ;  one  glance 
txdd  Era,  that  she  held  in  her  hand  the  Iwge 
mi  fatal  letter  Hobina  had  told  her,  her  father 
bd  entrusted  to  her  for  the  unhappy  Lux- 


McPradie  had  just  be^un  a  series  of 
laalt-findings,  when  Mr.  Luxmore*a  knock 
uT«sted  her*  Eva  was  about  to  anatch  up  her 
bttket — start  from  her  knees^  on  which  she  was 
gn^pbg  to  fit  the  cover  to  the  bandy  legs  of  the 
old  «&— and  dart  out  of  the  room,  when  Miss 
MeJ^radie  stopped  her, 

«Na,na,"  she  said,  "gang  na'  awa*— what 
fe  shall  you  lose  your  time,  and  back  the  so£a 
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cover?    The  mon  and  his   luve    affidrs    are 
nothing  to  yon— -bide  you  here;  111  e'en  dose 
tibe  door,  and  if  you  mind  your  work,  yeTl  na*  ^ 
be  minding  onything  else.'' 

So  saying.  Miss  McPrudie  sailed  into  the 
front  drawing-room,  closed  the  doors,  and  left 
poor  Eva  on  her  knees,  pale  and  panting,  an 
unwilling  listener  to  the  tortures  about  to  be 
inflicted  on  one,  she,  in  her  young  and  girlish 
idolatry,  thought  she  could  have  died  to  sare  or 
even  to  solace. 

The  excitement  of  her  feelings  so  quickened 
her  senses,  that  she  could  hear  not  only  every 
word,  but  every  sigh,  every  start,  every  gasp 
of  the  disappointed  and  heartHstricken  lover. 
Her  needle  dropped  from  her  cold  and  para- 
lyzed hand,  and  her  face  sunk  on  the  arm  of  the 
old  sofa,  without  which  she  almost  felt  she  must 
have  fidlen  on  the  ground. 

'*  And  noo  ye  hae  perused  Sir  Ghigor  Mc. 
Grrigor's  letter,  Mr.  Luxmore,"  she  heard  Miss 
McPrudie,  with  ill-concealed  venom,  exclaimi 
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"fe  can  joodge  for  yersel  what  gude  there  is  in 
trcKvhling  jenel,  or  ony  one  else,  ony  mair  aboot 
the  motter.  Ater  a'  it's  na  great  loss — and  an 
*  the  auld  saymg  has  it»  'there  are  as  gnde  fish  in 
the  »ay  as  ever  were  caught/  ** 

*'  Do  not  speak  so  lightly,"  exclaimed  Lux- 
iDore^  in  a  Toice  in  which  Era  Untied  she  heard 
a  lort  of  sob;  **  do  not  speak  so  coldly  of  what 
to  me  is  the  loss  of  all  that  makes  life ^ dear! 
Ton  tell  me  of  the  father's  cruel  and  tyrannical 
rejection  of  my  suit,  and  I  can  bear  to  hear  it, 
Uncnge  and  uneotpccted  as  it  is;  but  you  cannot 
tell  me  that  Bobina,  fond  and  feeling  angel  of 
diis  cold  world,  that  she  can  withdraw  her  young 
and  virgin  affections  at  a  moment^s  notice,  in 
obedience  to  so  harsh  and  inhuman  an  order — 
affections  so  often  evinced,  so  warmly  given, 
and  so  well  deserved!  You  cannot  tell  me 
Bobina  is  no  more  the  same !" 

"  Deed,  then,  I  think,  Mr.  Luxmore,  she's 
mooch  the  iame— a  light,  rain,  flauntering  young 
aeature,  with    little  natural   merit  except  a 
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pretty  hot,  and  owing  a'  her  acquired  gxaees  to 
my  mair  than  motemal  care.  Tre  made  a'  I 
could  of  die  haae^s  tolents^  and  accompleeah- 
ments,  and  apparent  discretion  I  can  and  do 
bestow  on  a'  my  pnpOs;  bat  I  canna  give  them 
hearts  if  theySre  nane  o*  their  ain ;  and  the 
way  in  %hich  Miss  Bobeena  McGriigor  took 
leave  o'  me — me  sa  lang  a  very  guardian  angel 
to  her,  just  conveenced  me  that  she's  quite 
without  grotitade  and  notoral  affection.'^ 

''But  did  she  show  no  regret,  no  angufih^ 
no  concern  fer  meT*  asked  Lnzmorej  with  the 
blind  ^^tism  of  loye« 

''  If  she  did  na'  care  for  me^  after  a*  IVe 
dune  for  her  and  been  to  her,  there's  little 
hope  she  conld  trouble  much  about  onj 
other!" 

"  But  her  first,  her  only  Iofc,  her  affiancedt 
her  all  but  wedded  loyer— oh,  in  pi^  teQ  m^ 
that  she  wept,  tell  me  she  loves  me  stUL" 

''It's  just  in  pity,  Mr.  Lozmore,  that  111 
tell  ye  na  lees— and  deed  if  there's  <my  pitf 


THB  POOR  TBACHBE.  167 

going,  it's  myBel  diotdd  come  in  for  a  large 
ibare;  here,  becatuie  I  &Toiired  your  ftnit  and 
kt  70a  Game  coortmg  the  lassie,  her  father,  the 
great  teixifying  fellow,  has  abused  me  to  my 
fiioe— shook  his  fist  at  me — clutched  my  arm  so 
that  I  haTo  the  mark  yet  iinder  my  sleeye — 
ea^d  me  a  motcihmaker,  and  I  ken  na  What  a' — 
and  wfaa's  mair  than  a',  threatened  to  ruin  my 
wtnhKahTnynt  and  break  up  my  connexion. 
Ek!  and  the  waor  o'  it  is,  he  has  the  power, 
adfcr  angbt  I  ken,  after  thirty  years  of  drud- 
gery and  toil^  I'm  a  ruined  woman  the  day  !*' 

''Oh  no  I  no!  no!"  said  Luzmore,  too  ami* 
tUe  even  in  his  own  sorrow  to  overlook 
mother's  well-acted  distress — ^'^that  must  nerer 
be;  any  injury  you  have  suffered  in  my  cause  I 
aast  repor ;  tell  me,  how  can  I  atone  ?* 

^  To  atone  entirely  is  out  of  your  power,  Mr. 
Luzmore,  for  I  hae  been  insoolted  and  threat- 
ened in  my  ain  house  for  your  sake,  and  for 
pleading  your  cause — and  Mc.Frudie*s  dochte)r 
luns  no  atonement  fiir  sic  insooks ;  but  wha*  ye 
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can  do^  I  think  as  a  gentleman  you  should  do, 
and  thot  quickly.** 

"  Only  tell  me  how ;  to  you  I  owe  the  only 
real  happiness  I  ever  tasted — ^to  you  I  owe 
Robina's  love — what  can  I  do  T* 

"  Ye  hae  interest  with  Lord ;  there*8 

mony  a  sma'  place  at  coort  at  his  disposal,  for 
leddies  o'  gude  fomily  and  sma*  fortunes ;  if  I 
had  a  pension  of  aboot  twa  hoondred  a  year, 
and  rooms  at  Hampton  Coort,  or  some  sic 
place,  I*d  e*en  be  content,  before  Sir  Grrigor*s 
revenge  breaks  up  Bruce  Hoose,  to  break  it  up 
mysej.** 

''  I  will  do  my  utmost,**  Mtered  Luxmore, 
'*  I  will  go  to  Lord to-morrow.** 

''  Te  canna  weel  do  less,**  said  Miss  Mc. 
Prudie ;  "  Vre  heard  p*  aportments,  a  pension, 
coals  and  candles,  besides  other  perquisites  in 
sic  situations  as  I  covet,  an4        ■      ** 

Here  Miss  Twitch  came  hastily  to  say  that 
Lady  Lofty  was  below  with  a  daughter,  and 
was  most  anxious  to  see  Miss  McPrudie  for  a 
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few  minutes  previouflljr  to  a  final  arrange* 
ment 

"III  be  bock  agen  soon,"  said  Miss  Mc, 
ftrudie  to  Mr.  Luxmore ;  "  there*s  the  "  Morn- 
ing Post** — ^itTl  amiuse  you  till  I  come  bock,'* 

Mies  Twitch  cast  a  triumphant  glance  at  the 
pale  ^d  agitated  features  of  one^  whose  in- 
diffsrenee  to  her  charms^  and  worship  of 
soother'Sy  had  made  him  pecuUaily  odious  to  her, 
and  then  with  a  suppressed  titter  she  followed 
Miss  Mc.Pruclie  down-stairs. 

Poor  Luxmore !  he  had  taken  up  the  **  Morn- 
ing Post**  mechanically,  while  cold  eyes  were 
oa  him,  but  he  was  no  sooner  alone^  than  fling- 
ing down  the  paper  and  covering  his  eyes  with 
lus  hand,  he  yielded  to  the  wild,  deep  anguish 
of  his  disappointed  heart. 

A  groan  firom  the  rery  depths  of  that  heart 
fell  on  Eva*9  ear.  Almost  unconscious  what 
ihe  did,  she  started  up,  gently  opened  the  door, 
drew  near  the  couch  on  which  Mr,  Luxmore 
i&tC|  and  sinking  on  hex  knees  beeide  him,  she 
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raked  to  her  lips  a  hand  which  hung  cold  and 
listless  by  his  side. 

At  the  touch  of  that  warm  joung  lip^  he 
started ;  fi)r  a  moment  he  fended  that  bowed 
head  was  his  lost  BobinaV ;  but  intent  on  com- 
torting  him^  and  without  one  thought  of  self^ 
the  enthusiastic  and  devoted  girl  raised  to  fais  a 
face  flushed  with  intense  feeling ;  and  holding 
his  hand  while  she  spokje^  she  said  rapidly^  £r8t 
stealing  a  feaiAd  glance  round  the  room  i-r- 

''  Cheer  up !  it  is  not  true ;  Bobina  is  gone, 
but  gone  against  her  will — ^in.  t^ars,  in  anguish, 
but  in  dutiful  obedience  to  a  cruel  father  !*' 

'^  My  sweet  girl !"  cried  the  transported 
lover^  seeing  she  paused  and  again  looked 
iQuiid  in  alarm — ^^'fear  not — ^none  shall  harm 
you — tell  me  all — she  loves  me  yet,  she  wept, 
say  BO,  and  I  will  bless  you !" 

"  She  wept,^  now  in  wild  despair,  and  now  in 
listless  anguish  in  my  bosom ;  she  is  g(me,  I 
think,  to  her  home  in  the  North,  far j  &r  away ; 
but  what  of  that  ?  her  heart  is  with  you.    Tour 
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pmeni»  she  would  not  return,  not  from  the 
anwartkjr  motiire  Miss  Mc  J^mdie  imputes  to 
ber,  but  because  they  are  the  pledges  of  a  lore 
she  will  not  outrage,  ali^t^  or  disappoint — 1 
must  go*" 
*'  Not  jet  I  not  yet !  tell  me  more." 
"  More  1  I  have  no  more  to  tell,  and  to  tell 
you  even  this,  I  peril  much.'* 

''What,  &ir  and  kind  one,  what  do  you 
peril  r 

''A  wretched  home,  sir !  but  the  only  one 
which  I  can  call  my  own.  It  is  a  duU^  a  dreary, 
and  a  cold  retreat,  but  were  I  driven  hence,  I 
ihouid  have  no  roof  to  shelter,  no  hole  wherein 
to  hide  my  miserable  head  t" 

"  Oh,  but  you  shall  have  a  happy  home,  my 
«weet  girl ;  for  the  great,  great  mercy  you  have 
done  me  this  day,  you  shall  have  a  home  ere 
loiig  with  my  Bobina !  with  me  {" 

*'  With  you !"  faltered  Eva ;  "  oh,  no  .^nch 
joy  can  await  me/* 
**  The  greater  joy  of  living  with  Bobina  shall 
i2 
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be  yours  for  this  day's  sake^  my  girl ;  she  loves 
me!  well,  then^  I  will  wed  her  if  the  congregated 
world  should  oppose  and  defy  me,  and  when 
we  are  wedded,  you,  sweet  Eva,  shall  come  and 
dwell  with  us  in  our  lovely  home.  ITou  shall 
be  Robina's  chosen  friend,  and  if  it  pleases 
Heaven  to  bless  us  with  children,  you  shall 
help  to  make  them  like — ^Bobina  !'* 

"  Like  you !"  faltered  Eva,  less  dazzled  and 
enraptured  by  this  prospect  than  one  so  lonely 

and  so  sad  might  have  been  expected  to  be. 

"  I  shall  live  on  the  hope  you  hold  out— ft  is 

the  fir:3t  hope  I  have  ever  had  any  right  to 

indulgi^ — ^what  a  luxury  it  is ! — and  now  I  must 

go  !  do  not  forget  me  !" 
^'  Forget  you !  forget  one  who  has  restored 

me  to  Kobina!" 

As  he  spoke,  he  parted  the  rich  hair  on  her 

fair  brow,  and  with  a,  brother's  tenderness  he 

pressed  his  lips  upon  it. 
What  was  there  in  the  soft  and  calm  caress 

to  send  the  warm  blood  to  Eva's  brow,  and 
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aye  it  erea  paler  th&a  before?    What  was 
tlwie  to  make  her  heart  throb  so  wildly^  and 
thea  Kink  mto  a  deeper  dejection  ?    And  why- 
does  the  poor  teacher,  the  despised,  the  friend- 
leas,  the  forlorn,  with  this  new  prospect  of  hap- 
piness and  peace,  and    prompt   emancipation 
from  the  thraldom  of  a  life,  fall  on  her  knees 
again  irhen  she  has  closed  the  door  between 
them,  and  weep  with  a  restless  bitterness  new 
even  to  her  ? 
As  for  Mr.  Luxmore,  the  old  world  of  care 
[  sorrow  and  bitter  mortification  seems  to  be 
;  away  as  by  a  deluge,  and  he  stands  in  a 
new  bright  scene,  all  sunshine  and  all  hope. 
He  cannot  sit  tamely  there,  and  await  Miss 
McPmdie's  return;  he  c^mot  waste  the  golden 
moments  which,  well  spent,  may  enable  him  to 
regain  his  Bobina«     With  the  elastic  step  of 
happy  bTe,  he  leaves  the  room  where  be  had 
known  the  keenest  anguish  of  his  bitter  life ; 
and  leaTing  word  with  the  servant  that  Miss 
He  J^iudie  most  write  to  him  in  th^  evening,  as 
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in  the  momiag  he  shonUl  kare  toim;  he  cped 
along  the  crowded  streets^  seeing  ik>  one^  head- 
ing no  one^  ^eling  and  knowing  only  that  lie 
had  not  lost  Bobina. 
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As  Mr.  T.riYnrmrPj  intent  only  on  Bobina^ 
Ukd  athoniRn^  new-born  schemes  for  tracing 
her  and  making  her  his  oim  for  ever,  sped 
along  Portland  Place  on  his  way  to  St.  James's, 
h^  was  aroused  firoin  a  delicious  reverie  by  a 
tmdti  on  thfe  shonldet,  and  looking  somewhat 
aagiflf  round,  he  met  the  gloomy  eye  and  long 
&ce  of  Colonel  Donkeld,  an  old  friend,  to 
whom  the  reader  was  introduced  at  that  wedding 
where  first  Luxmore  beheld  Robina* 

'  Why,  man  I"  said  Dtmkeld,  i^th  a  bitter 
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a  >'i*Tnpc  3C  &  jnffff,  *^<zik  wofxld  &i]ik  yoo.  bsd 
mpcs  rf  die  wriaf  «rfc?* 

"^EIl!  wha^T*  replied  die  rtaKded  knrer— 
**  wiv  30,  pray  ?* 

*"  BtHsuue  luuf  wits  ire  crukatoY  gooB  wool- 
jodii^rizi:;.  xa  SL  k  ck!  wiiat  czn  jou  be  diink- 
'.Ti?  *itl  Ssre  Fre  been  ronmitg'  after  joii  for 
I  know  not  bow  Lmg,  smi  <*aITTTtg  joq  till  Fm 
noarse — ^I  declaze  it  die  croaezng  I  reiDy  ex- 
pected to  see  Toa  nni  o^rer.'* 

"*  And  be  in  It  die  desd^-dif*  snd  Lozmore, 
fm  fling, 

^  Exacdr,  md  ai  eaij  desdi  too^  if  one 
coald  be^  m  the  popen  sxjr^  'IdDed  on  die  spot* 
I'm  sure,  to  mj  mind,  deadi  is  prefenble  to  life 
— wesaj,  wearj  life !  I  dedare  it  gets  wone 
and  wOTse — ^I  nerer  enjoyed,  md  now  I  bite  it 
As  the  poet  nys,  ''life  is  noddngbnt  bnttomng 
and  nnbottoiiiiig^— -die  nme  dull  routine^  die 
game  beayj  numotonoas  raoceoion  of  dreary 
hours — ^I  wiab  it  were  otct,  don't  you  V* 

''  An,  hour  ago  perbi^  Luzmore  might  haye 
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Stfwered  'Yes;'  but  now^  fall  of  new  hopes, 
and  the  exdting  -convictioii  that  he  was  loved, 
ooimied,  desired,  the  world  seemed  to  him  a 
finj-Iand,  and  he  answered  with  a  tdndling  eye 
and  flushing  cheek : — **  Nay,  Dnnkeld,  I  own 
dus  world  has  many  charms  iot  me ;  I  never 
felt  less  disposed  to  leave  this  sunny  scene  of 
ftyweis  and  song  for  the  dark  vault,  and  the  red 
earth-worm,  than  at  this  inoment." 

Colonel  Dunkeld  stopped,  caught  him  \>j  the 
button,  (he  was  a  regular  button-holder  was 
Colond  Dunkeld)  gazed  into  his  &ce,  shook  his 
bead,  and  said:  ^'Luxmore,  you  fnust  be 
cracked;  forgive  me,  my  dear  fellow  I  but 
▼ben  in  this  atmosphere  of  fog  and  smoke,  an 
easterly  wind  blowingin  your  teeth,  prowling 
along  Portland  Place  at  noon— *the  very  haunt 
of  Sohtade  and  Gloom*— you  talk  of  a  world  of 
nmahine,  flowers  and  song,  I  can  only  say,  go 
borne,  send  for  Burrows,  send  for  Monro,  and 
a  brace  of  keepers,  for  on  my  honour  I  believe 
you're  stark  staring  mad." 
I  5 
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''Well^  if  I  am,  mine  at  least  iB  a  hacppy 
TnadneM,  Iol  mj  present  liood  I  am  imlikely 
to  harm  myself  or  any  one  else,  fi>r  I  loye  tlie 
world  and  all  its  ereatines;  but  yon,  Donkeld 
— ^you  who  see  nothing  but  soUtade  and  gloom 
in  this  bright  metropolis  of  a  lomij  wodd — 
you  who  can  turn  from  tbe  firesh  air  and  the 
pleasant  streets,  where  happy  Industry  speeds 
on  foot,  and  elegant  Afflnenoe  zoILi  along— to 
covet  the  damp  yanlt,  and  the  earth-wormr^ 
you,  I  think,  should  lose  no  time  in  seeming 
doctors  and  keepers,  for  you  muit  be  mad, 
aiid  that  with  a  &r  from  harmless  madness/' 

''Weiri  weUI  of  course  we  aU  think  our- 
selves, and  ourselves  alone,  sane,  Luzmore !  I 
am  sure  you  are  the  last  man  in  the  world  I 
ever  expected  to  hear  enlarge  on  the  happinesi 
of  this  life,  and  the  ddights  of  this  world. 
Why,  man,  I  remember  when  you  tiionght  i^ 
with  me,  a  scene  of  monotonoos  and  weasizv 
trial." 
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'^And  now  I  ^bkak  it  one  of  t^ed  and 
intense  enjoyment." « 

''Poor Mow!  pOQiyfelldwI  I  lilKle  thought 
it  would  eoiftd  to  thi6.  Ah>  welly  in  my  boyish 
&yi,  when  hlb  irs^  hew,  and  an  arch  iiiipostor^ 
called  Hope^  deceived  eyen  me,  now  and  then 
I  remember  a  ftw  brief  moments  of  the  delu- 
sion 70U  now  labour  tliider,  but  fh^y  did  ^ot  last. 
My  moCh^  t^6«  d  D&rkside  of  Darkside;  my 
fidher  sole  heir  of  the  old  family  of  Dunkeld 
of  Dankeld ;  I  never  saw  them  smile — they 
8SW  nothing  to  fthile  at,  nor  do  I.  People  talk 
0f  looldz^  on  the  bri^t  side  6(  things.  I  never 
oonld  see  a  bright  side  tb  aiiythzAg/' 

*»  Were  you  never  in  love?"  ask^d  Luxmore. 

'*  In  love  ?  yes  I  bttt  Ti^hat  iri  that  but  being 
iAmiiery?" 

*'  Tfif,  to  be  in  love  is  to  be  in  a  heaven  on 
carflL*' 

'^  A  hell  rather  I  for  what  fiends  more  cruel 
dum  Jealdusy,  Dotfcfr,  Desire?" 
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''And  what  angels  so  bright  as  Hope,  Affec- 
tion^ Confidence^  Esteem  T' 

''  What  rack  like  Suspense  P' 

"  What  rapture  like  a  maiden's  sweet  con- 
sent^ and  first  half  tearful  avowal  of  a  mutual 
flame  r 

''And  then  the  marriage!  the  gradual  and 
monotonous  disenchantment" 

"  Then  you  own  to  the  preyious  enchant- 
ment P* 

"  The  dark  enchantments  of  a  gloomy  sorce- 
ress— I  own  to  them.    And  then  ennui,  dis- 
taste, and  disconlent,  peevish  reproach,  jealous 
watchfulness,  wearisome  iHe'a4ite9,  or  more 
wearisome  crowds  of  ill-tnasked  foes— children 
either  perverse  and  deformed,  or,  beaudful  and 
fond,  to  be  torn  from  us  when  their  beauty 
most  delights,  their  fondness  most  bewitches  us* 
Look  at  my  &te  1  see  how  I  doated  on  my  girl 
— ^my  only,  my  lovely  one  I    She  lefk  me  for  a 
brute  she  had  met  at  a  few  balls.    He  had  a 
winning  tongue  and  a  £ur  form,  but  he  must 
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hvre  been  a  hraie,  or  he  woold  have  loTed  me, 
snd  I  oonid  then  have  Uved  with  my  child.  As 
it  was,  he  soon  grew  weary  of  appearing  to  wel- 
come me,  kept  from  me  my  heart's  darling,  and 
at  last  took  her  to  India,  where  she  pines,  and 
▼here  in  all  probability  she  will  die.  These 
are  the  joys  of  matrimony  and  paternity.  My 
wife  did  not  long  snrriye  our  child's  cruel 
eziki  and  I  care  not  how  soon  I  follow  her  I" 

There  were  tears  in  the  old  Colonel's  eyes  as 
he  spoke — they  went  to  Lnzmore's  heart 

^Oh  she,  yonr  child,  will  return  and  be  to 

''What?  She  can  never  be  min6  again — 
mine  only!  She  is  His — she  bears  his  name — 
she  is  the  mother  of  his  children — she  can 
never  lire  for  me  alone  as  she  did  before  she 
erer  saw  his  accursed  face.  But  enough  of 
tlos ;  report  says  you  are  in  love." 

"Welir 

"WeUl   anything  but  weUl    In  loye  too 
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with  a  chit^  a  bab^f  ^  a  puppet  in  the  faandi  of  a 
designing  old  xnatdimaker/' 

''  I  cannot  hear  this,  Colonel  Dmikeld.  Th^ 
lady  I  am  engaged  to  is  the  pride  of  her  own 
BOX,  and  the  admiration  of  oxxtt,  and  eren  were 
she  not  80^  aa  my  afflanoed^  I  etpect  you  to 
nume  her  with  respect*' 

"Why  «he*s  yotmg  enough  to  be  your 
daughter!"  * 

Lujtmore  winced.  . 

"  She  accepts  yott  hi  your  fortune;  no  girl 
of  her  age  ctm  love  a  man  like  you." 

"  You  are  mistaken  there." 
•  ''Not  I;  they  are  all  for  outward  AoW; 
take  my  word  for  k^  sheHl  be  the  plague  of 
your  life,  flirt  with  your  friends,  ruin  your 
fortune,  break  your  heart,  poison  your  poor 
remnant  of  days,  and  make  you  Coret  the  grave 
as  much  as  1  do.  Good  bye-^Fm  going  to 
take  a  driye  to  look  at  the  new  cemetei^.  I 
say,  if  you  do  marry  the  girl,  be  on  your 
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goafd;  tlie&tber's  a  needy  man  and  a  speca- 
lator;  the  mother,  a  baaghty*  Scotch  vaen;  a 
fine  life  ihefH  lead  70a  all  togedier.  Well, 
wdl,  Pye  warned  you — adieu.  If  we  ever 
meet^again,  (and  in  this  world  there's  nothing 
more  uncertain),  I  suppose  it  won't  be  till 
jon'ie  noosed  one  way  or  the  otherr— it  scarcely 
matten  which;  the  cunning  cockneys  make 
the  altar  and  the  halter  one.  I  shall  never  see 
that  mmatnral  joy  in  your  &ce  again ;  and  I 
dedare  it  nvakes  me  more  tmcomfortable  than  it 
woold  to  see  you  with  all  your  old  gloom — it  is 
so  absurd  Ifco  be  glad  in  a  world  like  this.  Once 
more  adieu." 

''Ihank  Heaven  he's  off  at  last!"  thought 
I<iaiQorey  saddened^ in,spite  of  himself,  by  the 
<>nuxu)as  croakings  of  the  old  prophet  of  evil. 
"I  declare  he  has  quite  darkened  my  heart, 
sod  sickened  my  spirit ;  I  must  go  and  shut 
myself  up  with  Sobina's  sweet  smiling  picture 
for  aa  hour  to  restore  the  tone  of  my  mind. 
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Old  enough  to  be  her  &ther  1  Fsfaaw^  .what  of 
that!  If  I  am  yottng  enough  to  win  her  loye^ 
I  am  young  enough  to  be  her  lover — ^her  lover ! 
her  husband!    Oh,  am  I  not  too  blest?" 
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'MiBs  Mc.Pnidie  was  not  a  little  disappointed, 
wken  she  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  (after 
a  very  satis&ctory  interview  with  Lady  Lofty) 
to  find  her  victim  gone. 

However^  the  message  lie  had  left,  request- 
ing her  to  write  to  him,  left  no  doubt  on  her 
miad,  that  her  object  was  gained^  and  that  she 
skoold^  for  injnries  sustained  in  his  cause, 
Ckbtain  from  his  ideas  of  justice  and  compassion, 

lus  powerful  interest  with  Lord ;  this 

she  looked  upon  as  equivalent  to  a  comfortable 
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and  even  aristocratic  sinecure— elegant  apart- 
ments, coals,  candles,  and'  many  other  per- 
quisites. 

Now  Miss  McPrudie  had  one  weakness— « 
weakness  carefully  conceided  in  general,  and 
only  to  be  suspected  troti  that  inevitable  tell- 
tale of  such  secrets — a  scarlet  tip  to  her  thin 
nose.  The  only  persomwhb  eve^  shared  her 
confidence  or  her  secret,  was  Miss  Twitch. 
*  Miss  Twitch,  as  we  have  se^i,  had  a  mean 
and  toady  spirit,  and  would  probably  haye 
aibeted*to  ishare  Mas  McFlrudie's  taites>  eVen 
hbd  «he  not  teally  done  so  i  but  hbwettsr  Ibis 
migiit  be  at  fitist,  die  fiital  taste  wcMk  mMaHj 
grew  upon  her,  and  front  preimd^  to  I&ce 
whisky  punch,  just  that  she  might  oatdi  lip  fiie 
secrete  Miss  McPrudie  let  otit  Ubder  its  &h 
•  fluimte,  and  make'  herielf  doubly  detf  to  iM* 
employer,  she,  alas  I  soon  acquire  a  &tal  Uld 
boundless  taste  for  Ihe  beverage  herself. 

iVom  the  time  that   this   oocilMed,    Mas 
Twitch  gradually  lost  the  beauty  loir  1^hi(^  she 
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]iad  bed  vemnrkable ;  it  wm  not  a  beaioQr  df  n 
ligk  ofAor  C0rtaiii]y^.btit  itfdil  it  1¥B8  ))e8RXty, 
ooittisfiog  inlHiglLt'eyeB^  T^d  lips^  irbiite  teetli^ 
icbir  red  and  wMte^  abtmdflait  tight  hfldr,  and 
t  ip^^-roimded  nhape'.  Her  suumers  too  loflft 
their  eyen  oomposurej'lier  temper  its  eheerfol 


Ax  di^  €»d  of  two  years  of  frequent  ttk^a- 
Hki  y^iii  Mifle  McPrudie,  Miss  Twitch  was 
fevMj  a!tered*in  person,  temper,  and  man-* 
ten ;  her  efes  were  dim  and  weak,  her  eye*- 
lidiied,  an  eraption  settled  in  hex  teniae,  unparti- 
iag  to  it,  espedally  her  nose,  a  hot  and  pn^k 
he;  her  lips  looked  parched  and  black,  her 
teeth  b^an  to  decay;  h^  hair  fell  off,  and  her 
figiire  shrank  so  that  her  skin  hnng  like  a  loose 
itm  aionnd  her.  She  grew  irritable,  spitefhl. 
Old  nsoertain,  and  fits  of  deep  dejection  snc-  ' 
needed  to  bursts  of  canseless  hilarity. 

IGbb  Fitsoebome  suspected  the  secret  of  all 
^>  but  jealous  of  the  greater  favour  shown 
^  jQBior  teach^y  she  kept  her  counsel,  and 
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confidentlj  awaited  the  result,  makixig  herself 
friends,  hoarding  up  aU  she.cotdd,  and  expect- 
ing the  time  when  Miss  McPrudie  would  pro- 
bably  retire,  and  she  herself  purchase  the  head- 
ship of  the  establishment  and  its  excellent 
connexion. 

^  It  was  after  dinner  that  Miss  Mc-Ptndie 
invited  Miss  Twitch  to  come  and  take  a  cup  of 
coffee  with  her  in  her  own  room.  And  it  was 
after  the  coffee,  that  the  door  being  secured,  and 
all  quiet  and  comfort,  that  a  jug  of  whisky 
punch  was  brewed,  and,  alas  I  soon  dispatched. 
Under  its  influence  Miss  McPrudie  began  to 
reveal  her  hopes  and  expectations,  and  under 
that  of  a  second  and  .stroqger  potation,  she 
confided  to  Miss  Twitch  the  contents  of  a  letter 
she  had  written  to  Mr.  Luxmore,  enlarging  on 

•  her  sufferings  and  probable  ruin  in  his  causei 
and  pointing  out  eamestiy  and  briefly  how  he 
might  atone  to  her. 

''  Now  this  letter,  my  love,"  said  Miss  Mc 
Prudie>  nodding,  and  in  a  half  tipsy  voice,  ^T 
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^wmt  sealed  and  sent.  Do  you  see  to  it^  my 
^weet  girl  I— ihere'9  a  darling ! — take  another 
^rop— here  give  it  me — ^ITl  read  it." 

Min  McPradie  tried — ^in  vain — she  set  her 
ruffle  on  fire— dropped  the  wax^  and  fell  asleep 
m  her  chair. 

MiBs  Twitch  seeing  this^  emptied  the  jng —    , 

leplaoed  in  a  cupboard^  which  she  locked,  all 

the  pazaphemalia — lemons,  s^igar,  glasses,  and 

whisky  bottle,  now  empty.     She  was  much 

jDuager  than  Miss  McPrudie,  and  so  much 

stronger,  that  what  had  quite  upset  the  old 

lady,  only  excited  her,  and  made  her  unusually 

meny  and  talkative. 

Mififl  McPrudie  hating  upset  the  light.  Miss 
Twitch  took  the  letter  and  went  down-stairs, 
intending  to  seal  it  there.  On  the  stairs  she 
met  a  maid-servant,  who  told  her  that  Miss  « 
Fitsosbome  and  Mademoiselle  La  Y anille  were 
out  with  the  young  ladies,  and  that  Mr.  Gilles- 
pie was  below,  and  very  anxious  to  speak  either 
to  her  or  Miss  McPrudie.    i^ware  that  Miss 
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McFrudie  wbb  in  no  state  to  be  seen^  Vim 
Twitek  hurried  down.  Her  &oe  wb»  flushed, 
and  there  was  something  flighty  in  hes  maoner ; 
this^  and  a  well  Imown  odour  of  whisky,,  which 
entered  the  room  with  her,  awakened  the 
shrewdy  Gillespie  to  a  suspicion  of  the  fiuit 

Mr.  Gillespie  carried  in  his  hand  a  Isi^ 
case,  containing  a  splendid  framed  and  glased 
specimen  of  penmanship,  and  the  object  of  liis 
visit  was  to  know  when  and  where  he  was 
likely  to  meet  with  Mr.  Luxmore. 

^'  You're  just  in  time,  and  only  just  in  dme, 
I  can  tell  you,"  said  Miss  Twitch,  pertly;  "the 
Gent^s  off  to-morrow  morning  a  wild  goose 
chase  I  dare  say  after  the  little  chit  who  has 

jilted  him-^jilted  him  as  he  deserves,  for  taking 

* 

up  with  a  green  apple,  when  ripe  and  rosy  ones 
nod  on  the  tree.  I've  something  here  for  his 
Lordship ;  I  see  your  petitjpn  is  well  framed, 
and  this  is  well  framed  too,  only  in  another 
maimer,  I  can  tell  you.'' 
It  was  easy  for  Mr.  Gillespie  to  see  that  his 
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fiknd  iim  Twitch  wa3  ia  an  tuxuBU^Ily  oom- 
nunicgtiTe  and  taUtatiye  yejn,  and  he  forthwith 
mohred  to  torn  her  yolobility  tp  accpjqnt ;  hut 
aaaoddent  made  this  almost  needless.  With 
de  aBpmdence  natjiml.to  her  hewildered  and 
ezdted  state^  Miss  Twitch  left  Miss  McPrudie's 
l^iet  (Hi  the  tahle^  wfail^  she  ran  upstairs  in 
search  of  wax  and  sealj  quick  as  thought^  Mr. 
Gfll^ie  made  himself  master  of  its  contents^ 
and  by  the  time  Miss  Twitch  re-appeared,  his . 
plan  was  formed. 

^  I  don't  think  Miss  McFrudie  will  Ibng  head 
das establishmCTit,"  said  Miss  Twitch;  "I  have 
my  reasons  for  what  I  say,  but  mums  the  word. 
I  only  wish  X  knew,  a  good  sensible  man,  with 
a  little  ready  money  he  could  embark  in  a 
promising  speculation ;  I'd  add  my  savings  to 
htt  Tonture^  and  we  mi^t  make  it  answer 
between  us — eh,  ipy  boy  V*  she  added,  with  a 
fioniliarity  which  Gillespie  traced  to  its.  true 
wuroe, 'thebotde/ 

The  hint,  however,  h^  did  not  choose  to  take; 
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he  felt  quite  sure  that  Miss  McProdie  had 
more  thousands  than  Miss  Twitch  could  boast 
hundreds ;  to  make  those  thousands  his^  and  to 
get  his  old  tyrant  into  his.  power,  was  what 
he  had  set  his  avaricious  and  yindictiye  heart 
upon. 

However,  he  had  tact  enough  to  sigh,  and 
wish  he  had  the  smallest  sum  he  could  embark 
ia  a  venture  that  promised  so  much  bliss.  Miaa 
Twitch  sighed  too,  and  was  about  to  propose 
he  should  take  a  glass  of  something  'com- 
fortable,' when  the  light  echoes  of  many  feet 
were  heard  at  the  entrance  door,  and  Gillespie 
started  up. 

'^  As  I  am  going  to  Mr.  Luzmore's,  I  will 
take  charge  of  your  letter,''  he  said,  with 
studied  carelessness. 

"  Nay,  it  is  not  mine,''  she  replied ;  "I  don't 
write  to  bachelors ^" 

"Well,  give  me  the  letter  1"  he  cried;  "I 
must  be  off— I  would  not  miss  Luzmore  for  the 
world.    FareweUj  lovely  Miss  Twitch. 
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He  took  the  letter  from  her  half  reluctant 
biikd — and  was  gone*  Miss  Twitch  tad  a  sort 
of  presentiment  that  she  had  not  done  right  to 
troit  80  important  a  missive  to  one  in  whom 
ICwMcPrudie  never  placed  the  slightest  con- 
fidence J  but  she  thought  it  better  to  keep  her 
ewB  counsel;  and  aware  she  could  not  well  do  it 
in  her  present  state^  she  pretended  a  violent 
head-ache,  and  repaired  to  her  bed  to  lie  down 
riD  tea*  We  grieve  to  add  that  from  behind 
her  piUow,  she  drew  a  bottle  containing  some 
Bptrituous  liquor ;  at  first  she  resolved  only  to 
taste  it,  but  this  fatal^  lowest,  and  most  de- 
gradiDg  of  all  fascinations  prevailed — each  sup 
Was  longer  than  the  last,  and  in  the  end  she  did 
not  iritbdraw  her  lips  from  the  bottle  till  it  was 
itirly  exhausted,  and  then  having  just  sense 
enough  left  to  conceal  it  under  her  pillow,  the 
rtnoc  blooming  and  happy,  but  now  lost  and 
bloated  Miss  Twitch  fell  into  the  wretched 
Arerish  sleep  of  inebriety. 
Alas !    alas !  in   all  classes  and  all  stations, 
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how  frightfully  common  is  that  loathsome  pro- 
pensity bqpome  I  from  the  aristocratic  beamty, 
exhausted  soul  and  body  by  the  excess  of  those 
amusements^  (innocent  only  in  moderation,)  who 
recruits  her  fluttering  and  fainting  spirit  at  her 
tedious  toilette^  by  sal  volatile^  juleps,  lav^ider, 
eau  de  Cologne,  or  any  other  Iady4ike  disguise 
of  the  same  exciting  potion  which  takes  the 
ragged  Irish  b^gar  from  the  pawnbroker's  to 
the  gin  shop — through  all  classes  of  the 
female  world,  it  is  sadly  to  be  feared  that  the 
horrible,  engrossing,  and  degrading  loTe  of 
spirits  is  frightfully  on  the  increase;  what 
bumpers  of  champagne  have  we  not  seen  the 
most  delicate  flowers  of  the  ball-room,  who 
should  sip  nothing  but  the  crystal  wave,  imbibe, 
with  an  impunity  that  speaks  of  a  long  appren- 
ticeship I  How  great  in  many  houses,  (where 
few  would  suspect  it,)  is  the  private  consumptian 
of  spirits,  and  liqueurs  more  ruinous  stiU. 

This  age  boasts,  and  justly,  of  the  growth 
of  temperance  among  its  sons.    The  five-bottle 
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men  are  no  more;    but   Bacchus    is    indeed 

tTBngei,  it  instead  of  the  open  homage  of  tihe 

ions  of  England,  he  secures  the  private  worship 

of  her  daughters.     At  his  luring  but  grovelling 

shrine,  so  fatally  eaay  of  access  to  many,  Woman 

layi  down  all  the  freshness  of  her  face,  her 

hearty  her  mind ;    a   hideous   crust  seems  to 

gsther  over  her  beauty ;  a  dull  inanity,  or  rest- 

tesg  iD-hnmour,  disturbs  her  temper ;  and  the 

mind  and  heart,  once  capable  of  making  home 

a  paradise,  concentre  all  their  energies  to  the 

private,  the  disreputable  and  lonely  enjoying 

of  what^  in  humbler  life  would  be  designated 

by  the  degrading  appellation  of  dram-drink- 


Aji  there  is  no  habit  so  easy  to  form,  or  so 
hard  to  eradicate,  as  this,  of  flying  to  stimulants 
on  the  slightest  provocation,  so  too  much  pains 
catmoi  be  taken  to  instil  into  the  minds  of  the 
Young  a  horror  of  the  practice.  Parents  should 
be  ever  on  the  watch  against  it;  and  those  who 
tfe  no  longer  blest  by  the  sweet  of&ciousness  of 
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parental  love,  should  steadily  guard  and  watch 
themselves^  for  temptations  are  rife^  and  the 
result  of  jrielding,  is  perdition  of  aoul  and 
body. 

Witness  the  haggard  yet  excited  faces  of  the 
London  ball-rooms — ^witness  every  woman  who, 
under  whatever  name,  seeks  by  artificial  spirits 
to  recruit  her  own — ^witness  Miss  Twitch,  once 
so  spruce,  so  shrewd,  so  blooming,  up  with  the 
lark,  and  busy  as  the  bee,  with  wit  at  will  and 
lovers  in  plenty — ^now  stretched  livid  and  yet 
bloated  in  a  stupid  doze,  from  which  she  will 
awake  to  all  the  horrors  of  a  deep  dejection, 
and  a  maddening  head-ache. 
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CHAPTER  XVra. 


THE  LOTKR    AUD    THE    SCOTCHMAN. 


It  was  eTeoing,  and  Mr,  Luxmore  had  just 
digpatched  his  solitary  dinner.  '^Alone^  but 
not  componionless/'  for  before  him  on  the  table 
hj  th£  gmiling  Psyche  hce  of  Robina  Mc. 
Grigor. 

Though  summer,  the  air  was  cold  and  damp^ 
lod  as  the  dining-room  was  large  and  lofty,  and 
ttMr.Loxmore,  like  most  deformed  and  delicate 
people,  was  extremely  sensible  of  atmospheric 
chaages,  his  thoughtful  and  attached  attendants 
bd  lighted  a  bright  fire,  which  gave  an  air  of 
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comfort  to  the  lonely  grandeur  of  the  room — 
playing  with  a  flickering  and  life-giving  beauty 
on  the  fiunily  pictures  that  hung  around — light- 
ing up  the  languishing  eyes  and  snowy  bosoms 
of  some  of  Lely's  beauties — throwing  out  the 
grim  reality  of  a  couple  of  Luxmores  of  the 
time  of  Holbeiu — and  sparkling  oyer  the  life- 
like and  fijsciuating  &ces  of  Luzmore's  fiither 
and  mother,  whose  peerless  bloom  had  been 
immortalized  by  the  pencil  of  Sir  Joshua. 

A  tempting  dessert  lay  on  the  table  un- 
touched, in  dishes  of  curiously  cut  cryrtal, 
which  glittered  like  gems;  Ae  untasted  wiae 
sparkled  belbre  him,  but  Lozmoie  scaxcely 
knew  that  it  was  there.  He  was  in  a  stale  of 
rapt  entrancement,  anticipating  the  time  when 
Bobina  would  grace  that  table,  when  ber  por- 
trait should  outshine  all  that  now  adorned  those 
walls,  when  every  luxury  would  be  douUed 
and  shared  at  once  1 

He  was  in  this  enraptured  mood  when  Tm^ 
man,  his  butler,  who  in  his  plain  and  gende- 


miiiljr  attire  looked  more  like  a  Doctor  than  a 
eora&t,  came  noiaelesdy  in  to  tell  him  that 
a  penon  of  the  name  of  Gillespie  wished 
to  see  him,  and  intimated  that  he  had  some- 
tfaing  of  importance  to  communicate  to  Mr. 


Hie  colour  rose  to  Luxmore's  pale  temples ; 
tUi  uBcoath  fellow  was  connected  in  his  mind 
with  die  Aong^t  of  Bobina. 

«* Admit  liim^  Tmeman/'  he  said;  and  the 
BSH  moment  Tmeman  nshered  in  the  gannt 
GSkgjpt,  QoB  large  parcel  in  his  hand)  to  his 
master's  preaencOj  anddien  noiselesdy  retired. 

'' Yoor  servwt^  sirl'^  said  Giilespie>  bowing 
bnr^  B0t  a  liftde  awed  by  t^  wealth  and  splen- 
dsQr  ssraimd  him« 

''I rejoice  to  see  yon,  Mr.  Gillespie/'  said 
Mr.  Lmmore,  rising  w^  thorongh-bred  conr- 
tei7^  and  motioning  Gillespie  to  a  seat  at  the 
tiUe.  ''  Gome,  yonr  vittt  will  be  an  induce- 
amt  to  me  to  take  a  litde  wine — ^help  yourself 
«-bt  me  reoommend  tiiose  grapes." 
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Gillespie  put  the  nectar  to  his  lipa — ^never 
had  he  tasted  such  wine  before — he  could  haye 
worshipped  Luxmore. 

"  And  so  you  hare  business  with  me  V^  said 
Mr.  Luxmore. 

''I  haye  indeed^  sir  I  and  of  a  vary  delicat 
and  preevate  nature/' 

Luxmore's  heart  bounded,  and  then  stood 
still!  he  trembled  while  Gillespie  again  filled 
his  glass;  but  recovering  ViimaAlf  he  said: 
<'  And  that  parcel,  is  that  connected  with  your 
mission  V^  His  voice  fidtered  as  he  asked,  for 
might  it  not  be  some  token  from  Bobina  ? 

'' Na,  nal  this  pocket  is  na'  preceesely  con- 
nected with  my  preencepal  business  here,  but  is 
just  a  leetle  compliment  o'  my  ain,  to  pruve  mj 
grotitude  for  past  &vours,  and  my  wish  to 
deserve  future  patronage — your  gracious  re- 
ceeption  o',  and  leeberal  reward  for  ain  o'  my 
specimens  o'  penmanship,  has  just  set  me  on 
preparing  you  anither,  just  to  mak  the  pair, 
and  if  they're  na  use  for  onything  else,  they'll 


THS  SCOTCHMAN.  201 

be  m^htjr  gaie  pottems  to  hong  up  some  day 
m  the  fduxle  room  when  yer  budded  to  I  ken 
wb%  and  ha'  mair  weans  than  even  ye  ken 
weel  what  to  do  wi'.  Ah^  it's  weel  to  use  them 
bedmei  to  the  sight  o'  gade  writing ;  to  my 
miiid  there's  na  peectur  half  so  profeetable,  to 
phee  before  the  bonnie  wee  things.'' 

Ab  he  spoke^  with  an  artist's  pride^  he  un- 
covered and  exhibited  his  new  masterpiece — and 
while  he  dikted  on  each  curre  and  flourish, 
Inzmore^  b^uiled  by  the  picture  he  had  con- 
jured up  of  the  wee  things^  that  were  to  profit 
by  it,  aUd  a  bank-note  into  Gillespie's  ready 
iund. 

''If  I  ever  haye  a  school-room/'  he  said, ''  it 
shall  hang  there." 

"  If  ye  erer  hae— would  ye  hae  weans,  and 
na' train  them  up,  monf  asked  the  sly  Gil- 
kspie  in  a  frank  bold  manner,   he  thought 


He  was  right ;  eyen  the  sensitiye  Luxmore 
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answered — "  No,  no,  if  I  cfe  have  weans,  as  you 
call  them,  they  shall  noi  lack  instrnction. 

"And  what  for  would  ye  na'  hae  weans  in 
plenty?  and  you  wi'  the  bonniest  young  wee 
wife  in  a'  England,  hout  tout,  mon ;  I'll  see  the 
day^  and  that  nay  sa  lang  off,  yell  hae  mair 
than  enough — and  I  only  say,  may  they  re- 
semble yersel,  and  the  mair  the  better  I** 

Luxmore  smiled.  "And  now,'*  he  said, 
"  tell  me  what  is  this  delicate  mission." 

"  Bide  a  wee,  bide  a  wee— it  is  a  delioot 
meession — ^it  concerns  the  ajflSdectLons,  Mr.  Lux- 
more — it's  neither  mair  nor  less  than  a  lu^e 
affair." 

"Speak  on,"  Altered  Luxmore-  "He  comes 
then  from  Bobina,"  he  thought 

"  I  foncy  Vm  na'  mistaken,"  said  Gillespie, 
again  filling  his  glass  and  his  plate,  "in  be- 
lieving that  I  address  mpel  to  a  mon  o'  the 
maist  delicot  sense  of  honour,  and  capable  of 
appreciating  and  rewarding  a  constant  Vii 
devotjed  passion !" 
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"  Yaa  judge  me  rightly,  Gillespie,  by  Heaven 
yon  doP  said  Luzmore,  grasping  the  hard 
hamd  cf  the  old  wriljng-niaster. 

"  Tou  belieye,  Mr.  Luzmore,  that  woman  is 
not  a  mere  toy  for  men's  capreece,  a  bauble  to 
amnae  an  idle  hour ;  you  hae  £uth  in  woman's 
truth  and  woman's  constancy  V* 

^  Greater,  Gillespie,  greatisr  £tf  than  in  that 
of  any  man  on  earth." 

^Aweel,   'comparisons    are    odious' — ^there 

are  constant  men  too,  but  if  ye  kenned  a  woman 

gude,  geefted,  and  some  say  luvely,  wha  in 

qnte  of  a'  the  frowns  o'  fortune,  the  opposee- 

tinn  o'  relatiyes,  and  the  crosses  o'  true  luve, 

continued   entirely  devoted   to   ain   hopeless 

attoohment,  would  ye  na'  weesh  to  see  her 

rewardedf 

^Gillespie,  I  would  die  to  recompense  her." 

^  And  if  ye  kenned  a  mon  whose  heart  was 

a'  her  ain— wha's  only  wish  was  to  be  hers  for 

ever— wha  pined  for  naething  else  but  to  ca' 

her  his-^what  would  ye  wish  him  ?" 
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''  Wish  him !  why  married  to  her — ^married 
in  spite  of  all  obstacles,  all  friends,  or  rather 
foes;  for  those  who  wonld  psi*t  them  are  no 
friends  of  either ;  this  loyely,  constant,  devoted 
woman  is——** 

"JistMissMcPrudie!** 

"MissMcPrudiel** 

''  The  same,  and  the  mon's  jist  mysel*  I" 

Mute  with  astonishment  and  diomaj  sate 
Mr.  Lnzmore;  but  after  a  brief  pause,  the  sense 
of  the  ridiculous  triumphed,  and  he  laughed. 
After  all,  this  absurd  afiair  had  nothing  to  do 
with  him;  it  could  not  afiect  his  pursuit  of 
Bobina;  it  was  a  momentary  pang  to  find 
Gillespie  was  no  emissary  of  hers ;  but  tfast 
pang  orer,  he  checked  his  laughter,  and  said  : 
"You  love  Miss  McPrudie — ^is  that  what  you 
mean  T* 

**  Preceesely  1  in  early  youth  we  were  affi- 
anced ;  '  hard  Fate  and  iron  Fortune'  separated 
us — ^Poverty  forbad  the  banns  o*  our  wedlock— 
Buin  came  to  her  hearth — ^Despair  to  my  heart ; 
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but  Luve  irould  not  gire  way  to  either  Ruin 
or  Despair !  She  set  up  a  schule  in  the  Sooth, 
and  I  became  a  writing-master  to  be  ever  near 
her*  Noo,  leesten;  she  has  perilled  her  con- 
gou, her  prospects,  her  yerj^  exietence  to 
wrre  yoa — ^her  estoblishment^  by  the  vindeec- 
tive  ittfluence  o'  your  afEanced  one's  father, 
tolhers  and  must  fa' !  She  kens  your  influence 
iri*  men  in  power — she  claims  it,  aa  weel  she 
Q^y1  But  listen — she  is  a  maiden^  and  a 
dochier  o*  the  hoose  o*  McPrudie,  and  to  be  a 
QmNn  she  would  na*  own  to  you  her  lave  for 
tae«  She  aska  your  interest  for  hersel*  alone, 
azid  in  this  letter  her  modesty  prefers  na  ither 
boon ;  but  if  ye  would  really  serve  her,  wha's 
niin  your  happier  luve  has  caused,  mak  me  in* 
dependent;  for  ain  dacent  sinecure  tenable  by  a 
womuij  there  are  feefty  lucrative  ones  for  men 
to  be  hod  for  the  asking.  She  troosta  this  to 
me-^ere  is  a  leest  o'  some  four  now  vacant, 
OQy  ain  o'  which  would  enable  me  to  morry 
her.   I  doot  na'  a  letter  fra  you  to  Lord  O 


806  THE    LOVB&  AKD 

would  secure  me  ttuB--or  majbe  ibis— K>r  if  ye 
oould  see  his  Lordship,  a  word  might  gang 
farther  thsa  a  line.'' 

''I  start  St  day-bredt  for  the  Norths''  said 
Luxmore,  ''but  push  that  desk  here— what 
pen  and  ink  oan  do  to  serve  you,  shall  be  done. 
Poor,  poor  Miss  McJ^rudie  I  I  little  thought 
I  when  she  promoted  my  courtshiq^,  that  I  should 

repay  her  with  a  husband  1" 

''The  husband  o'  her  choice,  the  lurer  o' her 

I 

i  youth  I" 

"  I  think  we  may  make  pretty  sure  of  one  o' 
these/'  said  Luxmore^  looking  at  the  list ;  ''his 
I  Lordship  owes  me  something,  and  it  is  th^  fint 

I  £iTour  I  hate  asked.    One  <tf  them  I  think  you 

will  get." 
"  Could  ye  na'  mak  it  two  T 
"  No,''  said  Luzmore,  reddening,  "  by  trying 
to  do  so,  you  would  lose  your  chance  of  one." 

''  I  was  jesting,  naetbing  mair— -my  heart's 
sae  light — ^I'm  like  a  wee  birdie  1" 
Luxmore  wrote ;  Gillespie  watched  him  Uk^ 
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a  woI£  Tht  letter  was  eloquent  and  power- 
fiiL 

**  Deiiyer  this  yonnelf/'  he  said,  ''  as  early 
to-morrow  as  you  can;  write  me  the  result, 
directed^  '  Post-office,  Glasgow/  and  tell  Miss 
Mcfradie,  when  you  go  to  her  with  your  ap- 
pointment, that  I  thought  that  was  the  best 
taswer  I  could  send  to  her  letter  1'' 

^Shell  be  o'  the  same  opeenion,  sir/'  said 
GiDespie,  his  eyes  flashing  with  joy.  ''And 
SOD,  gude  nighty  sir^  and  the  blessing  o'  twa 
fend  hearts  be  wi'  ye.  When  we  meet  again, 
wiH  be  twa  jolly  bridegrooms,  Tm  thinlriTig — 
gode  night,  sir." 

"Good  nighty  Gillespie— 'I  wish  you  joy  I — 
iarcircnr 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


THE  CHANGE. 


The  first  part  of  Bobina's  journey  with  her 
father  was  dull  and  comfortless  indeed.  Hie 
night  he  had  spent  in  company  with  Miss  Mc 
.  Prudie  and  her  whisky  punchy  disposed  him  £>r 
a  succession  of  long  naps  during  the  day. 
Well  wrapped  up  in  his  McGrigor  tartan,  a 
white  cotton  night-cap  on  his  head^  and  over 
that  a  red  silk  handkerchief  tied  under  his  chin, 
he  feU  asleep,  a  frown  on  his  brow^  and  a  growl 
being  the  last  sound  that  saluted  his  daughter's 
ear.  He  occasionally  awaked  at  the  inns 
where  they  stopped  to  change  horses,  refused 
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to  alight^  bat  generally  ordered  a  rummer  of 
bot  ^piite  and  water,  and  then  forthwith  com- 
posed hhiMelf  to  deep  again.  This  was  in- 
toleraUy  doU  Ibr  Bobina,  so  long  accustomed 
to  all  the  anxious  watchfolness,  the  sweet 
anxkty,  of  a  loye  that  partook  of  idolatry. 

Used  as  she  had  of  late  been  to  have  erery 
fancy  gratified,  erery  whim  attended  to,  and 
erery  wish  anticqwted — to  find  her  every  look 
admired,  her  every  word  listened  to,  with  tender 
deference— the  entire  neglect,  the  savage-look- 
ing alnmber  of  Sir  Grigor,  whose  shaggy  brows 
seemed  to  meet  over  his  closed  eyes,  and  his 
wearing  and  monotonous  snore,  irritated  her 
beycnd  endurance.  Tears,  half  of  passion 
against  her  fisther,  half  of  r^et  for  her  lover, 
fbrced  themselves  into  her  eyes.  She  began 
too  to  grow  hungry,  positively  hungry,  and  to 
feel  extremely  indignant  that  her  fitther,  who* 
never  forgot  to  order  a  hot  potation  for  himself, 
never  seemed  to  remember  that  her  usual 
fareakfitft  hour  was  long  past,  and  that  she  was 
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growing  podtiyely  faint  and  ill  from  hating. 
True,  he  had  more  than  once  gmffly  handed 
her  his  glaas  of  hot  spirits  and  water  ;  but  the 
▼erjr  smell  of  it  was  sickening  to  her,  and  with* 
out  any  comment  on  her  refusal,  he  had  eagerly 
drained  the  goblet  htviseK 

Now  rose  on  Memory's  teazfnl  gaae  the 
tlumsand  Kittle  cares  and  attentions  of  poor 
Lnxmore-^-the  anidety  wkh  whieh^  in  any  littk 
jannt  with  herself  and  Miss  McJPmdie,  be 
would  arrange  for  her  perfect  comfert  and  re- 
pose the  swelling  pillows  of  his  softly  cushioaed 
carriage.  With  what  deroted  care  wonld  he 
wrap  the  softest  shawls  aromid  her»  and  place 
cushions  under  her  feet  How  she  regMtted 
now  the  exquisite  bouquet  he  had  erer  ready 
fiur  her,  the  £m,  the  perfumes,  the  enticmg 
fitdt)  the  sparkling  confectionery^  the  pcettf 
variety  of  fen^ons,  with  their  amusiiig  mottoest 
How,  if  conversation  flagged,  he  would  faring 
forth  8om6  amusing  story  or  laughaUe  csrioa- 
ture.    Hoir  if  her  cheek  was  pale,  he  dOited 
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on  ita  paQiM'— if  AaAei,  how  he  pcaiaed  ito 
ram!  Hov  eYery  tttitade  ^ochnted— erfiry 
Ingoid  or  spooAye  f^aaot  enthcalled  himl 
Vkt  wDold  he  his  fedings,  could  he  see  her 
Bflv-^oU,  ivm,  oomfiirtleis^  jolted  along  in  a 
VRitdied  old  cazxiage  of  a  past  centaij,  wateh- 
ingy  dizoiij^  erer  welling  tears,  the  rain  beat 
ipinst  the  windows,  a  surly  lather  moring 
vidim,  a  dseary  prospect  withont— -her  head, 
^  ejM,  her  limbs,  all  aching ;  and  days  of 
tb  noKry  before  her,  and  at  its  cdose  perhaps 
avone&testilL 

Laid  Bhpron  says,  ^'ahnt  up  a  woman  with  a 
loQUag-gkn  and  plenty  of  sngar  plnms,  and 
Ae  iriU  be  qniet;"  and  Bobma  was  jwt  the 
mt  of  woman  to  whom  the  sarcasn  applies^ 
Alooldag^lass  and  a  box  of  sweetmeats  wonld 
We  qfiueted  her  £>r  a  time.  The  glass  wonld 
Ibis  i?anied  her  not  to  spoil  her  eyes,  and 
set  her  dreaming  of  conqnesfB  past  and  to 
mis;  and  the  sngar  ploms,  while  thi^  lasted, 
i>>^  have  helped  to  oQUBoIe.    But  she  had  no 
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such  appliances ;  and  after  some  hours  of  silent 
endurance^  finding  the  carriage  stop  to  change 
horses  at  a  large  comfortable -looking  inn  in  a 
populous  town,  Bobina  took  courage,  and  ex- 
daimedj  when  her  £ither  growlinglj  awoke  >- 

'^  Papa  I  I  am  very  fednt — ^I  must  haye  some 
refreshment.*' 

''HoUor  said  Sir  Grigor,  ''hoi  hoi  ho! 
fidnt  indeed !  you  mean  you're  hungry,  '  Bee- 
nie,*  and  as  for  'refreshment/  it's  a  good  solid 
break&st  you're  after,  lassie.  I  thought  you 
could  live  upon  luye — come,  I'm  glod  you've 
found  your  tongue,  and  have  an  appetite  for 
common  fore;  I  foncsied  you  sentimental  board- 
ing-school misses  were  for  aboye  the  vulgarity 
of  being  hungry;  but  come  alang,  laasie,  well 
e'en  alight  and  see  what  our  hostess  has  to  offer 
us  1  Ho  I  ho  I  ho  I  hungry  indeed  I  Fm  glod 
o'  it — starring  brings  mony  to  their  senses— 
ho!  hoi  hoi" 

Bobina,  not  a  little  nettled  at  this  open  ridi- 
cule, still  thought  it  best  not  to  resent  it,  bat 
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followed,  weary,  cold,  and  exhausted,  in  the 
wake  of  her  yoluminons  and  somewhat  pompouB 
papa,  whose  loud  Yoice  and  authoritative  man- 
ner persuaded  the  fat  Landlady,  the  little  Land- 
lord, Waiters,  Chambermaids,  and  even  Boots, 
tluit  he  was  some  very  great  personage  indeed ! 
The  result  of  which  was,  that  Bobina  soon 
ibimd  herself  in  the  best  Inn's  best  room,  before 
a  blazing  fire,  and  beside  a  table  on  which  an 
excellent  break&st  was  soon  spread. 

When  alone  with  Sir  Grigor,  Bobina  meekly 
asked  if  she  might  ring  for  a  chambermaid  to 
show  her  to  a  room,  where  she  might  refresh 
herself  by  laying  aside  her  travelling  wraps, 
and  washing  her  hands. 

"  I've  na  objeection,  Beenie,"  said  Sir  Grigor, 
"  on  condeetions ;  and  indeed  111  e'en  do  the 
same  mysel.  But  noo  listen,  what  you  mak 
me,  you^  find  me.  I  doot  na'  yer  head's  fu' 
o'  romance,  and  ye  think  to  mak  a  confidante  o' 
erery  prying  wench  you  come  anent,  I  gie  ye 
fii'  liberty  to  do  wha'  ye  like,  and  gang  where 
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ye  like,  within  reason,  if  yell  gie  me  yer  irord, 
as  McGrigor's  dochter,  na'  to  abuse  it— na*  to 
be  sending  aff  ony  luye  nonsense  or  bOIet- 
doux  tx>  the  feUow  Luxmore— «nd  na'  to  be 
Inking  after  ony  other  idling  flauntering  callant, 
in  a  red  coat  or  a  blue  ane.  Inns  are  always 
fa'  o'  them.  If  yer  discreet,  and  keep  yonr  ain 
counsel,  and  act  like  Mc.Grigor's  sole  dodit^ 
and  sole  heiress,  there's  naefhing  I  can  do  to 
pleasure  ye  that  FU  think  too  hard ;  but  if  je 
h*  into  the  foDies  I  spake  o',  FU  nerer  troost 
you  oot  o*  my  sight^Fll  lock  ysr  door,  ftUow 
you  like  yer  shadow,  and  tache  you  what  it  is 
to  aroose  the  anger  and  suspicion  o'  the  Mc. 
Grigor.  Noo,  what's  yer  wul,  and  what's 
your  way  f 

Bobina  pondered  a  moment,  then  oomiiig 
fondly  up  to  her  fatlier,  she  said  cheerfully: 
**  My  will  and  my  way,  dearest  papa,  are  yours; 
I  give  you  my  word,  that  I  will  do  none  of  the 
silly  things  you  reprobate;  I  accepted  Mr. 
Luxmore  under  the  impression  I  received  from 
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Mm  McPradie,  that  he  was  of  all  men  the  one 
any  fiuher,  bat  particularly  mine,  would  covet 
fer  his  child.  At  jour  conunand  I  hare  re- 
ngned  him,  and  placed  myself  at  your  disposal; 
nudy  I  deserre  no  censure  fi>r  tiie  past,  no 
diitnist  fer  the  future;  leave  me  to  my  own 
kevtyit  will  never  suggest  any  action  unworthy 
of  the  bst  scion  of  the  house  of  McGrigor  1" 

'^  There  spoke  my  own  darling/*  said  the 
Ubet,  clasping  her  to  his  heart ;  "  noo  gang 
^fhete  ye  wul  and  do  what  you  wul — ^and  be 
am  that  Fve  na'  corried  ye  awa'  fira'  the  little 
cnuapled,  fimping  Southron,  without  a  £ur 
acme,  in  the  person  o'  ain  of  the  finest, 
Doblcst,  canniest  fellowB  even  the  Heeghlands 
^er  produced*  Gang  and  doff  your  heavy 
dosk  and  hat,  Beenie,  and  we'll  e'en  mak  a 
t^naUast  thatll  mak  the  Soutiiron  waiters 
sure.'* 

Sir  Grigor  McGhrigor  of  Grigor  was  as  good 
V  ius  word.  The  Southron  waiters  did  indeed 
'to  at  the  quantities  of  delicate  English  fare 
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which  fetmd  their  waj  into  his  rapaoons  Soot- 
tiflh  maw.    Basons  of  tea  and  coffee— piles  of 
battered   toast,  muffins,   and   crumpets,  and 
several  eggs,  formed  the  mere  finishing  off  of 
a  repast,  consisting  of  a  large  share  of  an  old 
English  round  of  beef,  and  a  ham,  which  coming 
in  round,  rosj,   and    blooming,  went  out  a 
mere  wreck.     Bobina  was  amased,  but  had 
tact  enough  to  conceal  a  degree  of  astonishment 
bordering    on    disgust      After    aa    exoelknt 
breakfast,  she,  while  awaiting  the  finale  of  her 
father's  prolonged  repast,  threw  herself  on  a 
sofa  near  a  fire,  which  a  damp  though  sum- 
mer morning  made  very  acceptable,  and  fell 
into  a  soimd  sweet  sleep,  firom  which  she  was 
awakened  by  a  row  between  her  fiither,  the 
landlady,  and  the  waiter,  about  the  pa]rment  of 
the  bin. 

"  Gang  yer  ways,  woman  T*  he  said,  "  gang 
yer  ways,  if  there's  aught  to  settle,  send  me  the 
gude  mon — She'll  hear  reason,  which  na  woman 
ever  did  fira'  Eve  doonwards  1" 
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"  My  husband  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
matter,  sir,"  said  the  landlady,  '*  he  leaves  all 
these  things  to  me.** 

**  l*he  big^r  fide  he  then,"  said  Sir  Grigor  j 
"but  it  motters  naethmg.  Breakfast  for  twa, 
at  twa  and  a  bawbie  a  head,  and  if  ye  had  ten 
i'>oshands  VA  pay  na  mair,  forbye  twa-pence 
S>r  the  waiter,  which  is  hondsome/*  And  he 
drew  the  ham  near  him  to  cut  another  slice. 

The  landlady  darted  at  it. 

**No,  indeed,  sir,  since  you're  no  gentleman, 
tad  refuse  to  pay  for  what  you  eat,  you'll  eat 
D«  more  in  this  house,  I  can  tell  you.** 

**Aweel,  aMeel,  woman,  Vm  sotisfied  ;  I've 
h«id  eneugh,  and  eneugh  is  as  gude  as  a  feast." 

'•  Enough  indeed  V*  said  the  woman,  '*  you've 
kad  enough  for  a  dosen,  you  great,  ghittonous, 
greedy,  cheating  Scotch  pig  you !"  And  she 
began  to  sob,  as  she  looked  at  the  ham,  and  with 
motlior  $c>b  to  examine  the  beef!  I  can  never 
>  nd  them  up  again.    I  wonder  what  the  gentle- 

n  i*  lunches  here  would  say  to  see  'em!*' 
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^'  Tell  them  they've  bad  the  honour  of  bemg 
sacrificed  to  Sir  Grigor  McGrigor  o'  Grigor," 
said  the  proyoking  old  Scotchman ;  "  they'll  be 
e'en  prood  to  come  in  for  my  lavinga  1" 

"  Will  they — ^indeed  they're  real  gentry,  and 
scorn  to  eat  more  than  they  pay  for !  I  only 
wish  my  husband  was  half  a  man  instead  of 
being  the  mean,  cowardly  mill^op  of  a  coddle 
he  is !" 

"  I  wish  he  were,  my  good  woman,  for  then 
he'd  teach  you  with  a  good  horsewhip  to  breedle 
yer  saucy  tongue." 

"  He  teach  me  I''  shrieked  the  woman,  £urly 
eniaged,  '' neither  he  nor  the  best  man  that 
ever  wore  a  head,  could  ever  teach  me." 

"  I  believe  you,  good  woman,  you're  ower 
auld  to  learn.  And  noo  tak  yerael  off  I  before 
you  provoke  me  to  do  what  na  McGrigor  yet 
ever  did,  to  lay  bonds  on  a  woman,  save  in  the 
way  o'  kindness.  Had  I  been  a  poor  con- 
soomptive  dying  bodie,  hardly  able  to  monage 


TUB   CUAXOE. 


»19 


a  coop  a  tay  and  a  bite  o'  bread,  would  ye  na* 
hie  chorged  me  twa  and  leexpence  ?** 
''Of  coarse,  that's  the  regular  price," 
"And  yet  such  an  ain  could  na*  eat  the  cost 
0*  i  penny*    Ain  pays  for  the  other  ;  my  lassie 
eiti  like  a  wee   birdie — I,  like  a  Heeghlond 
ifeodeiDon ;  I  groodge  na*  half>a*croon  for  her 
bit  uA  sapi  and  if  I  mak  a  hearty  meal  ye 
need  ha*  groodge  it  me  1     It's  a'  fair  and  square 
-^aad  if  it  were  na*,  it*8  na'  Sir  Grigor  Mc. 
Giigor  0*  Grigor  would  offer  it.     Stand  awa*^ — 
S»fig  yer  ways— come,  Beenie/' 

Off  flounced  the  landlady  in  the  vain  hope  of 
rousing  up  her  little  matei  to  resist  the  Scotch 
C'Qniiorftiit'a  departure  ;  hut  he,  who  had  had 
A  glimpse  of  the  huge  dimensions^  and  resolute 
*t»  rf  Sir  Grigor,  had  at  the  fir^t  rumour  of  a 
^^  between  his  guest  and  his  wife,  slunk  away 
^A  bidden  in  the  coal-hole* 

"Waiter!   sir!**  said   a  pert   fellow,   armed 
^  a  napkin,  as  (with    Bobina  on  hU  arm) 
^  Grigor  stalked  down  stairs, 
Li! 
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Sir  Grigor  tendered  him  two-pence. 

''Waiter,  sir!"  repeated  the  man,  holding 
out  his  hand  with  the  two-pence  in  it. 

Sir  Grigor  took  them  back. 

"  If  they're  na  use  to  you,  mon,  they  are 
to  me." 

*'  Waiter,  sir  I"  persisted  the  man,  following. 

''Boots,  sir!"  cried  a  black-fiEtced,  saucy 
fellow. 

"  Ostler,  sir  I''  cried  another. 

"  Please  to  remember  the  chamber-maid, 
Mem  I"  said  a  gay,  coquettish  damsel,  with 
pink  ribbons  in  a  smart  cap. 

Bobina  had  no  money.  She  blushed,  and 
tears  of  shame  started  to  her  eyes,  as  all  these 
noisy  applicants,  with  the  enraged  landlady 
bringing  up  the  rear,  followed  with  their 
clamorous  demands  to  .the  entrance. 

There  stood  the  carriage,  but  no  horses  were 
put  to  it. 

"Are  there  no  horses  ready?"  growled  Sir 
Grigor. 
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**  We've  no  horses  for  them  as  'ont  pay/' 
said  the  landlady,  while  all  her  household  burst 
into  a  loud  insulting  laugh. 

"  Bide  a  wee,  bide  a  wee  by  the  door,  my 
ImreP'  said  the  old  Scotchman;  and  leaving 
Sohina  on  a  bench  at  the  door  of  the  '  King's 
Head,'  he  stalked  pompously  into  the  opposite 
urn,  the  '  Bising  Sun.' 

PoorBobina!  how,  with  the  sensitive  feel- 
ings of  early  girlhood,  she  writhed  at  the  gibes 
aadjeersof  the  litde  inimical  mob  now  increased 
by  several  helpers  and  idle  boys.  How  dif- 
ferent this  exit,  to  that  she  used  to  make  with 
Miss  McPrudie  and  the  generous  and  ena- 
moured liixxmore,  from  any  of  the  hotels  or 
public  places  she  had  visited  with  them — Lux- 
more,  who  in  the  pride  and  ecstacy  of  his  heart, 
Isyished  tokens  of  approbation  on  all  who  had 
been  able  for  a  few  moments  to  contribute  to 
Bobina's  comfort.  How  different  the  deep 
reverential  curtsies  of  the  landladies  he  had 
recompensed — the  officious  gratitude  of  waiters 
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and  chamber-maids — ^the  wild  delight  of 'Boots' 
— and  the  well-satisfied  nod  of  that  ^ast  and 
inevitable  torment  'the  Ostler' — ^to  all  this 
abusive  mockery  I  these  insulting  comments ! 
their  gibes  and  jeers,  not  merely  at  her  fkther 
and  herself^  but  at  the  whole  "  Land  o'  cates 
and  Brither  Scots/' 

She  had  never  paused  to  inquiJre  why  every 
lip  smiled,  and  every  knee  bent,  as  she 
leaned  on  Luxmore's  arm  and  stepped  into 
his  carriage ;  she  h^d  indulged  a  general 
notion  that  it  wad  a  tribute  paid  to  her  surpass- 
ing elegance  and  beauty.  She  thought  herself 
fit  to  be  an  idol,  and  marvelled  not  at  say 
homage  profiered  to  her  I  Little  did  she  then 
think  that  obsequious  smile  was  bought — each 
humble  curtsey,  grovelling  bow,  and  officious 
attentioui  owing  not  to  her  merit,  but  to  her 
lover's  wealth ! 

However,  she  is  undeceived  now,  and  ruddy 
too.  She  is  the  same  Bobina — ^the  same  &ce, 
the  same  form,  the  same  mien  and  manner, 
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eren  ihe  same  hat  and  cloak  in  which  she  had 
been  treated  like  an  empress^  and  how  finds 
hemU  scouted  and  ridictded  like  a  beggar  ot 
an  ootcast  Even  her  person  and  her  dress 
are  londly  ridiculed;  her  long  auburn  ringlets 
are  pronounced  by  turns  red  and  sandy^  and  a 
pert  boy  presumes  to  ask  her  how  she  sells  her 
carrots. 

Under  these  circumstances,  Luzmore  rose 
hi^er  and  higher  in  her  esteem.  She  her- 
self scarcely  knew  how  little  of  any  love  but 
die  grovelling  love  of  self,  was  mingled  with 
ber  now  bitter  regret  of  one  who  had  made 
e^ery  scene  of  life  one  of  delight  and  triiunph^ 
and  every  hour  a  rapid  hour  of  enjoyment. 
It  was  a  great  relief  to  her  to  see,  at  length, 
lier  fiither,  attended  by  a  bowing  landlord, 
iane  from  the  **  Bising  Sun,*'  followed  by  an 
osder  and  a  pair  of  post  horses. 

They  were  harnessed  to  Sir  Grigor's  old 
carriage  among  the  shouts  and  derisive  ejacula- 
titms  of  the    establishment  of  the    '^  King's 
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Head."  At  length  the  chaise  was  ready^  and 
Bobina,  to  her  unspeakable  relief^  found  herself 
borne  n^idly  away  from  the  yells  and  shouts 
of  her  persecutors. 


225 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THB  JOUBNXT  CONTINTJBD. 

The   scene  we  have  just  recorded  made  a 

deep  and  Tivid  impression  on  Bobina's  mind. 

Wealth  and  Liberality  became  in  her  opinion 

the   noblest  and  loveliest  of  attributes.     She 

could  not  cordially  join  in  her  fiither's  exaltation 

at  ^vrbat  he  considered  a  signal  triumph ;  and 

when  in  the  pride  of  his  heart  he  exclaimed^ 

'*  Oh,  hoo  Davie  would  hae  enjoyed  this — oh, 

hoo  I  wish  Davie  had  but  been  with  us — hoo 

heHl  laugh  and  glory  to  think  hoo  I've  dune 

the  rascals'* — ^Bobinafelt  at  her  heart  an  omi- 
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nous  dread^  that  this  Davie  was  no  other  than 
Sir  Dayie  McDougal^  mentioned  with  such 
pndse  as  her  approved  suitor  in  her  mother's 
letter^  and  to  whom  in  all  probability  her  fiuher 
alluded^  when  he  spoke  of  the  great  and  excel* 
lent  match  he  had  in  view  for  her. 

Anxious  to  be  certain  on  so  very  important  a 
pointy  Bobina  at  letigth  tentored  to  ask :  ''And 
pray,  papa,  who  may  this  Davie  be  you're  so 
fond  of,  and  always  so  wishing  for  V* 

"  Ha,  lassie !"  replied  her  feither,  pinching 
her  dieek,  ''  dinna  ye  ken  ?  this  same  Davie  is 
ain  ye^  sune  be  fonder  o'  than  chren  I  am,  asd 
wush  niver  to  be  parted  fira'  mair,  night  or  day, 
I'm  thinking,  lassie !  It's  na  maur  nor  na  lest 
than  Sir  Davie  Mc.Dcrugal  o^  Dougal  and  Glen* 
lonely,  the  braweat  mon  and  noblest  creetiir 
that  ever  wore  a  tartan !  Sax  feet  sax  he  stonds 
in  his  shoon!  and  hia  shou&era  are  braid  to 
motch,  and  a'  hiitf  leembs  propcoiionate.  As 
ye  ken  we're  na'  jist  sae  wealthy  as  we  hae 
been,  and  Fd  e'en  be  saving  ht  your  sake. 
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•owe,  I've  let  'Grigor/  the  auld  castle^  the 
mtdn  and  a'^  to  a  Southron  Airl,  and  we  jist  live 
at  Davie's  anld  place  *  Glenlonely/  the  groonds 
o'  which  tooch  the  braes  of  his  ain  Ha^  caM,  as 
ye  ken^  McDougal  Costle !  Oh^  it's  when  ye 
hae  seen  Davie^  the  braw  lod^  ye'U  indeed  think 
vi'  scorn  o'  the  wee^  croompled,  limping  bodie^ 
die  anld  maid  M^Ptudie  Mad  feexSd  on  for 
your  hoosband  I  The  anld  Me— wha'  can  she 
ken  aboot  the  motter  I  And  though  Davie's  weel 
to  do,  and  McJDougal  is  his^  and  Glenlonely, 
^  miles  o'  muirs  aii4  wddds^  he*6  na^  Southron 
^  to  Uve  up  to  his  incomings ;  he  kens  the 
^^  o'  sSIer,  and  ihe  weesdotA  A  laying  bye 
^  ft  jrainjr  day-^-^attd  a  rainy  day  it  is  When 
^  year  brings  a  bonny  wean  to  be  proveeded 
fe^>  lassie.  Oby  vndt  a  wee— wait  a  wee — ^ye 
^  na'  what  a  fine  mon  is,  lassie,  yet ;  but 
y*Tl  ken  when  anee  ye'te  elopped  eyes  on  Sir 
^e MdDougal  o*  Dougd!" 
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THE  SURPRI8B. 


After  Sir  Grigor  McGrigor  of  Grrigor  had 
completed  his  eloqaent  tribute  to  the  merits  of 
Sir  Davie  McDoiigal  of  Dougal,  he  drew  his 
'pocket  pistoF  from  an  ample  pocket,  took  a 
long  deep  draught  of  rum,  pulled  his  night-cap 
over  his  brows,  and  tied  his  red  silk  handker- 
chief under  his  chin,  wrapped  his  ample  plaid 
around  him,  and  turning  his  back  to  Bobina, 
composed  himself  at  once  to  sleep— the  words 
"  Bide  a  wee,"  and  '*  Oh,  he's  the  braw  callant, 
and  the  carefii'  I"  dying  on  his  lips.    But  the 
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picture  he  had  conjured  up  was  &r  from  beisg 
agreeable  to  Bobina's  youthful  fimcy.  It  was 
many  years  since  she  had  seen  this  paragon, 
and  Memory  had  left  but  a  fidnt  picture  on  her 
mind  of  his  face  and  form — but  what  she  could 
recal  was  far  from  agreeable  to  her  taste,  and 
she  distinctly  remembered  that  as  a  child  there 
were  few  of  her  father's  yisitors  so  terrible 
or  so  hateful  to  her  as  the  young  Laird  of  Mc. 
Dougal  Castle. 

Memory  certainly  is  oflen  a  magnifier,  as  we  all 
find,  when  we  revisit  the  haunts  and  the  friends 
of  our  childhood,  every  person  and  every  place 
seems  smaller  and  meaner  than  we  had  pictured 
them  to  ourselves;  but  unless  this  delusive 
power  did  indeed  greatly  exaggerate,  Robina 
felt  sure  that  the  proportions  of  Sir  Davie 
were  those  of  a  giant.  She  recalled  the  huge 
outline  of  a  fiice  and  head,  certainly  handsome, 
but  quite  mask-like  in  the  size  of  its  featiures, 
She  felt  almost  sure  that  a  quantity  of  bright 
red  hair  rose,  in  spiral  ringlets,  standing  the 
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kngth  of  haH  a  f<xH  on  end  firoia  a  high  tho' 
fteddsd  fi»diead— that  duck  r^  eje^brows 
ahnOBt  fuel  <iYcar  his  eyes,  and  a  huge  firfll  of 
oarotty  whiskers  smfrouiided  his  £u».  Except 
tfakj  and  a  hand  which  aught  hare  served  the 
hngest  of  the  tfons  of  Ajiak,  with  a  feot  to 
match,  Bobina  could  recal  nothii:^,  but  that 
Sir  Davie  had  ever  delighted  in  holding  heti 
against  her  will,  on  his  gigantic  knee,  and  ditf 
a  sense  of  diBComfbrt  and  alarm  were  mixed  up 
with  him,  in  her  mind  I 

Then,  too,  her  mo&er*s  eulogy  and  her 
&ther'tf  tribute,  did  not  dispose  he^r  id  his 
ikyonr ;  his  premliitare  fits  of  gout,  kis  cotiBe- 
quent  retirement  from  the  gaieties  of  £dm- 
bordugii,  to  seokide  himself  and  a  yoting  wife, 
of  whom  he  evidenfly  wished  to  make  a  dru^^ 
and  a  niirse — ^his  eeonofi^  and  hk  MaideB 
sisters — all  conspired  to  raise  in  Bobina's  mind 
adistaste  of  him,  and  a  Most  flattering  retrospect 
of  poor  Luxmore* 

Shd  preferred  a  hnsband  who  could  be  ktYish 
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where  she  ww  concerned^  a&d  wisely  concladed 
thft  a  man  bo  admired  for  his  own  beauty^  as 
Sir  Davie^  would  not  pay  to  her's  the  homage 
tad  the  idolatry  she  had  been  accustomed  to  £roni 
the  somewhat  deformed,  but  yet  itiost  interest- 
iflg  Luxmore. 

Etery  hoar  increased  her  regret  £>r  the  itian 
who  had  so  idolized,  so  pampered^  so  qpoilt  her, 
Tme,  she  was  now  on  good  tenns  ^th  her 
hsinst,  they  trayeUed  slnoc^thly  on  together,  and 
she  had  nothing  to  oompkin  of;  but  he  exacted, 
of  coarse,  much  more  attention  than  he  paid; 
he  considered  himself  and  his  own  conyenience 
fint  in  ererythiBg.  Any  praise  he  bestowed, 
^iHM  bestowed  on  Sir  Dayie  or  on  himself,  and 
Mrethanhalf  the  time  he  spent  in  sleep  I  Of 
coarse  all  this  was  yery  ti'ying  to  one  who  had 
been  so  long  the  sole  idol  of  a  man  of  surpass* 
ing  delicacy  of  sentiment,  and  tenderness  of 
Itnart-^man,  whose  owli  romantic  fancy  in- 
vested the  beantiM  Bobina  with  eyery  yirtue, 
talent,  and  gracefol  attribute,  in  keeping  witii 
&  bee  so  £sdr  and  a  form  so  perfect — a  man 
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whose  wealth  brought  eyerything  she  oould 
covet  within  her  reach,  and  who^  exacting  from 
a  young  (and  as  he  thought  a  timid)  giil  no 
daring  or  marked  tokens  of  affection,  asked 
only  to  be  allowed  to  worship  her  and  to  be 
permitted  to  believe  that  he  was  loved! 

Often  as  the  softening  hour  of  twilight  stx^le, 
with  its  irresistLble  influence,  even  over  Bobina's 
worldly  heart,  during  this  protracted  and  tedi* 
ous  journey,  she  would  lean  back  in  the  car- 
riage, and  tears  of  a  soft,  though  perhaps  too 
selfish,  regret  would  mingle  with  the  thought  of 
Luzmore. 

It  was  after  about  a  week  of  the  slow  tra- 
velling and  bad  roads  of  former  days,  that 
Sir  Grigor  and  his  daugher  arrived,  on  a 
lovely  summer  evening,  at  the  pretty  and 
romantic   town  of  A  ;   there   they  in- 

tended to  rest  for  the  night.  Bobina's  heart 
was  more  than  usually  sad  as  she  drew  near 
the  Borders ;  they  seemed  to  form  a  boundary 
between  her  past  and  her  ftitore  life.     Sng- 
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land,  comfort,  wealth,  indulgence,  adoratiflfn, 
and  Luzmore,  on  one  aide ;  on  the'  other,  a 
reaolote  &ther,  a  stem  mother,  discomfint,  par- 
amumy,  toil,  (for  she  had  not  fingotten  the  set 
of  shirts  and  the  household  cares)  and  a  lover 
^f^umk  she  detested  beforehand. 

Poor  Bobina!  as  the  carriage  passed  under 
the  dark  old  archway,  and  through  the  gates  of 
^  town^  they  seemed,  like  Dante's,  to  shut 
out  Hope.  A  very  cordial  reception  at  a  very 
oomfortable  Lm  somewhat  reviTed  her,  and  the 
aight  of  a  travelling  carriage  standing  in  the 
hm-yard,  which  she  felt  sure  was  Mr.  Lux- 
ouxre's,  sent  the  colour  t6  her  cheek  and  a  wild 
flutter  to  her  heart.  She,  however,  concealed 
her  emotion,  and  it  was  not  till  she  went  up- 
fltaiiB  to  change  her  dress  for  dinner,  that  she 
Tentored  to  inquire  of  the  chambermaid  to 
whom  that  carriage  belonged. 

She  heard  in  reply,  that  a  gentleman,  who 
seemed  very  ill,  and  who  had  evidently  been 
travelling  day  and  night  for  some  time,  had 
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arrired  in  it,  the  day  before,  but  bo  exhausted 
and  &tigaed  that  he  had  been  in  bed  ^QniMt 
ever  snide.  ''He's  how  just  risen/'  added  the 
girl^  "and  going  to  dinher,  but  he's  so  pile 
and  spirit^like,  that  when  I  took  fabn  his  hot 
water,  he  qtiite  give  itae  a  totn.'' 

An  itnpatient  message  from  Sir  Grigor  Mc. 
Gfrigor  sent  Bobina  htetily  to  the  dinin|^room, 
whtoe  she  found  her  &ther  had  already  helped 
himself  to  soup.  Bobina  sate  henrons,  Hy- 
stracted,  and  starting  at  every  sound,  duHiig 
dinner ;  neter  had  a  repast  seamed  to  her  so 
protracted;  she  was  r^ady  to  ^^e^  ^^jAl  im- 
I^tienccf  as  her  &ther  helped  himself  agaiii  and 
Kgain  to  some  tempting  dish. 

Every  soUnd  of  carriage<>wheels  seemed  to 
heir  to  announ<^e  the  ddparttlre  of  Luxnaore. 
At  length,  thd  diimeif  done,  the  wine  and 
dessert  kept  Sir  Grigor  alrake  for  another  hofor. 
At  last  he  threw  himself  (rik  Ite  sofit^  aiid  iMth 
unspeakable  joy  Bobina  sat^  hini  close  hii  eyes, 
and  heard  him  breathe  hard.    She  Was  rescdved 
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to  ▼entnre  <mt  to  wilk  in  the  garden,  ^Huch 
spread  (as  she  had  ascertained)  nnder  the  win* 
dowB  of  Mr.  Lnxmore's  ntdng^room ;  and 
should  he  not  see  her,  she  determined  to  send 
him  by  the  chambermaid  a  bote,  to  tell  him  to 
join  her  in  the  garden. 

Gently  she  rose,  and  stole  on  tiptoe  to  the 
door!  Alas!  alas!  the  noise  she  made  in 
opening  it,  aronsed  Sir  Grigor. 

''Don't  go,  Beenie,''  he  said ;  ''come  and  sit 
hf  me-^I  want  yon  here.'* 

Bobina  was  obliged  to  return ;  it  was  long 
before  she  thong^t  it  safe  to  mate  again;  at 
length  Deqpair  gave  her  conrage,  she  walked 
ont  of  the  room,  and  Sped  like  a  irighted  doe 
into  the  garden. 

At  that  yery  moment  Lilzmore,  pale  and  ill, 
stood  at  his  open  window,  watching  the  suntet 
His  generous  and  devoted  heart  was  itdl  of 
Bofaina ;  he  i^epeated  to  himself  every  Word 
the  nnhappy  EVa  Morris,  in  her  earnest  wish 
to  comfort  him,  had  said  of  the  soffniiigs  of 
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his  affianced  one,  her  straggles  between  love 
and  duty,  her  alternate  fits  of  Tivid  angoish 
and  passiye  despair ! 

''Angelic,  deroted,  idolized  Bobina!*'  trem* 
bled  on  his  lips,  ''oh  that  I  conld  see  thee 
again !  come  to  me,  beloved  one  !'' 

At  that  Tery  moment,  as  if  in  answer  to  his 
invocation,  a  slight  rustling  was  heard,  as  of 
some  light  form  passing  hastily  by  the  shrubs 
beneath  his  window.  An  ambrosial  odour  of 
tiolets,  the  scent  the  young  coquette  habitually 
wore,  stole  upon  his  senses.  Almost  sick  with 
sudden  ecstacy,  he  looked  from  the  window, 
and  beheld  the  slight  form  of  the  young  girl, 
robed  in  white,  and  the  McGrigor  tartan 
thrown  over  her  head  and  shoulders,  flitting 
along  the  centre  walk  of  the  hotel  gardens. 

He  gazed  transfixed  for  a  moment — ^it  must 
be  Sobina — ^he  recognised  her  every  move- 
ment; he  will  follow  her,  but  oh  the  anguish, 
should  it  not  be  his  darling.  At  this  moment, 
marvelling  that  he  came  not,  Bobina  turned 
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her  head;  he  beheld  that  haunting  face,  the 
laughing  eyes^  the  parted  rosy  lips,  the  golden 
locks  bright  in  the  setting  sun;  he  rushed 
oat  of  his  room.  Bobina  turned  into  a  seques- 
tered path,  at  the  end  of  which  was  a  summer- 
hoiiae;  laughingly,  and  beckoning  him  with 
her  £ur  hand  the  while,  she  sped  along,  till 
she  had  gained  this  shelter.  Luxmore  followed 
her,  wild  with  joy  and  hope,  and  while  Robina 
threw  herself  on  a  seat  in  the  summer-house, 
Luxmore  felt  on  his  knees  before  her. 

In  broken  accents,  true  love  told  its  monoto- 
nous, tautological  tale  of  real  suffering — ^in 
eloquent  and  touching  language,  well  coun- 
terfeited passion  poured  forth  its  bewitching 
response.  The  lover's  tears  fell  down  his 
pale  cheeks,  wan  with  vigils  ;  the  maiden  hid 
her  &ce  in  her  handkerchief  and  seemed  to 
weep.  The  conference  lasted  for  an  hour, 
during  which  time  Bobina  painted  in  vivid 
colours  all  she  had  endured  and  must  yet 
endure,  and  starting  at  every  step,  conveyed  to 


2S8  TBS  81TBPBUB. 

Lozmoie's  mind  die  oonTiction  how  mueh  the 
muMi  loye  him,  to  liak  the  wrath  of  her  dreadful 
fioher,  thus  to  meet  him.  He  would  fidn  have 
carried  her  off,  from  that  very  spot,  to  Gretna 
Green ;  but  BoUna,  the  unreal  and  the  heait- 
lesB,  had  no  wish  so  speedily  to  end  this,  to 
her,  exciting  romance.  She  pleaded  delicacy, 
duty,  maiden  scruples,  with  words,  looks,  and 
tones  that  made  her,  if  possible,  dearer  in  hex 
refusal  than  she  would  have  been  in  her  com- 
pliance. 

All  that  Luzmore  could  obtain  from  her  was, 
a  promise  to  see  him  at  Glenlonely  at  a  month 
from  that  time— -which  period  she  stipulated 
for,  as  necessary  to  enable  her  to  prepare  her 
parents'  minds  for  her  rejection  of  the  suitor  of 
their  choice,  and  her  introduction  of  the  one  of 
her  own. 

''  Do  not  urge  me  to  more  than  this,  dearestl" 
she  said ;  *^  you  little  dream  what  I  entail  ufoa 
myself  even  by  this.  It  is  no  trifle  for  a 
daughter  with  my  affections,  and  my  sense  of 
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^*      ^disappomt  in  their  dearest -wishes^ 
^hp  loyg  ^  ^  ^^n^  though  with  a  mis^ 

^'^^^^^ess;  I  must  hare  time  to  appear  to 
^^  <^ho6eii  one  a  fair  chance !" 

^  oh,  if  he  should  please  you,  Bobinal 
^7  he  is  young>  handsome,  highly-born, 
^^^>  accomplished — alas  1  alas !  what  am  I 
"^^acale  with  such  a  lover?" 

JLOu  are  loved,  dear  Arthur,  and  the  'loved 

^  lovely*— and  besides,  my  love,  my  first  love, 

^^^  70a  not  my  promise  ?  (conditional  though, 

fCQember)  for  one  month  you  must  leave  me 

^  mjrself,  and  then  come  to  Glenlonely,  and 

^  the  rest  to  me  1     And  now,  oh  heaven, 

^n  away  1  do,  dear,  dear  Arthur — ^I  hear 

^p»<-I  hear  my  fioher's  voice  I    Were  he  to 

discover  this  meeting,  I  should  not  be  safe  even 

&om  personal  violence — go  at  once ;  and  it  is 

aot  impossible  that  I  may  contrire  before  the 

cod  of  this  sad,  sad  month,  to  send  you  a  few 

lines  to  tell  you  I  love  you  still  I    But  now,  in 

pity,  go,  for  here  comes  my  &ther !" 
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Madly  Luxmore  clasped  the  cold  coquette 
to  his  warm  trusting  heart,  and  then  hearing 
indeed  footsteps  and  voices  close  by,  he  sprang 
through  the  window  of  the  summer-house,  and 
darted  into  the  shrubbery. 

When  Sir  Grigor  (for  it  was  indeed  he) 
entered  the  summer-house,  he  found  the  sly 
Bobina  apparently  asleep.  His  loud  ''Ho!  ho! 
ho!"  aroused  her.  She  pretended  to  start, 
rubbed  her  eyes,  and  asked  in  true  heroine 
style, "  Where  am  I  ?" 

Sir  Grigor  replied  by  shaking  her  rudely  but 
playfully.  "Where  are  you  indeed  I  why 
where  you  ought  not  to  be— forsaking  me 
for  earwigs  and  black  beetles — catching  cold 
and  losing  your  time.  However,  I'm  glad  it's 
no  worse ;  when  I  heard  you'd  been  here  an 
hour,  I  began  to  fear  you'd  found  something 
more  to  amuse  you  than  the  moon  and  the 
snails !  Cpme  along,  and  make  my  tea — ^we're 
off  at  six  for  bonnie  Scotland,  and  I  hope  this 
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is  die  last  I  shall  see  of  the  South,  or  the  South 
ofme.** 

Bobina  followed  her  &ther  in  silence ;  once 
she  rentured  to  look  towards  the  shrubbery  into 
which  Luxmore  had  hurried.  There,  half 
ludden  by  a  shrub,  she  saw  in  the  gloaming  his 
slight  frail  form;  passionately  he  kissed  his  hand, 
and  furtively  Bobina  returned  the  adieu.  A 
moment  more  and  she  was  seated  at  the  well- 
covered  tea-table,  supplying  her  insatiate  papa 
^1^  frequent  basons  of  the  beverage  '^that 
cheers  but  not  inebriates,"  and  watching  with 
surprise  the  quantity  of  muffins,  girdle  cake, 
short  bread,  buttered  toast,  honey  and  marma- 
^e,^th  which  he  made  up  his  repast  In 
the  meantime,  poor  Luxmore,  fuU  of  hope, 
though  £Eunt  with  love  and  rapture,  had  thrown 
himself  on  his  bed,  to  dream  of  his  false  idol, 
sod  to  piae  out  his  noble  trusting  heart  in  long- 
ings for  Bobina,  Glenlonely,  and  the  end  of 
the,  to  him,  terrible  month  of  Absence  and 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 
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AAer  this  romantic  meeting  with  her  loyer, 
nothing  of  importance  occurred  to  Bobina,  nntil 
at  the  end  of  a  tedious^  fatiguing,  and  hiUy 
journey,  they  arriyed  at  the  gates  of  GHenlonely. 

Sir  Grigor  was  by  no  means  in  bis  best 
humour,  for  at  the  nearest  yiUage  where  they 
had  stopped  to  bait,  he  had  evidently  expected 
to  meet  Sir  Davie  McDongaL  It  would  have 
been  but  a  proper  attention  to  his  future  fiuher* 
in-law  and  his  intended  bride,  had  he  taken  so 
much  trouble  to  welcome  them,  particularly  as 
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Sir  Grrigor,  to  make  sure  of  hk  doing  so,  had 
given  him  tbnely  notice  of  their  approach. 
KoUna  saw  somelhing  was  wrong,  by  the  angry 
flush  which  rose  to  her  other's  brow,  as  he  read 
a  Tery  ill-folded,  ill-written  letter,  with  a  huge 
seal,  which  was  handed  to  him  by  the  hostess  of 
the  little  Inn.  "There,  read  that,"  he  said, 
pushing  it  angrily  to  Bobina,  ''  and  see  if  that's 
a  mon  ye  can  treefle  wi* ;  yeTl  need  a*  yonr  wit 
and  a'  yer  beauty  too,  lassie,  to  bring  him  to 
mak  you  Leddy  McDougal/' 
Bobina  read. 

Mc.Douffal  Oastie. 
Dear  Sir  Grigor,  -^' 

Mony  thanks  for  your  teemely 
notice  o'  the  approach  o'  yoursel  and  your 
bonnie  lassie.  I  fuUy  meant  to  hae  met  you  at 
Muirhouse,  but  it's  so  fine  a  day  for  fly  fisfiing, 
and  I  feel  so  uncommon  weel,  that  I  must  e'en 
get  a  day's  sport;  mair  especially  as  Bob 
Douglas  and  Tarn  Frazer  are  come  to  Mc. 
Dougal  to  hae  a  day's  fishing  wid  me. 
m2 
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The  fine  weather  and  these  fine  fellows  may 
flee  away^  bnt  yoursel  and  the  bonnie  Beenie 
sre,  I  tak  it,  stashuneny.  Hoping  sane  to  pay 
my  respects  at  Glenlonely,  I  am,  dear  Sir 
Grigor, 

Yours  truly, 

DOUGAL  McDoUOAL  O'   DOUOAL. 

Tears  of  wotmded  pride  at  being  made  thus 
light  of,  and  treated  thus  cayalierly  by  this 
untutored  Scottish  laird,  filled  Bobina's  eye& 
And  her  cheeks  burned  as  she  contrasted  this 
impertinent  and  illiterate  excuse,  with  the 
elegant  and  deep  devotion  of  Luxmore's  letters, 
the  anguish  they  breathed  when  any  unlucky 
and  inevitable  chance  kept  him  firom  her,  or 
compelled  him  in  any  way  to  disappoint  her 
in  any  expected  arrangement.  "  Bob  Douglas,** 
and  "  Tam  Frazer,"  and  "  a  day's  fishing  !"  to 
be  put  in  competition  with,  and  preferred  to 
her!  Silently  in  her  heart  she  registered  a 
vow  that  he  should  suffer  fi>r  this;  and  an 
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ardent  desire  to  captivate  merely  that  she  might 
scorn  and  reject  him^  succeeded  in  her  mind  to 
the  indifference  with  which  she  had  hitherto 
looked  forward  to  meeting  him. 

"  He  taks  it  a'  coolly  eno'  ye  see,  lassie ;  but 
the  callant  kens  his  ain  worth,  and  a'  the  women 
in  Edinbro'  hae  conspeered  to  spoil  him  1" 

^  I  dare  say  I  shall  be  able  to  bring  him  to 
reason,  papa  P'  said  Bobina,  with  a  toss  of  con- 
scions  beauty;  ''he'll  na'  find  this  cayalier 
behaviour  will  do  with  a  young  lady  bred  in 
Ae  South.'* 

'' Weel,  lassie,  gang  yer  ain  gait  wi'  him ;  if 
ye  can  mak  him  mair  what  I  was  when  I 
ooorted  your  mother,  FU  be  glad  to  see  it,  but 
dinna  gang  too  far  neither.  Dinna  for  the 
warld  offend  him.  My  hail  heart  is  set  on  his 
morrying  you,  and  thot  sune.  Ye  can  never 
ken  how  mair  than  a  motter  o'  life  and  death  it 
is  to  me  and  your  mither  to  see  you  Leddy 
Mc JDougal.  If  ye  can  mak  him  sue  ye  as  he 
ought  to  sue  Mc.Grigor's  dochter,  ifs  weel ; 
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but  if  na',  ye  must  e'en  pvt  up  wi'  lus  «in  iSI 
you'remoniedtoliimtfbrif  ye  dimui  wed  Urn, 
111  lore  ye  uarthiTig  but  my  cnne.'' 

''Never  fear^  papaT^  said  the  oonfident 
beauty ;  ''if  I  do  not  wed  bim,  it  wiU  not  be 
ki  want  of  bis  wishing  it/^ 

"And  canna  be  for  want  o'  your  am  oonsenty 
lassie!  Tell  na' daur  to  treefle  wid  McGrigor 
on  tbe  soobject  next  bis  hearty  and  an  whOk  a' 
depends — na,  ta,  ye're  na  fiile — faria^  him  to 
your  feet  and  wedoome,  I'll  joy  to  see  hiia 
there,  but  ken  wben  to  raise  him,  and  be  the 
comfort  and  preed  o^  my  life,  and  the  darlin'  o' 
my  heart  And  noo  here  we  are  at  Glenlmiely. 
It's  na'  the  bonnie  lightsome  place  McGrigor 
Hall  was,  but  it's  a  grond  boose  for  a'  that,  sad 
ye  can  walk  mony  miles  and  na'  leave  the 
estate." 
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Poor  Bobma  did  not  feel  much  exhilarated 
bjr  her  Other's  last  remazk ;  the  gioomy  aspect 
of  the  house  and  grounds  made  her  wish  that 
a  few  steps  woold  take  her  oat  of  its  drearjr 
piecinctB.  It  was  no  comfort  to  her  to  hear  that 
&r  miles  around  she  would  find  herself  still  on 
the  Glenhmely  estate. 

The  House  which  was  at  the  end  of  a  yery 
long  ayenue  of  Scotch  firs  and  pines,  was  a 
large,  gloomy,  irrq^ular  building,  the  different 
itylea  of  which  proved  that  it  had  been  fire- 
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quently  added  to  at  different  epochs.    It  seemed 
out  of  repair^  and  the  stucco  with  which  it  was 
covered  had  in  many  places  as  it  were  peeled 
off^    while  from  each    long    narrow  window^ 
streams    of  greenish    slime    seemed  to    have 
fallen^  leaving  stains  which  to  Bobina  looked 
like  tears  of  desolation^  ialling  from  the  ejes 
of  the  building  over  its  worn  and  haggard 
cheeks.     The  long  avenue  was  very  dark,  and 
the  road  grass-grown  and  miserably  kept — ^there 
was  nothing  of  the  finish  and  exquisite  neatness 
Bobina  had  remarked  in  the  country  places 
she  had  visited  in  the  South.    As  they  drove 
up  to  the  house,  no  gorgeous  coachman^  active 
groom,  or  dashing  footman,  appeared  to  wel- 
come them ;  far  less  the  regiment  of  servants 
drawn  up  in  the  hall,  which  Bobina  had  de- 
lighted in,  in  Luxmore's  establishments,  and 
had  expected  to  find  at  her  fiiiher's. 

After  a  time,  a  country  fellow,  with  a  livery 
coat,  hastily  thrown  over  a  gardening  dress, 
appeared,  pulled  his  forelock  and  darted  off 


6LKNL0KELT.  249 

again^  mattering  something  aboat,  ^*  My  Leddy , 
and  my  Leddy's  ain  mon.'* 

After  much  delay^  and  on  the  part  of  Sir 
Giigcft,  many  curses  not  lond  but  deep^  the 
sane  fenow  re-appeared,  and  in  langnage 
Bobina  oonld  scarcely  understand,  said  that  his 
Leddy,  and  his  Leddy's  footman,  were  baeth 
dressing,  and  with  mnch  seal  and  some  address 
he,  Gecvdie,  helped  to  nnpack  the  carriage  and 
to  naher  them  into  the  hoose. 

Bobina  was  not  warm-hearted;  she  was  not 
even  as  affectionate  as  most  gids  reared  away 
from  home;  but  even  she  felt  hurt,  when 
instead  of  her  mother  roahing  to  meet  the 
duld,  her  only  child,  whom  she  had  not  seeu 
for  so  many  years — ^Lady  Mc  Grigor's  own 
woman,  Mrs.  B^cky  McMuir,  the  primmest  of 
elderly  maidens  came  down  to  say  that  "  her 
Leddyship  was  at  her  toilet — ^that  she  hoped 
Sir  Grigor  and  Miss  McGrigor  were  na'  oyer 
&tigued  by  their  lang  journey — that  dinner 
would  be.  ready  preceesely  at  sax,  and  that  if 
h5 
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they  would  male  their  toilets  at  once,  h«r 
Leddyship  would  meet  them  in  the  drawingf- 
room  in  an  hour's  time  1'' 

Poor  Bobina!  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  (die 
had  felt  some  natural  yearnings,  chilled  as  her 
heart  had  early  been)  for  her  mother's  Has. 
She  had  ever  looked  forwiyrd  with  some  interest 
to  seeing  this  same  Mistress  Becky  McJCuir, 
the  tyrant  of  her  childhood  it  is  true,  but  who, 
seen  through  memory's  30&emiig  hate,    had 
excited  some  emotion  in  h^  heart;  but  this 
prim  reception  from  the  maid,  and  this  dull 
formal  message  from  the  mother  sent  back  all 
her  tenderness  on  her   heart  again — ^there  it 
seemed  to  curdle  and  to  turn  to  gall — and  after 
turning  away  for  a  moment  to  driye  back  atear, 
she  coldly  returned  her  mother's  complimentB, 
and  expressed  her  wilfingn^s  to  repair  at  onbe 
to  her  toilet. 

''Her  Leddyship  and  mysel  had  hoped. 
Miss/'  said  Mrs.  Beckie,  "  that  you  would  hae 
brought  a  maid  wi'  ye  fra'  the  Sooth." 
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"Pahaw  1''  muttered  Sir  Grigor^  ''  is  na'  ane 
fare-woman  enoo'  in  these  quiet  parts  ?" 

''It's  an  imposseebeelitjr^  Sir  Grigor^  that  I 
can  tak  mair  on  mj  honds  than  my  Leddy 
henel— indeed  wi'  altering^  tooming,  making, 
pricking,  pointing,  plaiting,  dressing  her  Leddy- 
ship's  head,  and  getting  up  her  fine  linen, 
hrhye  sundries,  as,  dying  ribbons,  cleaning 
blondes  and  laces,  and  seeing  after  a'  things, 
I've  mair  than  I  can  weel  manage !" 

''Oh,  I  require  yery  little  help,"  said  Bo- 
bina;  ''any  one  of  the  maids  can  do  what  I 
want** 

"I  remarked  to  her  Leddyship,  Miss,  that 
yo«ng  leddies  in  the  present  day,  at  boarding 
schtdes,  were  taught  to  wait  on  diemsels  a  good 
deal— «nd  ther's  Geordie's  sister  is  up  to-day 
to  see  whether  shell  suit  you.  The  lassie's 
handy  enoo,  if  ye  dinna  let  her  tongue  run." 

"  She  will  do  very  well ;  will  you  send  her 
ht.e  ?  and  let  her  show  me  to  my  room,  and 
let  Geordie  help  her  to  take  in  my  boxes." 
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"  Well,  Beeiye,  I  shall  see  you  at  dinner — 
I  shall  e'en  gang  and  tak  a  speer  into  the 
stable/'  said  Sir  Grigor. 

'^  And  I'll  gang  and  fetch  Shoozie,  (Greordie's 
sister)  and  instal  her  at  ance  into  her  new 
office/'  said  the  pompous  Mistress  Beclde  Mc 
Muir,  delighted  at  so  entirely  removing  from 
her  august  self^  all  fatigues  and  anxieties  con- 
nected with  waiting  on  our  young  coquette. 
Nor  was  Bobina  sorry  to  secure  a  young  attend- 
ant, in  lieu  of  the  starched,  grumbling,  and 
grudging  old  damsel,  whose  tyrannical  attend- 
ance on  her  person  in  her  childhood,  was  fraught 
with  the  recollection  of  torturing  tugging  at 
her  hair,  tight  lacing,  against  which  there  was 
no  appeal,  bitter  reproofs,  and  dignified  reserve. 

When  Bobina  was.  alone  she  looked  some- 
what anxiously  into  the  dim  oval  glass,  with 
its  gorgeously  carved  frame  of  white  wood,  to 
ascertain  how  she  actually  looked,  for  she  was 
much  piqued  that  no  single  expression  -of 
surprise  or  admiration  at  her  growth  and  the 
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derelopment  of  her  channs  had  escaped  the 
prim  Uue  lips  of  Mistress  Beckie  McMuir. 

'I^  Tesolt  was  most  satisfactory;  slightly 
flushed  with  the  eaantement  of  her  recent 
resentment  against  her  tardy  lover  Sir  Davie, 
W  eyes  sparkling  with  pride,  and  glittering 
with  the  lingering  moistore  of  wounded  sensi* 
bility  at  her  mother's  coldness ;  her  hair  in 
dutiful  disorder;  the  pictore  the  mirror  gave 
her  hack  was  tail  enough  to  put  her  in  the 
highest  good-humour  with  herself,  and  conse- 
quently with  all  around  her. 

She  received  the  raw-honed,  staring,  gaping 
Shoozie,  in  spite  of  her  towering  white  muslin 
cap,  her  bushy  red  hair,  freckled  tace,  bare 
arms,  and  broad  Scotch,  with  an  engaging 
gentleness,  which  at  once  secured  the  warm 
regard  of  the  unsophisticated  child  of  nature. 

''Ill  just  show  you  to  your  room.  Miss  Mc. 
Grigor,''  said  Mrs.  Beckie,  ^'  and  then  I  must 
repair  to  my  Leddy,  who'll  be  a'  anxiety  to 
hear  some  account ** 
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Bobina's  heart  beat— doubtless  of  henelfi 
she  tbotight 

''O*  a  box  o'  millmerir  Sir  Giigor  was  to 
hae  brought  fra'  the  Sooth,  and  seems  quite  to 
hae  forgotten  I" 

Bobina  honied  on;  after  many  oonidors, 
winding  stairs,  and  single  steps,  she  came  to  a 
large  and  gloomy  room.  It  looked  out  on  a 
plantation  of  Scotch  firs,  and  was  darkened  by 
the  propinquity  of  many  of  them  to  the  win- 
dows.  The  bed  was  hung  with  fided  old 
curtains  of  bro¥m  damask,  with  window  hang* 
ings  to  match.  Some  stiff  high-backed  chaiis 
were  ranged  against  the  wall,  prim  and  comfort- 
less as  Bfiss  Beckie  herself.  A  dingy  toilet  ^ssB 
stood  on  the  solitary  table,  and  several  grim 
old  ancestors  of  the  Dougal  ffunily,  in  oval 
firames,  scowled  from  the  walls.  A  huge  black- 
looking  chimney  place  was  ooyered  by  an  ugly 
board,  and  gloom  and  discomfort  seemed  to 
have  taken  up  their  abode  in  the  toool  Not 
one  particle  of  taste,  lightness,  comfort,  care. 
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or  omament^  liad  been  bestowed  on  tbe  bower 
of  this  only  child,  retnmmg  home  after  so  long 
an  ctbseace;  and  Bobum's  first  impulse  was  to 
ait  down  and  weep;  her  next  was  to  quit  this 
odiofoa  spot,  where  no  one  seemed  to  care  fer 
her,  as  soon  as  possible,  fixr  the  warm  and 
maaaxy  Sooth,  Luzmore's  elegant  and  &iry 
luHne,  and  his  deroted  lore.  And  in  the  mean* 
tiiiie,  to  arouse  herself  to  make  this  dreary 
dungeon  as  dieerfbl  and  i^easant  as  possible ; 
at  any  rate  there  W^as  spaoe—two  large  win- 
dows^ and  an  ample  fire-place. 

£ven  now,  damp,  dull,  and  dark  as  it  was, 
bow  much  comfort  would  a  blaaing  fire  of  pine 
logs  give  to  the  whole  room.  Nothing  could 
be  easier ;  Shoozie  thoron^y  understood  light- 
ing fires^  though  she  knew  nothing  of  dressing 
ladies^  With  the  help^  of  Geordie,  she  soon 
brought  up  a  huge  basket  of  pine  logs,  and 
very  soon  a  noble  fire  threw  its  dieering  light 
and  warmth  into  eyery  comer  of  the  immense 
and  dingy  room ;  the  unwonted  blaze  seemed 
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even'  to  play  on  the  prim  lips  of  some  powdered 
and  forbidding  looking  dames  of  a  past  century^ 
and  to  light  up  the  grim  visages  of  iheir  staff 
thin  lords. 

This  great  object  gained,  Bobina  b^^an  to 
unpack  her  boxes;  and  Shoocie's  delight  and 
surprise  at  the  new  and  gay  &shions  revealed, 
proved  her  a  true  daughter  of  Vanity  and  Eve. 
Shoozie,  who  knew  the  house  well,  soon  con* 
trived  to  bring  from  some  of  its  many  unin- 
habited rooms,  various  articles  of  furniture  and 
comfort  Bobina  needed.  An  ann-chair,  a  soft, 
a  table  or  two,  a  footstool,  and  finally,  by 
Geordie's  aid,  a  few  flower  pots,  some  boxes  of 
mignionette,  and  a  vase  or  two  of  hardy  but 
welcome  flowers.  All  this,  with  a  white  toflet 
cover,  and  Bobina's  knic-knacs  tastily  airanged, 
converted  the  den  of  Desolation,  into  a  maiden 
bower  of  comfort  and  grace.  The  evening  sun 
too,  which  till  this  hour  had  been  shrouded  by 
mists,  suddenly  came  out  red  and  radiant,  as 
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though  to  welcome  back  the  last  of  the  Mc. 
Ghrigors  to  the  land  of  her  Others. 

Sobiiia  threw  open  her  windows^  and  saw 
the  raindrops  bathed  in  sunlight  glittering  like 
gems^  and  breathed  in  the  freshness  of  the 
northern  air^  blowing,  laden  with  fragrance, 
from  a  moor  at  no  great  distance. 

''Come  what  will/'  she  thooght,  ''I  can 
make  myself  happy;  even  this  horrible  spot, 
my  tact,  taste,  ^nd  energy  have  rendered  bear- 
able, and  the  less  kindness  and  affection  shown 
me  here,  the  less  compunction  I  shall  have  in 
leaving  so  drear  an  abode  for  the  warm  South 
— and  the  coldest  of  parents  for  the  most 
devoted  of  husbands.  And  now  for  the  dear 
delights  of  the  toilette ;  I  think  my  appearance, 
when  I  am  dressed,  will  cause  some  little  sur- 
prise  even  in  haughty  and  cold-hearted  mamma. 
No  woman  can  be  quite  indifferent  to  the  joy 
of  seeing  her  child,  who  left  her  a  mere  doll, 
grown  into  a  first-rate  beauty  V* 

With  these  vain  musings,  Bobioa  made  her 
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tx>ile1>— a  tx>ilet  which  at  that  time  was  the  ne 
/9/w  uAra  of  taste,  elegance,  aad  fashion.  With 
eyes  and  mouth  wide  open,  but  with  oocasioinal 
ejaculations  of  wonder  attd  ecstacy,  Shoosie 
watched  her  young  mistress,  giving,  after  hex 
own  officious  and  dtbnsy  £ishion,  all  the  aid 
she  could,  and  often  indeed  encumbexii^  her 
with  help. 

Bobina  had  only  just  completed  her  elaborate 
toilet  wheil  the  dinner  bell  rung — and  guided 
by  the  enchanted  Shoozie,  '  the  Beaut/  made 
her  way  to  the  withdrawing  room,  where,  in 
awful  state,  sate  her  mother,  the  Leddy  Grigor 
Mc.Grigor  o'  Grigor  1 
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LSUJfY  ICCOBIGOB,  OB  A   d-DXTAin  VSULVTY. 

At  the  first  glimpse  of  her  mothe]>-*«ii  on- 
iopasflioiied,  self-poeseesed,  and  a  hanghtjr  per- 
Km,  but  her  mother  still — ^Nature  triumphed 
over  Arty  Affection  oyer  Selfishness,  Insdnct 
oyer  Habit,  and  Bobina,  forgetting  herself  in 
erery  sense,  rushed  forward,  and  threw  herself 
treeping  into  Leddy  McGrigor's  arms. 

Even  the  stately  Leddy  feh  an  unwonted 
flutter  at  her  heart,  a  moisture  in  her  eyes,  and 
a  flush  rise  to  her  noble  brow ;  but  she  had 
been  trained  in  a  school,  which  even  more  dian 
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Bobina'si  condemned  all  evidence  of  emotion^ 
as  plebeian  and  affected.  And  so,  after  calmly 
returning  her  child's  sobbing  and  passionate 
embraces,  she  put  her  quietly  on  a  seat  beside 
her,  and  stepping  to  the  mirror,  readjusted  her 
somewhat  antique  but  elaborate  head-dress. 

'^Tou  have  spoiled  poor  Beckie's  whole 
morning's  work,  my  Bobina,"  she  said.  ''  I  fear 
I  must  retire  to  my  dressing-room  again ;  and 
you,  my  child!  your  locks  are  discomposed, 
and  your  eyes  are  red — go  and  bathe  them,  my 
love!'* 

"Oh,  not  yet,  not  yet,  mamma,''  replied 
Bobina,  at  whose  heart  the  auld  lang  syne  was 
busy,  and  who  had  a  faint  and'sweet  remem- 
brance of  happy  childish  innocent  days  spent 
by  that  mother's  side— of  sweet  slumbers  on 
that  cold  breast— of  a  thousand  minute  and 
almost  impalpable  cares  which  even  the  least 
tender  of  mothers  must,  by  the  mere  force  of 
nature  and  instinct,  bestow  on  the  least  loved  of 
children.     "My  eyes  will  soon  recover,  and 
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my  hair  is  easily  arranged;  and  as  to  'your 
head-dress,  dearest  mother,  I  am  sore  I  can 
readjust  it!" 

"I  never  suffer  ony  bond  but  Bedded  to 
come  nigh  my  bead/'  said  tbe  Leddy.  '*  How- 
ever, I'll  e'en  ring — she  can  replace  these  pins 
here,  before  Marmadnke  (my  ain  mon)  comes 
to  announce  the  dinner,  and  before  your  father 
comes  in  fira  tbe  stables.  There,  ring  tbe  bell, 
Bobina,  and  III  e'en  sit  here  while  you  tell  me 
a'  about  the  new  &shions  o'  London,  and  tbe 
pooblic  places,  and  where  ye've  been  and  wha' 
ye've  been  dooing  this  while  P' 

All  her  fond  impulses  thus  checked,  Bobina 
brushed  away  her  tears,  resettled  her  own 
bead-dress,  assumed  a  composure  equal  to  her 
mother's,  and  by  the  time  Mistress  Beckie  re- 
i^peared,  she  was  £urly  launched  in  an  animated 
description  of  bats,  caps,  and  bonnets,  waists, 
sidrts,  flounces  and  forbelows,  concerts,  balls, 
promenades^  theatricals,  and  £EuMonable  preacb- 
ers !    To  all  these  details  the  Leddy  listened 
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with  a  heightening  colour^  and  a  Vindling  eye ; 
and  Bobina  was  almost  surprised  at  the  great 
and  imposing  beauty  her  mother  still  retained. 
Bobina,  accustomed  to  the  jaded,  exhausted, 
'wall  flowers*  of  the  South,  whose  daughters, 
prematurely  introduced,  drag  their  unhappy 
mothers,  temporarily  propped  up  by  salvoladle 
and  ether,  to  three  or  four  parties  every  eyening, 
was  astomsRed  to  see  how  a  quiet  life,  early 
hours,  pure  air  and  an  impassive  nature,  could 
preserve  even  beyond  fifty,  the  bloom  of  the 
cheek,  the  fire  of  the  eye,  and  the  rotmded 
proportions  of  the  form ! 

Leddy  McGrigor  had  been  a  celebrated 
beauty — ^the  reigning  toast  of  Edinborough  for 
many  years — and  like  many  of  our  Scotch 
beauties,  she  had  resolved  her  reign  should  be 
a  long  one. 

I%e  was  something  more  than  thirty,  but 
perhaps  in  the  very  zenith  of  her  charms— or 
as  De  Balzac  says,  '  La  Venus  camme  an  h 
cmtpU  dam  ia  trentaine',    that  she  suddenly 
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and  hanglitily  accepted  the  hand  of  Sir  Grigor 
M&Grrigor  of  Grigor^  forsook  the  world  before 
it  bad  forsaken  her^  and  retiring  to  McGrigor 
Caade,  there  began  to  learn  the  difficult  task  of 
gicywing  old  gracefully.  This  sudden  eclipse 
of  (me  who  was  stOl  the  cynosure  of  neighbour- 
ing eyes,  caused  much  comment;  and  many 
explanations  of  so  rare  a  retreat  enlivened  the 
dfcmque  seasidaleuBe  of  Edinbofough.  The 
moat  accredited  was^  that  a  certain  noble  duke, 
who  during  the  long  illness  of  his  paralytic  old 
Duchess,  had  been  one  of  the  most  constant  of 
Mias  Robina  Hamilton's  adorers — so  devoted 
and  so  ardent  that  all  the  world  believed  he 
would,  if  ever  free,  throw  his  coronet  at  her 
feet-^iad  suddenly,  on  the  demise  of  his 
Dachess,  married  a  young  girl  who  had  been 
ber  Grace's  companion — a  girl  small  iu  stature, 
meek  in  manner,  silent,  reserved,  and  very  shy, 
as  it  was  supposed,  while  she  was  poor  '  Annie 
Leslie' — half  friend,  half  imderling  of  the 
Duchess  of  B ,  and  her  Grace's  thirtieth 
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cousin;  but  who^  it  was  evident^  had  found 
courage  to  raise  her  downcast  eyes  to  llie  I>iike 

of  R ,  and  who  as  Duchess  of  B 

suddenly  revealed  that  those  eyes,  so  long 
veiled  by  their  white  lids  and  black  lashes, 
were  large,  black,  and  full  of  ambition  and 
fire — that  that  meek  tongue  could  talk  -with 
eloquence  and  more  than  woman's  sense — that 
little  form  assume  a  haughty  bearings— and  the 
small  shy  Annie  Leslie,  by  the  mere  poorer 
of  wit,  ambition,  and  cunning,  completelj 
overthrow  the  hopes,  and  haMe  the  well-built 
plans,  of  the  aU-accomplished  and  radiant 
beauty.  Miss  Hamilton,  who  had  had  the 
advantage  of  many  years  intimacy  with  his 
Grace,  and  certainly  had  at  one  time  been  the 
object  of  his  passionate  admiration. 

Whether  the  sudden  announcement  of  his 
Grace's  marriage  with  Annie  Leslie  was  the 
cause  of  Miss  Hamilton's  sudden  acceptance  o£ 
Sir  Grigor  McGrigor,  and  sudden  returement 
from  the  world,  we  cannot  tell ;  but  it  is  certaixx 
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that  she  never   could    hear  the   Dacheas  of 

K spoken  of  without  an  ill-repressed 

emotioib--that  the  accounts  of  her  ffites  and 
her  parties  were  gall  and  wormwood  to  the 
recluse— and  that  those  who  knew  best  how  to 
please  and  cajole  her,  were  most  prone  to  dis- 
parage her  successful  rivaL 

''And  sae  yer  ain  hair  is  dressed  in  the  last 
London  &shion,  is  it,  Bobina?  I'canna  say  I 
like  it,  but,  if  it's  the  fiuhion,  we  must  a'  learn 
to  like  it'' 

"  Oh,  it's  the  height  of  the  fashion,  mamma," 
said  Bobina,  ''every  other  style  is  obsolete. 
In  &ct,  I've  taken  care  to  bring  none  but  the 
newest  &shions  with  me ;  and  coming  from 
London,  I  expect  to  set  the  mode  here,  not  to 
fellow  it,  mamma !" 

Bobina  perceived  that  this  assumption  was 
her  best  device  to  impose  on  both  the  Leddy 
and  her  maid. 

"Weel,    you're  right,   Bobina,"    said    her 

VOL.  I.  N 
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mother;  ''and  I  only  hope  Sir  Davie  Mc 
Dougal  will  admire  all  these  new  modon  that's 
the  great  object  now !" 

Bobina  coloured,  and  said,  "  IVe  no  doubt 
he'll  admire  them  only  too  much  to  please 
me!" 

"  That  can  hardly  be,"  said  her  Leddyahip 
coldly,  "considering  how  much  both  your 
fitther  and  myself  covet  him  for  you." 

f'ln  that  case!"  said  Bobina^  ''both  you 
and  papa  must  leave  him  entirely  to  me — and  I 
think  I  can  promise  that  I  will  bring  him  to 
my  feet;  whether  I  shall  deign  to  raise  him 
thence,  I  cannot  say,"  she  added,  with  a  playful 
hauteur,  which  became  her  well. 

Lady  McGrigor  smiled. 

"  How  much  she  is  like  me !"  she  baid  to 
Mrs.  Beckie,  who,  with  a  prim  curtsey,  re- 
plied : — 

"  If  Miss  is  half  as  hondsome  as  you,  my 
Leddy,  she'll  do  weel  eno' ;   but  they  new 
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foahions  are  a  great  disguise^  to  my  mind ;  Miss 
would  look  something  like^  if  she  had  a  sma* 
spnnUing  &  pooder  in  her  hair,  a  bonme 
boonch  o'  curls  on  her  forehead^  and  a  sma' 
torban  to  finish  her  off!"  And  so  saying, 
Bedde  sailed  out  of  the  room. 

Sir  Grigor  shortly  after  came  in  to  dinner^ 
which  was  announced  by  her  Leddyship's  ain 
men  '  Marmaduke/  an  oyer-fed^  pompous^  ego-- 
tistical  fellow,  in  a  crimson  livery,  who  though 
quite  out  of  keeping  with  the  rest  of  the 
estabhshment  and  its  fallen  fortunes,  the  ci 
ieoant  Beauty  insisted  on  keeping,  at  an 
enormous  salary,  and  in  spite  of  many  airs 
and  much  unwillingness  even  in  the  fellow 
bimself.  But  Leddy  McGrrigor  had  been  bom 
md  bred  a  Beauty — ^and  Vanity  and  Selfish- 
liess  are  the  natural  results  in  such  a  case. 
She  had  been  made  an  idol  firom  her  cradle, 
and  could  not  understand  that  the  convenience 
or  comfort  of  any  other  human  being  could  be 
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of  equal  importance  with  her  own.  Alas! 
alas !  sooner  or  later  the  world  teaches  to  all 
such  beauties^  its  harshest  lessons^  in  its 
harshest  manner. 
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CHAPTEB  XXV. 


AK    EVBNINO   AT  HOMB. 

The  &Bt  erening  Bobina  spent  at  Glenlonely 
seemed  to  the  joung  coquette  ineffiibly  dull 
and  intenninably  long. 

Shortly  after  dinner  Sir  Grigor  and  Lady  Mc 
Grigor  betook  themselves  to  the  old-fiuhioned 
game  of  picquet,  at  which  they  generally  spent 
all  their  evenings. 

**  Get  your  work,  Bobina^  and  sit  by  us/' 
said  her  mother^  speaking  to  her  child,  but 
gazing  at  herself  in  an  opposite  mirror. 

**  I  have  no  work  unpacked,  mamma/'  replied. 
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the  damsel,  who  knew  little  of  the  needle^  and 
had  never  been  accustomed  to  the  drudgery  of 
plain  work — '*  I  will  get  a  book  !** 

*'  No,  no — ^ring  for  my  work-basket ;  you 
will  find  some  handkerchiefs  to  hem  and  mark ; 
nothing  fidgets  me,  like  people  reading  beside 
me. 

"  I  will  go  to  another  table.** 

*'  Do  as  your  mother  wishes,  child,**  said  Sir 
Grigor  sternly ;  "  you  will  find  in  these  parts 
that  it  is  a  much  greater  recommendation  to  a 
girl  to  be  a  neat  plain  worker,  than  a  high- 
flown  romance  reader.  Sir  Dayie  abominates 
all  literary  ladies." 

In  answer  to  the  bell  came  her  Leddyahip's 
'ain  mon,*  who  was  forthwith  dispatched  fm 
Mistress  Beckie  McMuir,  and  the  work- 
basket. 

'^  To-morrow,  fiobinal**  said  Lady  McGrigor^ 
**  you  will  be  at  no  loss  for  occupation ;  under 
Beckie*s  assistance,  you  will  cut  out  your  papa's 
doien  new  fine  shirts,  the  honour  of  making 
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which  has  been  reserved  for  you.  Tou  will 
take  myentories  of  all  the  linen^  plate,  glaas, 
china,  and  preseryes — all  of  which,  with  the 
keejung  of  the  family  receipt  book^  will  be 
hencefortih  entrusted  solely  to  you;  not  only 
will  it  fit  yon  to  predde  oyer  the  larger  estab- 
lishment we  hope  soon  to  see  you  at  the  head 
of,  but  it  will  relieye  Beckie  of  many  duties, 
her  age  renders  fiitiguing,  and  which  she  finds 
she  caxmot  attend  to  as  she  ought,  while  she 
has  the  entire  charge  of  my  wardrobe,  gets  up 
my  fine  linen,  dresses  my  head,  and  in  &ct 
perfonns  all  the  duties  I  require  of  my  lady's 
maid-'* 

••Ah!*'  said  Sir  Grigor,  "follow  your 
mother's  adyice,  Beenie,  and  try  in  everything 
to  be  like  her,  and  then  you*lI  be  the  enyy  of 
jour  own  sex  and  the  admiration  of  ours." 

"I  thank  you.  Sir  Grigor,"  said  her  Lady* 
ship  haughtily,  "for  a  tribute  which  it  were 
affectation  in  me  to  pretend  not  to  deserve.'' 

Bobina's   proud,  vain  heart  was  ready  to 
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liurst ;  the  idol  of  the  wealthy,  elegant,  devoted 
Luzmore  was  to  sink  at  once  into  the  domestic 
drudge  at  Glenlonely;  and,  worse  still,  was 
expected  quietly  to  assume  the  same  despicable 
character,  for  life,  at  Mc.  Dougal  Castle,  there  to 
exchange  the  tyranny  of  her  father  and  mother 
for  that  of  Sir  David  and  his  three  spinster 
sisters,  who  were  always  to  reside  with  him  1 

And  should  it  be  ?  would  she  tamely  submit 
to  a  thraldom  so  odious,  so  monotonous,  so 
crushing?  No !  no  1  not  while  she  had  a  head 
to  plan,  a  heart  to  feel,  a  mind  to  resolve — ^not 
while  Love  and  Luxmore  lived,  and  while  she 
had  a  hand  to  wield  a  pen,  and  summon  him 
to  her  rescue.  Her  &ther  had  urged  her  to 
copy  her  mother  in  all  things ;  it  was  an  im- 
prudent counsel,  but  one  Bobina  was  well  dis- 
posed to  follow ;  he  little  knew,  while  trying  by 
9uch  advice  to  curry  fitvour  with  his  haughty 
lady,  how  closely  Bobina  meant  to  tread  in  her 
mother's  steps,  and  how  completely  the  shrewd 
girl  had  fathomed  the  relative  positions  and 
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diaiBcteis  of  her  parents.  Half  an  boor  in 
their  company  had  convinced  her,  that  in  spite 
of  Sir  Grigor's  violent  temper,  blustering 
manner,  and  overbearing  ways,  he  was  dread- 
iiilly  afraid  of  his  haughty,  cold,  sarcastic  Lady. 
Madame  de  Stael  cleverly  observed, ''  (Test  par 
no$  difauts  que  nous  gowoemoruT — a  mortifying 
trath,  bnt  sdll  a  truth.  There  is  so  much  of 
the  bully  in  the  ordinary  run  of  human  beings, 
and  so  much  of  the  coward  in  the  bully,  that 
fear  is,  alas!  more  powerful  than  love.  How 
often  do  we  see  the  meek,  enduring,  tender, 
conciliating  wife  slighted,  taunted,  reproached, 
and  even  raved  at,  aye  for  her  very  virtues  and 
her  good  deeds,  while  the  haughty,  sarcastic, 
&ult-finduig,  and  imperious  shrew,  rarely  meets 
with  a  husband  bold  enough  to  censure  her  even 
for  her  errors  and  misdeeds. 

Few  men  like  to  provoke  the  sharp  retort  of 

a  witty  and  malignant  woman,  most  of  them 

know  themselves  so  vulnerable  I  but  the  gentle 

being,  who,  however  wounded,  cannot  bear  to 

n5 
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woond,  in  retom,  what  are  her  tears  compared 
to  a  Tixen^  tauntB?  Sir  Grigor  would  have 
trampled  on  a  meek  and  humble  wifej  but 
bafcre  her  Ladyship  he  cringed ;  he  knew  her 
bitter,  cold^  sarcastic,  ready  to  attack,  snd 
skilled  in  self-defence,  and  he  wisely  took  care 
not  to  provoke  her. 

Robina  sate  the  whole  evening,  her  fingecs 
busy  with  the  to  her  odious  woA — ^her  head 
actively  engaged  in  planning  her  release  frva 
this  state  of  thraldom,  and  devising  letters  to  be 
addressed  to  the  devoted  Luzmore.  At  length 
Lady  McGrigor,  having  completely  beaten  her 
lord  at  picquet,  and  pocketed  all  his  silver,  the 
party  broke  up.  Bobkia,  with  weary  eyes,  and 
head  aching  from  her  unwonted  toil,  retired  to 
bed ;  and  Sir  Giigor  McGrigor,  having  obse- 
quiously lighted  his  lady's  candle,  opened  the 
door,  rung  for  her  maid,  and  reverentiaUy 
kissed  her  still  lovely  cheek,  repaired  at  her 
desire  to  see  that  all  the  doors  and  shutters 
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were  properly  secured^  and  all  fires  and  candles 
s«&  &>r  the  night. 

It  was  a  great  relief  to  poor  Bobina  to  leave 
Ae  prim  drawing-room^  and  chilling  pres ^ce 
of  her  Imghty  mother^  and  to  find  a  noble  fire 
i&d  the  smiling  Shoozie  awaiting  her  in  her 
room. 

The  girl,  in  spite  of  her  northern  accent  and 
QQcoQth  manners,  showed  considerable  readi- 
wn  and  tact,  in  learning  how  to  perform  all  the 
Htde  ofkes  Bobina  required,  and  which  the 
Tain  and  lasy  beauty  had  been  accustomed  to 
reoeiTe  fix>m  the  adroit  and  delicate  hands  of 
the  poor  Clothes  Teacher,  Era  Morris.  She 
betrayed,  too,  no  small  daring  and  cunning,  in 
the  way  in  which,  in  answer  to  a  question  at 
the  door  from  Sir  Grigor,  she  asserted  that  fire 
ttd  candle  were  safe,  and  her  young  lady  in 
bed. 

Sobina,  for  form's  sake,  when  her  father  was 
out  of  hearing,  reproved  her  maid  for  this  false- 
bood— for  she  was  at  that  moment  reading  an 
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old  romance  she  had  found  in  a  closet  in  her 
Toom^  and  was  basking  before  a  bright  and 
fragrant  fire  of  pine-wood^  and  enjoying  the 
luxury  of  haying  her  long,  rich,  chesnut  hur 
brushed  and  knotted  up  for  the  night 

"  La,  Miss !''  said  Shoozie,  '*  one  canna  be 
always  telling  a  mon  the  exoct  truth.  If  I  bad 
na*  said  the  fire  ond  leeght  wor  oot  and  yersel' 
in  bed,  they're^  ha'  been  a  dishmadayer  and 
a  noise  fit  to  wake  the  dead.  Women  should 
niyer  tell  lees  to  ane  anither,  as  mither  says, 
but  there's  na  pace  wi'  a  mon  without  decaiying 
him.  Father  does  na'  ken  half  wha's  dune  in 
our  hoose,  and  wi'  wha'  he  does  ken,  he  leads 
mither  a  fine  life.  Mither  says  men  hae  got  a' 
the  strength,  and  a'  the  laming,  and  too  aft  a' 
the  siller ;  but  women  hae  the  cunning  and  the 
sperit,  and  sa  she's  mair  thon  a  motch  for  him 
after  a'!" 

Shoozie's  philosophy  found  an  echo  in  Bo- 
bina's  cunning  mind  and  double-dealing  heart ; 
she  began  to  see  how  useful  to  her,  in  the 
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ekpement  she  had  already  almost  planned^ 
would  be  the  unscrapiilous  and  ready  wit  of 
Shoone.  She  completely  won  the  maiden's 
heart  by  the  present  of  a  smart  cap  and  a  gaudy 
shawly  and  she  retired  to  her  large  old-fiuhioned 
bed — thoroughly  disgusted  with  the  prospect  of 
life  at  Glenlonely — ^more  so  still  with  that  at 
McJ)ougal  Castle;  and  her  last  resolves^  ere 
she  sunk  into  the  sweet  sleep  of  seventeen^ 
were^  to  bring  Sir  Davie  to  her  feet^  merely  to 
pumsh  his  impertinence,  and  when  she  had 
become  essential  to  the  egotist's  comfort,  if  not 
Us  happiness,  to  fly  with  the  enamoured  Lux- 
more  to  the  warm  South,  and  all  the  dear 
delights  of  luxury  and  wealth. 
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CHAPTER    XXVI. 


THE   TYRANT-SLAVE. 


At  a  much  earlier  hoar  than  agreeable  to 
her,  Rohina  was  aroiised  by  her  &ther  knocking 
at  her  door. 

**  Come,  Beenie,"  he  said,  "  are  ye  na'  stir- 
ring yet,  lassie  ?" 

"No,  papa,  it*8  very  early  I'm  sure— ia 
mamma  getdng  up  V* 

"Nal  nal  your  mither  just  taks  a  cup  o' 
tay  in  her  bed ;  but  I'm  waiting  for  you  to  gie 
me  my  porridge— «o  be  quick — ^IH  e^en  t^  a 
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qpeer  in  the  stable^  and  then  111  be  bock^  and 
expwt  joull  be  ready^  Beenie !'' 

Cross  and  sleepy^  Robina  arose^  and  made  a 
has^  toiletj  which  ahe  had  hardly  completed 
when  Sir  Grigor  returned  for  her.  She  fol- 
lowed him  to  the  break&st  room,  where  her 
good-hnmour  was  not  at  all  restored  by  seeing, 
instead  of  tea  and  coffee,  which  were  become 
quite  necessary  to  her  comfort,  two  large 
basons  of  oatmeal  porridge,  and  a  plate  of  ban* 
nocks. 

Eagerly  Sir  Grigor  began  to  devotu:  his  por- 
tion ;  Bobina  tasted  hers,  and  then  put  it  from 
her. 

'^  Can  I  not  have  tea  or  coffee  ?''  she  asked. 

'^Na,  Beenie,  thot  can  ye  na'.  It's  na'  sa 
wholesome  as  these,  and  it's  unco,  dear;  yer 
mitber  must  e'en  ha'  her  tay  ilka  mom — ^and 
between  oursels,  I  think  it  the  cause  o''  a'  her 
nanrous  complaints  and  sic  like,  besides  it's 
being  an  extroTogonce  I  can  HI  afford.  But 
nirer  mention  it  to  yer  mither — qidte  between 
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ourselsj  there  are  mony  things  in  whilk  her 
LeddjBhip  is  mair  wasterfii'  than  I  could  wish; 
but  it's  mair  than  my  life's  worth  eyen  to  allude 
to  them ;  *  and  a  stiU  tongue  maks  a  inae 
head ;'  in  addeetion  to  whilk  I  may  add^  'least 
said's  sunest  mended.'  Thot's  my  mottoe  wid 
yer  mither ;  but  I  sail  expect  you  in  ilka  way 
ye  can  quietly  to  remedy  a'  wrangs^  and  by 
strict  economy  in  a'  departments  o'  yer  ain,  to 
atone  for  ony  lidle  extrovogonce  in  yer  mither's 
personal  expenditure.  The  suner  ye  mak 
friends  wi'  the  porridge,  Beenie,  the  better,  for 
na  cup  o'  tay  sail  ye  ever  hae  to  yer  breakfast 
at  Glenlonely  on  the  word  o'  McGrrigor,  and 
Mc.Grigor's  word  is  na'  leeghtly  giyen,  nor 
leeghdy  withdrawn.  For  mysel,  I  monoge  to 
mak  a  gude  breakfiist  on  a  bason  or  twa  o' 
these,  and  may  be  a  tass  o'  whiskey  to  wind  up 
wi'.  And  if  ye  like,  ye  maun  do  the  same. 
My  ain  mither,  the  late  Leddy  McGrigor  wha 
leeved  to  be  a  hoondred  and  twa,  and  then 
died  fra'  a  &'  fra'  her  horse,  took  ilka  mom  o' 
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her  lang  life^  twa  basooB  o*  porridge^  and  ain 
taflB  o'  whiakej,  and  wha'  my  mither  did^  my 
dochter  sail  do,  and  I  only  wish  I  had  inflooence 
with  my  wife  to  mak  her  do  the  same  I** 

Urged  by  hunger^  and  seeing  the  hopeless- 
ness of  the  case,  Bobina  took  her  porridge ;  the 
whiskey  she  recoiled  from  with  such  disgust, 
thst  Sir  Grigor  forbore  to  press  it;  indeed,  as 
his  chief  object  was  economy,  in  insisting  thus 
on  a  breakfiaist  so  unpalatable  to  Bobina  (though 
habit  had  made  it  agreeable  to  himself,)  he  was 
qnite  content  to  give  up  the  whiskey.  Poor 
Bobina,  she  had  heard  so  much  of  the  Scotch 
breakfasts,  and  had  been  led  to  understand  that 
her  £ither  was  so  wealthy  a  man,  she  had  ex- 
pected an  abundance  of  every  luxury  and  every 
comfort.  Memory  faintly  retraced  the  same  re- 
put  in  her  childhood;  she  recalled  the  gorge- 
ous Bilyer  service  for  tea  and  coffee,  the  varieties 
of  cakes,  pasties,  fish,  honey,  marmalades,  con- 
fections of  every  kind — and  now,  on  a  not  very 
clean  doth  two  basons  of  porridge  and  a  plate 
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of  baxmocIcB  I  wliat  could  it  mean?  Was  ker 
fiiKther  grown  a  miser^  or  worse  stiUj  was  lie 
grown  poor? 

Horrible  thought  I  which  many  things  tenided 
to  confirm ;  but  if  so,  why  so  madly  refoae  the 
wealthy  Luxmore's  alliance  ?  why  so  constantly 
rendnd  her  during  the  journey  that  she  was  liis 
only  heir  ? 

Bobina  was  bewildered,  she  could  not  make 
it  out,  she  only  knew  that  both  Economy  and 
Foyerty  were  equally  distasteful  to  her ;  only 
of  the  fiurmer  she  thought  with  disgust— K>f  the 
latter  with  terror. 

Determined,  if  possible,  to  get  some  due  to 
these  mysteries,  and  ashamed  of  the  fear  of  her 
father  which  she  felt  hourly  gaining  upon  her^ 
Bobina,  assuming  the  simplici^  of  a  child,  said^ 
''Are  you  very  poor,  papa,  that  you  are  obliged 
to  stint  in  this  manner  T' 

She  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words,  before 
she  wished  them  recalled  indeed. 

Sir  Grigor  turned  first  deadly  pale,  and  then 
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of  the  deepest  crhnBon,  bis  ejres  seemed  to  flash 
iire^  and  then  he  cotdd  sciircel j  articulate^  as  in 
Us  faij  he  fcamed  and  bit  his  tongue. 

^'Ye  graceless  hizzie!  wha'  Southron  in- 
soleoce  is  this  1  Puir  indeed  I  McGrigor  puir ! 
Ken  ye  na'  thot  the  weelthier  a  mon  is^  the 
msir  saying  he  becomes !  It's  in  the  Sooth, 
fiile !  that  people  spend  a'  they  hae  and  mair 
too— wfaa'  wad  mak  ye  think  me  puir  ?" 

^'Only/^  fidtered  Bobina,  '^that  you  have 
laid  two  or  three  times  you  cannot  afford  this 
and  diat,  and  you  have  left  McGrigor  Ha^ 

and ^ 

"Andwha'  mair,  ye  young  deevil?"  roared 
W  &ther,  darting  at  and  violently  shaking 
her,  "  are  ye  cimie  hame  to  spy  and  to  speer, 
and  to  taunt  and  to  lie,  and  to  defame  yer  ain 
bther,  and  accuse  him  o'  porerty !" 

"  Poverty  is  no  crime,  sir,"  stammered  Bo- 
bina. 

^  It  is  the  greatest  of  crimes.  Me  I  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world,  and  in  my  eyes.    There, 
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then^  gang  yer  ways^  befere  I  shake  a'  the 
breath  out  o'  yer  silly  bodie ;  but  ken«  anoe  tx 
a%  I  left  McGrigor  Ha'  because  the  air  o*  the 
place  did  na'  agree  with  her  Leddyahip;  and 
when  I  say  I  canna  afford  this  and  thot,  I 
mean  that  I  canna  afford  to  be  wasteful  and 
yet  to  gie  you  the  great  and  noUe  portion 
without  whilk  a  dochter  o'  the  booee  o'  Mc 
Grigor  never  yet  formed  an  alliance  with  ony 
other  fiunily.  And  noo  gang  and  mak  yenel' 
ready  to  receive  Sir  Davie  McDougaL  In 
all  probabeelity  he'U  ca'  here  the  mom.  Bat 
waste  na'  yer  time,  Beenie ;  busk  ye,  and  mak 
ye  bonnie,  lassie,  and  then  set  aboot  some  quiet 
hoosehold  wark,  thatll  be  profeetaUe  in  Usel' 
and  keep  yer  mind  fra'  mischief  and  vain 
speerings  at  wha'  ye  canna  understond!" 

Gladly  the  terrified  girl  escaped  from  her 
proud  and  passionate  fiUiher.  ''Oh,"  she 
thougbt,  ''could  Luzmore  know  this  I  Could 
Luxmore  have  seen  her,  his  idol,  so  raved  at, 
so  rudely  shaken,  shaken  till  she  positively 
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pa&ted  for  breatb — could  he  behold  on  her 
delicate  mists^  and  her  £ur  shoulders^  the 
arad  marks  of  her  fitther's  deadly  gripe — how 
would  his  heart  bleed  for  her — ^how  would  he 
mk  to  her  rescue — how  would  he  hover 
ixomid  her  home  tQl  he  had  devised  some 
means  of  bearing  her  safely  from  this  wretched 
abode^  and  of  sheltering  her  in  his  arms  and 
imder  his  name  from  every  evil  and  every 
sorrow. 

This  last  rencontre  with  her  &ther^  to  the 
recollection  of  which  Bobina  could  not  recur 
without  a  shudder^  (so  much  had  his  unex- 
pected, inexplicable,  and  causeless  violence 
staortled  her)  strongly  impressed  on  her  mind 
the  necessity  of  proceeding  with  the  greatest 
caution,  in  the,  to  her,  all-important  work  of 
her  deliverance.  It  was  impossible  for  her  to 
foresee  to  what  dreadfrd  violence,  fiulure,  and 
detection  might  not  expose  her,  in  an  afiair  so 
near  her  fitther's  heart,  since  an  imprudent 
question,  which  provoked  his  irritable  temper. 
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had  induced  him  to  lay  violent  hands  on  her. 
A  bitter  and  haunting  resentment  for  a  treat- 
ment BO  insulting  and  so  unwarrantable  filled 
Robina's  heart,  and  even  while  trembling  at 
the  dangers  she  must  incur,  she  looked  with  a 
kind  of  yindictire  delight  to  the  moment  when 
her  father  should  discover  that  his  tyrannical 
scheme  had  failed,  that  his  victim  had  out- 
witted him,  that  both  he  and  his  pompons, 
egotistical  son-in-law  elect,  were  defeated  by  a 
school  girl,  and  that  she  was  not  only  gone,  but 
gone  for  ever ! — ^that  as  the  wife  of  Lnxmore 
he  had  not  a  shadow  of  power  over  her,  and 
that  while  all  the  world,  she  doubted  not,  would 
applaud  the  girl  of  spirit,  who  at  seventeen 
could  so  plan  and  so  execute,  his  pompons, 
contemptuous,  egotistical  choice.  Sir  David 
McDougal,  would,  as  the  jilted  swain,  be  the 
jest  of  the  whole  country.  Bofaina  havii^ 
dried  her  tears,  was  luxuriating  over  this  pros- 
pect, when  the  angular  fSiuse  of  Miptress  Bedde 
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WM  poked  in  at  her  door,  and  she  was  sum- 
moned to  her  mother's  room. 

**YeTl  get  the  linens,  Hisfl  Bobina/'  said 
the  old  Abigail^  **  and  the  suner  ye  set  to  them 
the  better,  for  Sir  Grigor  is  sadly  in  want  o' 
them^  I  can  tell  you." 

In  no  Tery  good  humour,  Bobina  obeyed  her 
mother's  stumnons.  The  ci-defmfd  beauty  was 
in  bed,  propped  up  by  pillows,  wrapped  in 
shawU,  and  an  imposing  pile  of  Brussels  lace 
and  muslin  in  the  shape  of  a  night-cap  on  her 
tinely-shaped  head. 

The  bed  was  covered  with  the  linen  and 
cambric  which  were  to  be  converted  into  the 
shirts.  At  the  foot  of  tie  bed,  which  was  very 
high  and  canopied  with  crimson  damaak, 
meekly  stood  the  late  infuriate  Sir  Grigor, 
offidouflly  xniUing  a  cup  of  chocolate  for  his 
aogast  ladyi  who  now  and  then  noticed  him  so 
fiur  aa  to  bid  him  somewhat  sharply  not  lean  on 
the  bed,  or  not  lei  the  chocolate  get  cold,  or 
refrain  from  this  noise  or  that  movement. 
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On  seeing  Bobinaj  she  said  angrily :  *'  Wliy 
are  you  in  dishabille^  child?  You  should  be 
drest  betimes — ^there  is  no  knowing  at  what 
hour  Sir  David  may  think  fit  to  calL 

"My  luve/*  said  Sir  Grigor,  "before  you 
fatigue  yourself  any  more^  let  me  beg  you  to 
tak  a  sup  o'  this  chogolad — you  o'ere^ert 
yersel,  indeed  you  do,  my  Leddy/* 

"  I  am  the  best  judge  of  that.  Sir  Grigor/' 
said  the  lady,  haughtily ;  "  if  you  are  weary  of 
holding  the  cup,  e'en  give  it  to  Bobina.'* 

"I  weary,  my  darling P'  said  Sir  Grigor^ 
"  of  doing  anything  for  my  angel  I" 

"  Weel,  then,  baud  the  cup  and  yer  tongue. 
Sir  Grigor,  while  I  «peak  to  Bobina.  Sere 
are  the  linens  for  twelve  shirts,  and  here's  the 
cambric  for  frills  and  ruffles — ^there's  the  pot- 
tern — ^tak  them  wi'  ye,  and  meesure  tbeiu 
exoctly,  and  cut  them  out;  but  first  dress 
yersel'  to  the  greatest  advantage,  and  then  t^y 
yer  work-basket  and  sit  ye  down  in  the  break. 
hat  room;  its  mair  than  probable  Sir  David. 
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and  the  Miss  McDoagals  will  ca'  the  mora, 

and  rd  be  ghd  they^d  find  ye  sae  weel  ciu- 

ployed." 
"And  what  are  you  going  to  do,  my  darling, 

when  you  get  up  ? — a  drive  or  a  ride  would  do 

Toa  good  !*' 
Tve  aa'  just  made  up  my  mind/'  said  the 

LedJy;   "but  it's  possible   I'll  tak   a   canter 

on  the  mare;  but  ye  need  na'  fa^h  yerseP 
aboot  me ;  my  ain  mon  will  attend  me,  and  a' 
you  hac  to  do,  is  to  ride  aff  yerseP  to  the  town, 
ind  speer  aboot  my  boxes,  that  are  na'  come 
yet ;  and  I Ve  na  mair  to  say  to  ye,  sae  gang 
btith,  and  dinna  idle  your  time/' 

Sir  Grigor  kissed  the  fair  hand  his  wife 
extended  for  her  chocolate ;  and  Eobina,  catch- 
nig  up  the  linens,  and  quite  as  much  disgusted 
with  her  father's  cringing  obsequiouEness  to 
Iter  mother,  as  with  his  heartless  tyranny  to 
kenelf,  hastened  to  her  own  room  to  ponder  on 
ker  hard  and  hopeless  task,  for  she  had  as  much 
idea  how  to  cut  out  an  Eastern  Caftan  as  an 
YOU  I.  o 
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English  shirt.  However  the  easier  and  much 
more  agreeable  task  of  arraying  herself  for  con- 
quest was  first  to  be  attended  to^  and  this  Bo- 
bina  protracted  as  long  as  she  could.  During 
its  progress  she  opened  her  heart  about  the 
shirts  to  the  quick  and  sympathizing  Shoozie, 
and  found  that  rustic  but  ready-witted  damsel 
fertile  in  expedients  to  her  young  Mistress's 
credit  and  labour. 

Shoozie,  like  most  Scotch  girls  of  the  lower 
orders,  had  been  well  taught  at  a  good  school; 
she  could  cut  out  very  fairly  herself,  and  do 
'  white  work,*  as  she  called  it,  very  neatly;  but 
added  to  this,  she  was  intimate  with  the  school- 
mistress and  many  of  the  teachers,  and  under- 
took to  get  all  the  laborious  part  of  this  great 
work  done  for  a  few  shillings,  which  luckily 
Robina  had  by  her  still. 

"  Ye  must  e'en  hae  ane  or  twa  by  ye  to  mak 
believe  wi',  Miss,"  said  Shoozie,  "  and  as  for 
cooting  oot,  I'll  do  thot  in  na  time.'* 

Thus  relieved  from  a  load  of  terror,  work, 
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and  care^  Bobina,  taking  in  her  basket  one  of 
the  shirts  Shoozie  had  cut  out^  and  pleased  at 
seeing  herself  in  high  beauty,  and  dressed  to 
the  greatest  advantage,  repaired  to  the  break- 
fwt-room.  There,  with  her  work  in  her  hand, 
she  passed  some  hours  in  devouring  the  old 
norel  she  kept  secreted  in  her  basket,  until 
hearing  the  dock  strike  two,  she  began  to 
grow  indignant  at  her  aspirant's  tardiness,  and 
ashamed  at  having  sat  so  long,  dressed  out  and 
expecting  such  a  "  laggard  in  love/' 
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CHAPTER   XXVII. 


A   LESSON  TO   LADIES. 


While  Robina  in  all  the  angry  scorn  of 
slighted  beauty  was  awaiting  Sir  David  Mc. 
Dougal,  her  eyes  flashing,  her  cheeks  flushed, 
and  her  litde  proud  heart  swelling  and  tlurob- 
bing  beneath  her  tight  boddice,  her  attention 
was  attracted  by  a  beautiful  chestnut  mare  with 
a  side  saddle  on  it,  which  ''  Marmaduke/'  her 
mother's  '  ain  mon,'  was  walking  up  and  down 
before  the  door,  leading  at  the  same  time 
another  steed  for  his  own  riding.  The  silken 
mane,  the  arched  and  glossy  neck,  the  large 
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velvet  eye,  smaU  proud  head,  and  Arab  ftct  of 

the  mare  particularly  deUghted  one  who,  like 

most  of  her  sex,  love  to  gaze  on  beautj— and 

she  was  impatiently  anticipating  the  time  wh..i. 

Luxmore  would  present  her  with  just  such  a 

gteed— when  Mistress  Beckie  came  to  thu  hall 

door,  and  crossly  told  Marmaduke,  thiit  "  her 

L«ddy  was  na'  weel  eno'  to  get  up  the  day, 

and  80  he  might  jist  tak  the  horses  bock  agen 

to  the  stable." 

"  I  wish  I'd  known  my  Lady's  mind  before," 

said  the  man  angrily. 

"Ye  could  na'  ken  it,  mon,  before  she 
kenned  it  hersel,"  said  Beckie;  "so  e'en  lak 
bock  the  horses.  I'm  na'  to  learn  why  ynu 
like  riding,  master  Marmaduke;  ye  find  the 
Ha'  dull,  I'm  thmking,  and  naebody  woith 
looking  at;  but  a  few  miles  awa'  there's  a 
flauntering  lassie,  siUy  eno'  to  crack  wid  ye 
and  speer  ater  you;  I  ken  ye  weel,  put  by  the 
horses,  mon."     And  with  an  indignant  toss  of 
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the  head,  and  a  spitefal  titter^   Mrs.  Beckie 
withdrew. 

Marmaduke  murmured,  he  liked  riding,  and 
there  was  some  truth  in  the  bitter  taunt  of  the 
slighted  Beckie ;  he  was  fine  as  powder  plush 
and  tags  could  make  him.  It  was  a  glorious 
afternoon — ^he  had  had  all  his  trouble  for 
nothing,  and  a  certain  Tillage  belle  would  watch 
in  vain ;  but  the  cross  Beckie  heeded  not  his 
grumbling — she  had  slammed  the  door  sgid  left 
him. 

A  bold  idea  crossed  Bobina's  mind.  She 
knew  her  mother  was  not  up,  and  that  her 
father  would  not  be  home  tiU  dinner-tiine. 
Biding  was  her  dearest  delight ;  she  had  learnt 
in  the  best  riding-schools  in  London,  was  accom- 
plished in  an  art  so  rarely  mastered  by  very 
young  women,  and  aboTe  all  she  knew  (for 
Luxmore  had  ofien  told  her  so)  that  if  she  ws6 
lovely  in  other  garbs,  in  her  riding  dress  and 
hat  she  was  irresistible. 

"Marmaduke!"    she  said   (gently  opening 
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the  window)  to  the  man  who  still  stood  sulkily 
looking  at  the  mare — "  Marmadoke,  I  shoidd 
like  a  ride  to-day." 

"  Can  you  ride.  Miss  T'  said  the  man. 

''Oh  yes,  I  am  a  capital  horsewoman,  and 
quite  used  to  it ;  if  you  will  wait  I'll  only  be 
a  few  minutes  getting  on  my  habit  and  hat.'' 

Well,  Miss,  if  you'll  take  all  the  blame — I 
don't  know  what  my  Lady  will  say." 

''Oh,  she  need  not  know  it,  nor  papa  neither, 
Marmaduke !" 

"  Well,  be  quick,  miss  !"  said  the  man ;  and 
added  to  himself,  "What  a  spunkey  lass — she'll 
lead  Sir  David  a  fine  life  of  it,  when  she's  my 
lady,  I'm  thinking,  and  so  much  the  better — 
he  wants  to  be  taken  down  a  peg  or  two." 

With  panting  haste  Bobina,  aided  by  the 
ever  ready  Shoozie,  donned  the  sky-blue  habit 
and  white  beaver  Spanish  hat  and  feathers  (then 
the  most  approved  fashion  for  the  Amazons  of 
the  day) — ^noiselessly  she  tripped  down  stairs — 
lightly  she   sprang  into    the   saddle;    a   few 
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minutes  more^  and  Shoozie  strained  her  neck 
in  vain — ^the  delighted  Bobina  was  out  of  sight 
How  independent  felt  our  young  Bobina  as 
she  cantered  along  the  soft  turf;  all  cares^  all 
fears  were  forgotten  in  the  exhilarating  delight 
of  the  moment ;  the  soft  breeze^  freshened  by  a 
recent  shower^  fianned  her  cheek  and  played  in 
her  long  curls,  whose  golden  auburn  seemed 
to  delight  in  catching  the  rich  beams  of  the 
evening  sun.  She  felt  as  if  she  could  command 
an  army^  or  defy  or  win  a  world.  Mumaduke, 
who  was  a  very  conceited  puppy,  and  quite  a 
spoiled  servant,  muttered  to  his  impertinent 
self  that  "  she  was  a  fine  creature,  and  that  no 
man  need  be  ashamed  of  attending  her,  but 
that  he  hoped  his  kindness  in  escorting  her 
would  put  no  romantic  notions  into  her  head, 
seeing  that  they  were  both  engaged.''  And 
then  pulling  up  his  collar,  he  recalled  to  mind 
all  those  most  degrading  instances  of  female 
perversion — ^those  eternal  blots  on  the -sex — ^the 
marriages  of  ladies  with  their  footmen.    *'  But,'' 
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he  continued,  soliloqxdzmg,  ^*  It  could  neyer  be 
— Tm  a  man  of  honour  and  of  feeling !  and  I 
could  not  break  my  promise,  and  poor  Mary 
Primrose's  little  heart — ^yet  we  handsome  fel- 
lows are  sorely  tempted!  Still  Miss  Bobby 
smiled  at  me  just  now  as  if  she  thought  me 
worth  winning,  and  I'm  sure  she  couldn't  have 
put  her  little  foot  in  a  Prince's  hand,  to  mount 
her  horse,  more  plajrfully  and  kindly  than  she 
did  in  mine.  Well,  if  it  comes  to  nothing,  it 
must  be  my  merit,  not  her's,  for  she's  a  deuced 
takiog  little  thing,  and  I'm  no  judge  of  women 
if  she  is  not  as  fond  and  forward  as  she  is 
pretty !" 

Poor  Bobina !  what  a  lesson  to  her,  and  to 
all  other  ladies,  might  a  knowledge  of  the  im- 
pertinent construction  put  upon  such  con- 
descension be !  With  all  her  faults  and  follies, 
the  was  a  Lady :  and  a  footman,  however  tall, 
handsome,  and  richly  dressed,  was  to  her  no 
more  than  any  other  menial,  and  as  little  likely 
to  occur  to  her  mind  as  a  lover,  as  the  horse  he 
o  5 
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rode  or  the  donkey  bxaying  oyer  the  hedge.  It 
was  in  the  most  perfect  innocence  of  the 
possibility  of  so  degrading  an  interpretation  of 
her  somewhat  condescending  and  coaxing  man- 
ner of  persuading  the  man  to  attend  her^  that 
she  had  exposed  herself  to  the  horrible  and. 
insulting  suspicion — ^insulting  even  if  it  never 
passed  the  prison  house  of  his  vain  and  vulgar 
bosom ;  and  thousands  of  ladies  do  as  unwit- 
tingly and  innocently  expose  themselYes  to  the 
vulgar  and  revolting  nusconstnictionsj  not 
merely  of  such  fellows,  but  of  all  their  asso- 
ciates. 

To  them  the  man  is  only  a  low  and  gaudy 
menial — outwardly  all  respectful  deference  and 
obsequious  attention — ^to  himadf  he  is  a  lord  of 
the  creation,  and  when  really  well  dressed,  tall 
and  handsome,  is  in  his  own  conceit  a  much 
finer  fellow  than  any,  behind  whose  chair  he 
stands,  or  whose  attentions  he  sees  so  coveted 
and  so  courted. 

His  livery,  which,  as  a  badge  of  servitude, 
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would  be,  howeyer  becomings  nothing  to  any 
▼oman  of  taste  and  delicacji  is  only  in  his  eyes^ 
a  lich  and  becoiping  s^it  which  must  eclipse  the 
sober  poritan  garb  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  day. 
He  cannot  understand  or  appreciate  his  own 
deficiencies  in  refinement,  intellect,  birth  and 
breeding ;  and  as  nothing  fosters  the  growth  of 
presumption  and  conceijt  like  luxurious  living 
▼ithoat  mental  imprpvemei^t,  and  bodily  indul- 
gence without  mental  culture,  so  no  honourable 
dandy  or  youthful  lordhng  so  overrates  himself 
and  his  fascinations,  as  do  the  conceited  actors 
in  that  comedy  daily  represented,  '  High  life 
below  stairs.' 

Sobina,  in  such  high  spirits,  and  so  well 
mounted^r  ^a^  ^^^  disposed  to  pay  much  respect 
to  boundariea.;  she. had  soon  passed  out  of  th^ 
gates  of.  the  Glenlonely  estate,  and  on  appealing 
to  Marmadnke  as  to  the  best  road  for  her  to 
take,  was  of  course  directed  by  him  the  way 
▼bich  led  past  Mary  Primrose's  cottage. 

When    they    reached    this    pretty  cottage. 
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through  whose  woodbine  tapestzied  casement  a 
blooming  &ce  was  seen^  Marmadnke  intbrmed 
the  young  lady  that  he  had  a  message  to  leaTe^ 
and  asked  her  whether  she  had  any  objection 
while  he  delivered  it,  to  canter  along  a  gieen 
sward  path  singularly  soft  and  inviting^  which 
ran  parallel  with  a  beautiful  trout  stream. 
Bobina  was  delighted  to  do  so.  Marmadnke, 
in  the  company  of  his  belle,  and  in  praises  of 
himself,  forgot  the  flight  of  time,  and  Bobina 
was  soon  out  of  sight. 

The  young  coquette,  however,  soon  perceived 
with  pleasure  that  at  a  little  distance,  and  placed 
so  that  they  must  see  her  as  she  passed,  was  a 
party  of  anglers. 

Gentlemen  they  were  evidently,  and  in  the 
huge  proportions,  immense  though  handsome 
features,  and  flaming  red  hair  unadorned  by 
the  powder  then  in  fiushion,  of  one  of  the  party, 
Bobina  felt  sure  she  recogmsed  Sir  Davie  Me. 
Dougal;  the  other  two  were  sporting  looking 
men — one  a  pale,  the  other  a  purple  lookbig 
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votary  of  Bacchus;  but  all  three  suiEciently 
comioisseTirs  in  beauty  to  betray  some  surprise^ 
and  no  little  admirationy  at  the  lovely  vision 
which  unattended^  and  to  them  quite  unknown^ 
csntered  so  gracefully  past  them. 

Bobina  knew  that  the  eyes  of  aU  were  fixed 
on  her^  and  she  cast  down  her  own^  while  her 
colour  rose. 

"  Why  who  the  deuce  is  that,  McDougal  ?" 
asked  the  bottle-nosed  Jem  Fraser,  when  her 
fleet  steed  had  borne  her  out  of  hearing. 

"I  ken  na  mair  aboot  it  than  yersel," 
answered  McDougal,  colouring,  for  a  sort  of 
half  suspicion,  half  hope,  crossed  his  mind,  that 
this  lovely  creature  might  be  the  very  girl  to  a 
union  with  whom  he  had  looked  forward  so 


''It  canna  be  McGrigor's  dochter,"  said  Sir 
Hugh  Morice,  the  pale  and  dissipated  looking 
third  of  this  trio. 

"  McGrigor's  dochter  !**  echoed  Fraser,  "  na 
na,  I  remember  McGrigor's  dochter  years  gane 
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by,  a  little  round-faced,  rosy*  milk-maid  looking 
lassie,  wi'  hair  as  red  as  McDougal's,  and  form 
as  &t  as  a  Christmas  tnrkey — ^na,  na,  its  mair 
likely  its  ain  of  the  Dooglasses ;  I  hear  they're 
staying  at  Dooglas  jist  noo,  and  ain  o*  them  is 
ca'd,  for  her  beauty  and,  wit,  "  The  blue  belle 
of  Scotland/'  They're  wild  too,  and  auld 
friends  o'  the  prood  auld  Leddy  McGrigori 
and  I  doot  na'  that  beautiful  girl  is  the  identical 
''  Blue  belle"  wha's  turning  half  the  heads,  and 
breaking  half  the  hearts,  in  ScotLand,  and  has 
already  they  say  had  mair  than  ain  ducal  coro- 
net at  her  feet !" 

"Weel!  weel!  it  may  be  sa,"  said  Fraser, 
'*  but  if  I  remember  right,  the  blue  belle,  as 
they  ca'  her,  has  hair  and  eyes  as  black  as  a 
sloe ;  and  mony's  the  little  fiit,  round-fiaused, 
rosy  wee  thing  o'  ten,  that  at  seventeen  is  a 
very  lily,  and  mony  a  red  head  hae  I  seen  ripen 
into  a  lovely  auburn  before  this.'* 

"  Fraser's  na'  that  wrang,"  said  McDougal ; 
"  it  may  be  Bobina  Mc.Grigor  after  a\" 
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''And  if  it  is/'  said  Sir  Hugh,  '*  I'm  ready  to 
dispute  the  prize  wid  ye;  but  I  bet  you  a 
hooQdred  to  ain  it  is  na'/' 

"  Dune  I"  said  McDougal ;  ''  sa  to  mak 
sure,  let  us  e'en  ^Uow  at  a  deestance  behint 
the  trees ;.  well  sune  ken  where  she  gangs." 

"Ill  tak  yer  bet.  too,  Morice,"  said  Jem 
Fraser ;  **  guineas  let  it  be,  a  hoondred  to  ain." 

'^  Dune  again,"  said  Morice ;  and  they  has- 
tened after  the  £edr  Amazon.  In  a  little  while, 
as  the  road  branched  off  into  seyeral  different 
directions,  they  agreed  to  part  company ;  and 
as  luck  would  haye  it,  the  road  Sir  Davie  took, 
was  the  identical  one  along  if  hich  Bobina  had 
passed,  and  on  which  he  was  ere  long  over- 
taken by  Marmaduke. 

Marmaduke  was  weU  known  to  him,  and  the 
nu>ment  he  perceived  him,  lie  hailed  him,  and 
fioon  became  master  of  the  important  £ict  that 
the  beauty  who  had  passed  him  was  no  other 
than  his  own  Intended,  Robina  McGrigor  I 

Marmaduke  was  quick  enough  to  perceive 
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the  heightened  colour  with  which  he  leamt  thk 
newB^  and  the  extreme  eagerness  of  bis  in* 
qoiries  on  the  subject;  he  was  not  tberefore 
surprised  when  Sir  Dayid  McJDougal  sent  his 
best  respects  to  Leddy  Mc.Grigor,  and  an- 
nounced his  intention  of  begging  a  cup  of  tea 
from  her  fair  hands  that  yery  eyening. 

"  I  will  wait  on  her  Leddyship  at  seven  pre- 
ceesely,*'  said  Sir  Davie. 

And  Marmaduke  gallopped  on  after  his 
young  ndstress,  muttering  to  himself^  *^He 
might  hae  tipped  me  a  poor  half-crown  for  mj 
good  news — well,  I  hope  Miss  Robby  will  lead 
him  a  wild-goose  chase,  and  jilt  him  after  aU. 
If  she'll  take  my  advice,  she  will ;  Fm  sure  she 
may  do  better  than  marry  that  stingy  Scot^  to 
be  shut  up  in  his  dreary  old  haunted  castle, 
with  all  those  old  maids — ^why  she'd  be  happier 
as  landlady  of  a  smart  Inn  in  some  gay  place, 
with  a  fine  young  fellow  like  me ;  but  poor 
Mary  must  not  be  forsaken ;  besides  I  do  be- 
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lieve  the  cottager's  duld  has  more  of  the  need* 
fdl  than  the  baronet's  daughter." 

Bobina  was  not  much  surprised  to  hear  that 
she  had  seen  the  actual  Sir  Davie,  nor  did  his 
eagerness  to  pay  his  respects  to  her  excite  any 
great  emotion  in  the  petted  idol  of  the  adoring 
Luxmore;  only  she  resolved,  if  possible.  Ho 
disappoint  him  who  had  so  slighted  her ;  and 
when  on  arriving  at  Glenlonely,  she  found  not 
only  that  she  had  not  been  missed  by  her 
mother,  but  that  word  had  come  from  her 
&ther,  that  he  should  not  be  home  for  two  or 
three  day^,  she  resolved  to  have  her  own  way. 

Pretending  a  head-ache,  she  went  fairly  to 
bed ;  and  when  her  mother,  on  the  receipt  of 
Sir  David's  message,  sent  to  desire  her  to  pre- 
pare to  receive  him,  she  returned  as  her  answer 
that  she  was  far  from  well,  indeed  much  too 
unwell  to  rise,  and  must  beg  to  be  excused 
seeing  any  company  that  evening. 

Lady  Mc.Grigor  knew  not  what  to  do;  to 
appear  herself  was  impossible,  for  the  ci-devaiU 
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beauty  was  keeping  her  room,  not  from  iDness, 
but  to  undergo  a  tedious  chemical  and  cosmeti- 
cal  process  for  improving  her  complexion.  To 
appear  with  it  half  completed  was  impossible. 
Again  and  again  she  sent  Beckie  to  her  daugh- 
ter's room  to  urge  her  to  rise  and  receive  Sit 
David ;  but  Robina  was  obstinate ;  and  when 
Sir  David  Mc.Dougal^  dressed  out  to  the  greatest 
advantage^  and  on  tip-toe  with  expectation,  ar- 
rived a  little  before  seven  in  the  old  'fiumly 
coach,  it  was  with  assumed  reluctance,  but  in- 
ward glee,  that  Marmaduke  informed  him  of 
his  master's  absence.  Lady  McGrigor's  indis- 
position, and  Miss  Mc.Grigor's  having  sent 
down  her  maid  to  say  she  was  fatigued  with  her 
ride,  and  was  not  equal  to  receiving  any  visitors 
— ^having,  in  short,  retired  to  rest. 

However  Sir  David  happened  to  be  the  very 
man  to  value  an  object  in  proportion  to  the 
difficulty  of  obtaining  it ;  and  though  he  cer- 
tainly felt  extremely  piqued  and  disappointed, 
he  thought  it  best  to  leave  a  most  respectful 
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message  of  condolence  and  regret^  and  to  an- 
nounce that  He  ^wotild  have  the  honour  of  calling 
in  the  farexioaji.  of  the  morrow  to  inquire  after 
the  hidies.  Xhis  done^  the  heavy  old  coach 
was  put  in  znotion^  and  bore  away  the  dis- 
appointed 'Wooer. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


SYMPTOMS  OF   LOTS. 


Sir  David  McDougal  was  not  more  fortunate 
the  next  day.  Lady  Mc.Ghigor  catdd  not,  and 
Bobina  would  not  appear.  The  young  lady 
however  had  an  interview  with  her  mamma, 
who  sate  the  while  with  a  shawl  thrown  over 
her  head  and  &ce,  and  in  this  interview  the 
mother  was  convinced  that  the  daughter  was 
right — ^that  Sir  David's  first  slights  deserved 
this  reprisal,  and  that  his  present  empreasement 
VOL.  n.  B 
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was  evidently  chiefly  owing  to  tte  unexpected 
obstacles  he  had  encountered. 

''  However,"  said  the  mamma,  '*  I  advise  you 
for  your  own  sake,  Bobina,  to  receive  Sir  David 
before  your  father's  return.    I  care  nothing  at 
all  about  it  myself,"  added  her  Ladyship  coldly, 
^^  except  that  of  course  I  wish  to  see  you  settled 
promptly  and  advantageously ;  but  I  mean  youi 
father's  displeasure  has  no  weight  with  me  on 
the  subject     I  have  never  accustomed  him  to 
exercise  any  control,  or  even  influence  over  me, 
and  as  his  approbation  has  little  inducement^  so 
his  displeasure  has  no  terrors  for  me ;  but  as 
his  daughter,  you,  of  course  must  feel  otherwise, 
and  he  is  so  violent  and  vindictive  that  I  advise 
you  on  no  account  to  provoke  his  anger,  or 
thwart  him  in  his  favourite  project,  but  merely, 
as  I  said  before,  for  your  own  sake,  for  I  really 
care  nothing  about  it ;  and  now  go  and  send 
Beckie  to  me — ^this  is  a  very  important  crisis  !" 

Bobina  thought  for  a  moment  the  modier 
meant  a  very  important  crisis  in  the  daughter's 
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&te^  but  soon  found  she  alluded  solely  to  her 
own  complexion  and  the  dangerous  cosmetic 
she  was  using.  Disgusted  at  such  heartlessness^ 
Bobina  hastened  away.  She  found  Sir  David 
had  left  word  that  he  would  have  the  honour  of 
calling  the  next  day  at  Glenlonely  with  his 
sisters^  and  that  he  humbly  hoped^  as  one  of 
them  was  an  invalid^  Miss  McGrigor^  at  leasts 
would  be  so  good  as  to  be  at  home.  A  beautiful 
bouquet  and  a  basket  of  fine  fruit,  with  another 
of  glistening  and  bright  crimson-speckled  trout^ 
caught  Bobina's  eye;  they  were  offerings  at 
her  shrine. 

"  I  must  receive  him  to-morrow,"  she  said  ix> 
herself;  ''it  will  not  do  to  alight  his  sisters, 
though  so  fiu:  so  good — and  if  I  can  go  on  as 
prosperously  as  I  have  begun,  I  shall,  I  hope, 
soon  have  this  ''  lion  of  the  North"  crouching 
at  my  feet,  but  only  to  reject  and  spurn  him 
from  me !" 


CHAPTEB  II. 


THE   LIOK   IN   LOVE. 


The  next  day  Bobina  was  betimes  at  her 
toilet;  and  yet  even  before  she  had  qtiite  com- 
pleted the  elaborate  process^  the  old  fiunily 
coach  of  the  McDougals  might  be  descried  at 
the  end  of  the  avenue,  moving  along  in  all  the 
state  of  four  long-tailed  black  horses^  a  burly 
coachman,  and  an  antique  footman,  (ull-dressed, 
even  to  the  extent  of  a  hot-house  bouquet. 

The  McDougal  arms  were  gaudily  blasoned 
on  the  old  coach,  and  the  pomp  of  the  equipage 
was  in  keeping  with  the  pride  and  hauteur  of 
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three  prim  old  spiiisters^  who  thought  nothing 
on  earth  approached  in  attraction  to  their  pet 
brother,  who^  though  many  years  their  junior, 
was  the  sole  representative  of  the  ancient  and 
iUustrious  house  of  Mc  J)ougaL 

By  their  advice.  Sir  Davie  had  dressed  him- 
self for  this  memorable  occasion  in  full  Highland 
costume,  and  certainly  the  picturesque  garb  set 
off  to  advantage  the  colossal  proportions  of  his 
figure,  his  regular  but  huge  features,  and  abun- 
dance of  flaming  hair  and  whisker,  which,  unlike 
most  red  hair,  being  kept  with  the  greatest 
nicety,  was  glossy  and  ambrosial  in  the  extreme. 

"A  penny  for  yer  thoughts,  Davie!"  said 
the  eldest  sister,  a  small  deformed  spinster  of 
fifty-five,  but  looking  much  older,  blind  of  one 
eye  and  seeing  very  imperfectly  with  the  other, 
but  gazing  on  her  brother  with  unspeakable 
admiration,  purblind  as  she  was.  ''A  penny 
for  yer  thoughts;  yer  ower  silent,  I'm  thinking, 
on  this  occasion;  it  canna  be  that  ye  feel  the 
sma'est  parteede  o*  onxiety,  brither — you,  the 
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last  o'  the  McDoogak,  and  sic  a  moa  as  ye 
are^  and  the  lassie^  Mc.Grigor'a  dochter j  wi'  na 
tocher^  and  na  mair  to  motdi.  ye  in  hikes  tiuoi 
yon  bam*door  hen,  can  motch  our  paycock  at 
the  castle." 

'^  Ha'  ye  then  seen  Miss  McGzigor,  sister  r 
asked  Sir  Dayie. 

^'  Na,  na,  but  I  ken  weel,  be  she  what  she 
may,  she's  na  motch  in  form  or  &oe  for  you, 
brither,  na  mair  than  she  is  in  fbrtnne  and 
fomilyr 

"  I  might  ha'  kenned  ye  had  na'  seen  her,^ 
said  Sir  Dayie;  ''bide  a  wee,  bide  a  wee, 
Ailsie,  and  ye'U  change  your  note,  and  think 
I'm  ower  prood  to  aspire  to  sic  a  bomiie,  bonnie 
gem!" 

"  I  change  my  note  indeed  1"  screeched  due 
lady,  in  a  voice  which  proved  how  desirable 
such  an  event  would  be ;  Vm  na  fule,  and  na 
bleend,  (neither  assertion  seemed  well  sup- 
ported) ond  this  I  say,  I  niver  yet  saw  the  men 
to  compare  with  ye,  nor  the  lasaie  to  motch  ye. 
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Fe  came  o'  a  fuaalj,  Davie,  aye  renooned  for 
beauty  aad  wit.  I  remember  me,  our  puir 
fidier  was  a  noble-looUng  stately  mon,  that  a' 
speered  ater  when  he  walked  the  streets;  I 
camia  say  he  was  sa  surpreesh^ly  hondsome  as 
yersel,  Dayie,  but  of  a'  the  men  I  eyer  saw,  he 
came  next  to  ye.  Our  mither  was  a  Coort 
beauty  o'  the  first  order ;  and  for  oursels,  it  ill 
becomes  me  to  boast,  but  ye  ken,  Davie, 
whether  we  hae,  or  hae  na',  made  a  noise  in  the 
warld  o'  fashion. — ^Hard  to  please,  and  may  be  a 
thought  too  proud  we  may  be,  for  nane  o*  your 
seesters,  Davie,  ever  yet  saw  the  mon  she 
deemed  a  motch  for  her  in  ony  way.  But  I 
mention  this  merely  to  keep  ye  in  heart,  brither, 
and  to  mind  ye  that  it  ill  becomes  the  speerit 
and  pretensions  of  a  McDougal,  and  thot  na' 
the  manest  o'  the  race,  to  be  onadous  and  silent 
and  dootful  when  he  gangs  to  coort  the  babie- 
&ced  dochter  of  a  McGrigor." 

'^Seester  Ailsie  speaks  weel,  brither,"  said 
Miss  Kat^rine  McDougal,  the  second  sister. 
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and  who  was,  for  a  woman,  as  gigantic  in  her 
proportions  as  Sir  Davie  for  a  man — boastiiig 
too,  with  hair  abundant  and  flaming  as  his  own, 
and  being  about  ten  years  his  senior.  ''  I  came, 
I  saw,  I  conquered,'*  might  weel  be  the  motto 
of  a'  whase  veins  bound  the  high  Uuid  o'  the 
McDougals;  I  canna  understand  wha*  change 
has  creepit  ower  ye,  Davie,  but  I  must  e'en  say 
it  ill  becomes  my  &ther's  son,  and  our  brither, 
to  sit  pale  and  cooard  on  an  occasion  like  this. 
Te  were  wont  to  be  a  braw  wooer,  a  vary  lion 
amang  the  lassies— but  ever  since  ye  saw  the 
little  hizzie  Sobina,  yer  an  altered  mon.  I  fear 
me,  yer  in  luve,  brither ;  and  if  ye  are,  and  ye 
let  the  lassie  ken  it,  yer  a  lost  mon.  Troost  a 
woman,  for  kenning  her  ain  sex ;  let  her  doot 
whether  she  can  win  you  or  na',  and  shell  tak 
a  waxld  o'  pains  aboot  it  Let  her  see  her 
power,  and  she'll  laugh  at  ye,  mon !'' 

**  Thot  adveece,"  sighed  Miss  Miranda  Mc. 
Dougal,  the  youngest  (who,  in  spite  of  a  squint, 
was  very  sentimental)  and  had  not  given  up  all 
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diooghts  of  settling  in  life — *^  thot  adveece  is 
easier  giren  than  followed,  seesters ;  Luve  can 
mak  a  cooard  and  a  slare  eren  o'  a  McDougal, 
and  I  only  hope  onr  dear  brither,  if  he  is 
destined  to  feel  a'  the  pongs  o'  passion,  may  ken 
a'  its  ecstatic  delights  too." 

''Thank  you,  dearest  Miranda/^  said  Sir 
DaTie,  whose  heart  in  its  present  state  re- 
sponded better  to  her  tender  wishes  than  to  his 
elder  sisters'  spirited  exhortations;  "I  have 
been,  as  Kat'rine  says,  a  braw  wooer  hitherto, 
and  a  lion  amang  the  lassies,  but  I  never  was 
in  luve ;  whether  I  am  destined  to  be  so  noo, 
time  must  show,  but  even  if  I  am,  I  troost  I 
sail  never  be  found  wanting  in  the  spirit  that 
becomes  my  fietiher's  son  and  your  brither.  I'm 
na^  to  learn,  that  I  am  &r  mair  honouring  than 
honoured  in  this  alleance,  and  though  I  canna 
deny  that  the  lassie's  charms  ha'  made  some 
impression  on  my  foncy,  its  na'  certain  thot  it 
win  last,  and  thot  I  may  not  send  her  to  the 
light  aboot  after  a\" 
b5 
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''There  spak  xnj  ain  brither/'  said  "Mm 
McDougal,  ''and  noo  here  we  are,  and  I 
niver  saw  even  Da^ie  himsel  luke  half  sa  brair 
as  he  does  the  day." 

But  in  spite  of  all  his  boasts  and  braTado, 
Davie  changed  colour  two  or  three  times, 
before  Marmaduke  announced  the  party,  and 
the  braw  wooer  looked  unoommonlj  she^ish 
when  he  found  himself  in  the  actual  presence 
of  the  young  Bobtna,  who,  in  high  beauty  and 
with  perfect  presence  of  mind,  did  the  honauis 
of  her  Other's  house,  with  a  London4ured  grace, 
and  apologised  with  a  due  mixture  of  polite* 
ness  and  indiflference  for  her  parents'  absence. 

Even  Miss  MaDougal  was  a  littLe^  (what  k 
vulgarly  called,  taken  aback ;)  but  reoovcsmg 
herself,  she  said^  "I  hope.  Miss  McGngor, 
you  like  Glenlonely." 

"  I  like  the  beauties  of  nature,  however  wild 
and  uncultiYated,"  replied  Sobina>  "andiAer 
so  long  a  parting,  I  rejoice  in  my  dear  parents' 
company ;  but  fresh  from  the  warm  South,  and 
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all  the  varied  el^andes  and  delights  of  London^ 
I  cazmot^  just  at  firsts  feel  much  enchanted  with 
(Henkmely  r 

**  Deed  then^  if  your  stay  in  London  has 
made  Scotland  distastefol  to  ye^  Miss  Me. 
Girigor^  to  my  mind  it*s  a  pity  you  erer  visited 
tlie  South  at  a'." 

''Biere  may  be  mair  firippery  show  in  Lon- 
don dian  amang  us^**  sdid  Mils  Katrine^  "  but 
£ar  real  grandeur  and  real  worth  there's  na 
knd  Eke  bonnie  Scotland !" 

"Hare  you  erer  yisited  London/*  asked 
Bobina  calmly^  though  she  knew  full  well  the 
ffpinaters  had  nerer  been  farther  South  than 
£dittborouglL 

^Nae,  but  for  a'  that^  we  can  form  an 
c^ieem<m." 

**  A  very  different  one  to  what  you  will  form 
if  you  erer  do  visit  London^"  said  Bobina, 
persuasiyely ;  "  but  you.  Sir  David,  you  I  am 
sure  have  been  to  the  great  city — ^what  think 
you  of  it?*' 
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Sir  DaT]d  could  not  resist  the  appeal  of  Bo- 
bina's  eyes  and  smile. 

''  I  think  it  only  too  bewitdiing  a  place/'  he 
said^  ''  and  I  &ncy  there  is  a  magic  in  it  which 
those  educated  there  contreeve  to  bring  awa' 
with  them." 

Sobina  bowed  with  the  pleased  nonchalance 
of  an  acknowledged  beauty^  accustomed  to 
every  species  of  compliment.  The  two  elder 
spinsters  drew  up  and  looked  belligerent  and 
contemptuous,  but  Mirandaj  sighing,  said: 
''There  is  but  ain  mogidan,  and  I  beheve 
he'U  be  foond  as  easily  in  the  Nooth  as  the 
Sooth.  He  can  mak  fiEury  lond  appear  wher- 
ever he  dwells,  and  where  he  is  na*,  a'  is  barren 
and  drear." 

''And  how  do  ye  contreeve  to  pass  yer  time 
in  a  place  you  find  sa  unco'  duU,  Miss  Mc 
Grigor  V*  asked  Miss  McDougaL 

"Nay,"  said  Bobina,  "I  said  not  it  was 
dull;  in  truth,  I  never  find  it  duU  anywhere^ 
and  am  never  "less  alone  than  when  alone."  I 
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can  amuBe  myself  with  my  own  reflections  even 
while  my  fingers  are  engaged  in  such  trifling 
household  duties  as  these'' — and  she  pointed  to 
the  pile  of  linens  heside  her^  which  were  placed 
diere^  as  if  just  cat  out,  and  prepared  by  her- 
self. 

^'Treefles  indeed!*'  said  Miss  McDougal^ 
'^we  Scotch  think  the  making  a  set  of  fine 
shirts  onything  but  a  treefling  occupation^  and 
consider  it  ain^  that  demands  our  fullest  atten- 
tion/' 

"  In  the  Souths''  said  Bobina^  '^we  are  taught 
to  consider  needle-work  as  a  merely  mechanical 
occupation  for  the  fingers,  while  the  mind  can 
improve  itself  by  the  loftier  pleasures  of  con- 
templation." 

Again  Miss  McDougal  and  Miss  Katrine 
cast  up  their  eyes,  and  Miss  Miranda  said :  "  It 
IB  lucky  for  woman  that  she  can  suffer  her 
thoughts  to  roam  while  her  fingers  ply  the 
homely  task,  else  would  a  creature  all  soul  and 
sentiment  become  a  mere  household  drudge." 
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Bobina  now,  at  Sir  Dayid's  request,  pro- 
diiiced  some  of  the  loftier  eTidences  of  her 
talents,  fancy  works,  principaUj  done  by  poor 
Eva  Sforris,  and  huge  drawings  finished  cS  by 
masters.  She  goffered  herself  too  to  be  led  to  a 
piano,  on  which  she  thundered  away  at  a 
sonata,  and  electrized  Sir  DaTid  by  singing  an 
elaborate  Italian  cantata  in  the  last  opera  style ; 
this  done,  she  ordered  refreshments,  and  ac- 
cepted (dependent  on  her  £eitlier's  sanction)  an 
invitation  to  spend  a  week  at  McDougal 
Castle. 

"  I  fear  ye'll  find  tbe  Castle  unco'  duH  wf 
yer  Southron  notions,  Miss  McGrigor,'*  said 
Miss  McDougal. 

But  Bobina  knew  that  it  could  not  be  duller 
than  Glenlonely,  and  indeed  with  Sir  Davie  to 
captivate,  and  his  sisters  to  tpnz,  she  thought  it 
must  be  very  much  m<»re  amusing. 

So  playfully  taking  the  cross  old  sjHnster'B 
unwiBsng  hand,  she  said :  *'  Do  not  judge  me 
too  hastily ;  your  own  heart  beats  not  with  a 
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deeper  love  for  Seotland  than  does  mine ;  some 
of  my  tastes  and  opimons  may  have  beim 
formed  where  I  have  passed  so  many  years,  but 
ill  my  affections,  like  yours,  belong  to  this  dear 
laiid.  In  London  the  sight  of  a  sprig  of 
heavier  coidd  diaw  tears  firom  my  eyesj  and  a 
Une  bell  cheer  my  very  soul ;  bide  a  wee,  bide 
a  wee,  till  ye  ken  me  belter,'*  she  added^  for 
tlie  first  time  speaking  with  a  Scotch  accent — 
*'  Pm  a  true  Scotch  ksaie  after  a\" 

Her  manner  was  so  endearing  and  her  words 
80  flattering^  that  even  Hiss  Mc.Dougal  was 
begoiled  into  kissing  the  fair  cheek  she  offered. 
Miss  Katrine  did  the  same^  and  Miranda 
dasped  her  to  her  heart.  The  colossal  Sir 
Davie  ventured  to  kiss  her  hand^  but  with  the 
reference  due  to  a  Queen's,  and  with  many  a 
sheepish  glance  he  withdrew. 

^'  I  canna  mak  her  out,'^  said  Miss  Mc. 
DoQgal^  when  again  en  rouU,  "  but  she^s  baith 
baanie  and  cunning,  I'm  thinking/* 
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''At  ony  rate  she's  toomed  our  Davie's  bond- 
some  head/'  said  Miss  Katrine. 

''  Or  won  his  heart/'  said  Miranda. 

But  Sir  Davie  only  gave  vent  to  a  sigh,  so 
loud  and  so  deep,  that  one  would  have  thought 
Boreas  alone  could  have  breathed  it ;  and  it 
was  in  a'  the  moody  sileiioe  of  the  lion  in  love, 
that  the  great  Sir  Davie  passed  out  of  the 
Glenlonely  estate  and  reached  his  castle,  wheie 
dinner  and  whiskey  punch,  with  the  boundless 
flatteries  of  all  his  sisters,  did  their  utmost  to 
cheer  and  enliven  him. 
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CHAPTER  m. 


rmAsnrr  ik  taxsnts  begets  tbbachebt  ik 

CHILDBEN. 

Sir    Gvrigor  McGrigor    returned  from  his 

secret  expedition^  and  that  in  no  very  good 

Kninoiir.     Bobina  trembled  as  she  heard  him 

srolili^g  and  swearing  in  the   passage^   after 

lie  bad  ascertained  that  his  Uege  Lady  was  out 

of  bearing.    It  was  fortunate  for  the  trembling 

girl  that  her  father  recovered  his  composure  on 

liesurixig  of  the  attentions  of  Sir  David,  and  the 

inTXtation    to    McDougal   Castle    which   his 

daughter  had  receiyed. 
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"  This  looks  promising^  lassie^"  he  said^  *'  and 
as  if  ye  had  made  a  gude  impression,  whilk 
becomes  daily  mair  important.  Fll  e'en  drop 
a  line  this  very  evening  to  say  111  bring  ye 
over  to  the  castle  the  mom. 

''I  had  rather  go  a  few  days  later/*  said 
Bobina,  who  had  not  only  the  natural  woman's 
wish  not  to  seem  too  ready,  but  also  agood  deal 
of  finery  in  progress. 

^'Te'd  always  rather  onything  but  what  I 
wish,"  growled  Sir  Davie,  *'and  yeTl  gain 
naething  by  it,  lassie.  I  hod  intended  taking 
you  over  there  to  lunch,  and  noo  ye*Il  plsaae 
to  be  ready  to  start  in  time  to  breakfast  at  dw 
castle." 

Some  bittM  teais  filled  Bobina's  ^ea  at  this 
tjnranny,  and  a  determination  to  thwart  her 
&ther  and  revenge  herself  swelled  her  bosom; 
but  she  had  no  choice;  the  note  submitted  to 
Lady  McGrigor,  and  ai^roved  of  by  her,  was 
dispatched:  that  Lady,  her  complexion  much 
improved,   came  down    in    high  beauty  and 
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good  Inunoar  to  her  game  of  piquet^  and 
Bobi&a  obtained  pmnission  to  retire  to  her 
room^  to  prepare  herself  and  her  wardrobe  &r 
the  important  Tint  of  the  next  day. 

Sobina  was  easily  awakened  from  her  bahny 
aleep  and  the  ambrosial  dumber  o£  early  youth 
at  early  mom,  to  set  out  on  her  somewhat  im- 
plcanant  ezcomon. 

in  her  morning  dreams  the  enamoured  Lux 
more  was  at  her  feet^  in  some  palace  home ;  a 
delidotia  banquet  was  spread  before  her,  and 
fiory  mmic  floated  on  the  breeze — and  from 
aU  thiB^  she  woke  to  a  harsh  summons  from  her 
hJhesr,  and  to  set  out  before  breakfast  in  a 
Scotch  mist  and  an  open  carriage^  for  the  dreary 
abode  of  a  man  she  had  resolved  to  reject,  and 
faia  sisters,  two  of  whom  she  already  disliked, 
while  Ae  despised  the  third. 

The  ride  was  dull  and  oold,  her  fitther  cross 
snd  stem.  The  two  elder  spinsters,  who  were 
ibimally  seated  at  the  break&st  table,  seemed 
moare  repelling  and  hai;^hty  than  at  the  first 
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meeting,  and  even  Miranda^  who  like  all 
sentamentalists  professed  to  be  under  the  akyey 
influence,  and  nenronsly  sensitiye  to  e^ery 
change  of  weather,  was  dnil  and  dispirited. 

The  schoolings  of  his  two  elder  sisters  liad 
taken  some  effect  on  the  great  Sir  Davie.  His 
manner  was  mndi  less  empreui  than  it  had 
been  at  Glenlonely.  To  Sir  Grigor  (who  iras 
very  affectionate  and  even  obsequious  to  lum) 
he  was  rather  stiff  and  sullen,  and  when,  afi^er 
an  ample  Scotch  break&st,  that  gentleman,  pro- 
posed returning  home.  Sir  Davie  and  his  siaters 
but  fidntly  urged  him  to  pass  the  day  at  the 
Castle. 

Still  to  that  &int  request  Sir  Grigor  yielded^ 
much  to  Bobina's  dismay,  for  she  felt  doubly 
constrained  and  uncomfortable  in  her  Other's 
presence.  She  felt,  too,  what  to  a  belle  is  a 
serious  -annoyance,  that  she  was  not  in  beauty — 
the  cold  morning  air  had  blanched  her  cheeks 
and  made  her  nose  red,  uncurled  her  hair,  and 
checked  her  spirits.    She  would  have  rejoiced 
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in  the  priTflege  of  retiring  to  her  room  to 
recorer  and  repoee,  but  the  stiff  manners  of  the 
ladies  did  not  admit  of  her  taking  any  such 
liberty,  .or  making  any  such  proposal. 

She  saw  her  father  looking  discontentedly 
and  angrily  at  her,  as  she  sate  silent  and 
abashed,  and  yet  eyery  effort  she  made  to  rouse 
her  spirits^  ended  in  a  deeper  depression.  At 
length  Sir  Grigor  proposed  a  turn  in  the  park 
with  Sir  Dayie,  and  though  her  pride  was 
wonnded  at  the  ready  acquiescence  of  the 
latter,  her  vanity  was  soothed  by  his  departure. 

When  he  was  gone,  the  eldest  Miss  Mc. 
Dongal  said,  "  I  hope.  Miss  Mc.Grrigor,  you'ye 
ni'  fi>rgotten  your  work-bag.  The  needle  is 
the  chief  occupation  of  my  sisters  and  myself, 
and  indeed  without  it,  I  canna  weel  see  how 
womankind  can  be  profitably  employed^  or  lead 
a  better  life  ihan  the  idle  loungixig  creatures, 
wha  ca'  themsels  the  Lords  o'  the  creation." 

**In  my  hurry  I  forgot  my  work  and  work- 
bag,''  said  Bobina;  ''but  I  shall  be  very  happy 
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to  assist  any  of  you  ladies  in  any  work  you 
have  in  hand." 

"  In  your  hurry.  Miss  McGrigor — and  how 
came  ye  to  be  sa  hurried  then?" 

Robina  did  not  Hke  a  question  that  souzidcd 
so  like  a  reproach ;  but  she  good-humouredly 
said:  ''Papa  returned  late  last  eyening,  and 
eager  for  my  pleasure,  decided  I  should  set  off 
early  this  morning !" 

''That  must  ha'  been  unco'  inconyenieBt,  I'm 
thinking,"  said  the  spinster ;  "  however  we  are 
the  gainers ;  we  had  scarcely  hoped  to  see  you 
for  a  week  or  twa :  but  fra  Sir  Grigor's  note 
last  night,  we  certainly  did  expect  you  earlier 
the  mom;  these  fine  summer  days  we're  seldom 
in  bed  after  five  1" 

Bobina  coloured;  she  felt  that  she  was  not 
very  welcome,  and  was  yet  suspected  of  a  great 
eagerness  to  come. 

"  Would  you  like  to  see  your  roomf '  asked 
Miranda,  pitying  her  confusion. 

Bobhia  wished  nothing  better. 
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^'In  the  meantime/'  said  Miss  MaDoi:^aly 
"Katrine  and  I  will  see  what  work  we  can  find 
you;  bat  as  we  each,  have  our  regular  piece  in 
hand^  its  na'  sa  easy/' 

'^  Oh,  never  mind  then,"  said  Bobina,  h<^iing 
to  escape  the  threatened  infliction — ^^with 
boob  and  a  pencil  I  can  pass  my  time  very 
pleawntly." 

''Bat  na'  very  profitably/'  said  Miss  Mc« 
Dougalj  as  the  door  closed  on  BoUna  and 
Miranda. 

'^  lam  so  oyerjoyed  to  find  a  congenial  siarit," 
si^)ed  the  latter,  passing  her  arm  round 
Bobina's  waist;  ^'  I  have  so  long  pined  for  a 
friend — a  confidante.  My  fldstera  are  so  much. 
older,  and  so  difiEerent  to  me ;  but  I  will  not 
complain — my  prayer  has  be^i  heard,  and  you 
are  sent  to  me  at  last" 

Bobina  could  scarcely  refrain  a  laugh.  The 
damsel  who  spoke  was  quite  old  enough  to  be 
her  mother,  bat  she  wore  her  hair  in  a  Brutus 
crop,  with  a  green  ribbon  binding  her  fore* 
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head;  a  white  dress  and  a  green  saah  completed 
her  sentimental  and  juvenile  toilette;  but  her 
marked  features,  her  sallow  complezionj  grey- 
ish hair,  and  thin  old-looldng  hands,  ren- 
dered this  costume  particularly  unsuitable  and 
absurd. 

"I  am  so  glad  too/'  added  Miranda,  ''to 
know  you,  just  as  it  were,  at  the  beginning  of  the 
romance  of  your  life,  when  you  must  so  need  a 
confidante.  Oh,  I  hope  for  once  the  coorse  of 
true  love  will  run  smooth — smoother  for  yoa» 
Bobina,  than  it  does  for  me  I  My  friends  wiD, 
I  fear,  never  consent  to  my  happiness ;  but  who 
could  have  a  word  to  say  against,  or  a  &ult  to 
find  with,  Davie.  How  shall  I  bear  your  wed- 
ding— ^how  shall  I  act  as  bridesmaid — ^I  who 
ought  to  stand  before  the  altar  as  a  bride  !** 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  large,  low, 
gloomy  room  where  Bobina  was  to  sleep ;  and 
while  she  turned  away  her  face,  to  hide  her 
smiles  at  this  strange,  sudden,  and  unexpected 
confidence,  Miranda  threw  herself  into  her 
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anns,  called  her  'Sister/  and  wept  upon  her 
bosom. 

Bobina  tried  to  comfort  her^  but  the  selfish 
are  poor  comforters  at  best,  and  in  this  case  the 
abcnrd  certainly  triumphed  oyer  the  pathetic. 

Being  rather  curious,  Bobina  tried  to  obtain 
some  knowledge  of  the  name  of  the  lorer,  and 
the  history  of  the  love ;  but  on  this  subject 
Miranda  let  nothing  escape  her. 

Broken  ejaculations,  murmurs,  moans,  and 
▼0W8  of  constancy,  were  all  Bobina  could  elicit, 
and  of  these  she  grew  so  weary  that  she  was  not 
sorry  when  a  summons  from  Miss  McDougal, 
requesting  their  presence  in  the  work-room, 
sent  Miranda  to  her  own  apartment  to  bathe 
her  eyes,  compose  her  spirits,  and  readjust  her 
dress,  and  left  Bobina  a  few  minutes  to  gaze 
around  her,  and  ponder  on  her  fate  and  its  dis- 
comforts* 

"  Papa  once  gone,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  I 
tetB  make  myself  at  home  here ;  that  senti- 
laental  old  simpleton,  Miranda,  I  can  easily 
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manage;  and  her  brother,  as  soon  as  I  can 
appear  to  advantage,  warm,  dressed,  and  at  my 
ease,  he  will  be  in  love,  and  my  slaye — ^the  two 
old  termagants  I  may  have  more  trouble  vith, 
but  if  they  think  I  am  come  to  this  dreary 
Castle,  to  get  up  at  fire,  and  work  my  eyes  out, 
they  are  mistaken.  Papa  once  off,  I  will  not 
set  a  stitch  in  anything,  nor  get  up  an  hour 
sooner  than  suits  myself;  and  they  shall  not 
resent  it  either;  they're  all  afraid  of  their 
brother  in  their  narrow  hearts,  and  111  role  him, 
or  know  the  reason  why." 

When  Miranda  returned,  she  assumed  a 
playful  manner,  and  skipped  lightly  down  stain 
with  her  new  sister,  as  she  insisted  on  calling 
Bobina — ^told  her  how  she  often  pretented  to 
lose  her  needle  or  her  thimble  to  escape 
from  her  sisters  and  her  work — and  proposed 
a  turn  round  the  garden  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity. 

Robina  and  Miranda  found  Miss  McJ)oi]gal 
and  Miss  Katrine  seated  with  their  work,  in  a 
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daD^  dingy  room^  which  had  no  prospect  from 
itB  laige  curtainless  windows^  bat  that  of  a 
oourt-yard — ^not  a  picture  on  its  walls,  not  a 
book  on  its  shelves,  no  so&,  Bergire,  looking- 
glass,  or  footstool — but  it  was  yery  light,  clean, 
and  empty.  Spinning  wheels  and  embroidery 
frames,  with  a  large  table  for  cutting  out  upon, 
implementB  of  housewifery,  and  working  mate- 
rials, formed  its  comfortless  and  uninyiting 
ibnatmre. 

"Can  ye  spin.  Miss  McGrigor  V*  asked  Miss 
McJ)ougal. 

''No.« 

"The  mair's  the  pity,  for  though  linen's 
cheap  enoo  to  buy,  there's  nane  to  my  mind 
like  one's  ain  spinning.  Davie  has  na'  a  shirt, 
nor  hae  we  a  sheet  or  a  table-doth  that  was  na' 
sptm  in  this  room." 

"Ton  can  knit  I  suppose,"  said  Miss 
Katrine,  hawiling  Bobina  a  stocking  she  had 
begun. 

"Of  dud;  art  I  am  also  ignorant" 
c  S 
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The  elder  sisters  exchanged  glances  of  dismay, 
and  Miranda  gave  Bobina  a  playful  wink  and 
nudge. 

"Puir  Davie!'*  said  Miss  McDougal^^'hehas 
never  yet  worn  the  stocking  that  was  na'  knitted 
in  this  room.     Aweel,  we  are  making  him  a 
set  o'  fine  shirts^  like  those  ye  were  working  at 
Glenlonely.     I'm  aulder  than  you  are,  and  my 
een  aye  na'  what  they  were,  but  weTl  e*en,  if  ye 
like,  mak  each  ain  for  the  natest  and  the  fastest. 
Davie  must  na'  ken  wha'  weVe  doing,  but  a 
leetle  emulation  maks  the  needle  fly  apace. 
Here's  ain  coot  out  and  a'  ready.  Mony,  mony^s 
the  happy  day  I  hae  spent  in  such  motches  wi' 
my  sisters  and  the  neebor  lossies,  and  never  did 

Time  gang  sic  a  g^te  as  when  a'  were  trying  to 

keep  him  bock  a  wee.*' 

Bobina  had  nothing  to  urge  against  this,  to 

her,  odious  arrangement,  and  full  of  wrath  and 

spite,  sh^  began  her  task. 

The  gentlemen  did  not  return  till  it  was  time 

to  dress  for  dinner,  and  it  was  with  a  head*ache 
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from  her  unwanted  exertion^  and  an  intense 
disgust  of  her  work,  the  work-room,  and  her 
companions^  that  Bobina  repaired  to  her  room 
to  make  her  toilette. 

"How  shall  I  get  through  a  week  in  this 
odious  place  ?'  she  thought,  while  she  vainly 
tried  to  driTe  back  the  tears  that  would  well 
foith,  and  to  swallow  the  hysterical  sobs  that 
nearly  choked  her.  "  Oh,  Luxmore  !'*  she , 
died, ''  let  me  but  see  you  once  more,  once 
more  hear  you  urge  me  to  be  your's,  and  I  will 
not  promote  one  moment's  unnecessary  delay, 
or  put  one  obstacle  in  the  way  of  what  you  call 
your  happiness,  and  what  I  feel  will  be  my 
dehrery  from  unbearable  misery !" 

.\fter  this  resolve,  she  grew  calmer,  and 
dressed  herself  with  a  lighter  heart,  to  renew 
the  impression  she  saw  her  morning  appear- 
ince  had  so  much  diminished. 

At  dinner  her  spirits  rose,  as  she  saw  Sir 
Davie's  large  eyes  follow  her  lively  movements. 
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and  perceived  that  her  &ther  noticed  with 
pleasure  his  altered  manner.  Coquettes  gene* 
rally  shine  in  proportion  to  the  notice  thej 
obtain.  Bobina^  re-assnred^  grew  brilliant 
Sir  Davie  was  just  the  heavy  kind  of  man  to 
be  the  slave  of  animation  in  woman.  Bofaiss 
talked^  laughed,  jested,  ventured  to  rally  Sir 
Davie,  who  delighted  to  be  joked  with ;  and 
.when  the  stiff  old  spinsters  withdrew,  it  was 
with  a  reverential  fondness  he  gased  at  her  as 
she  tripped  out,  and  in  hi?  gentlest  accenti 
that  he  said:  ^' Blame  yourself.  Miss  lie. 
Grigor,  if  you  see  us  at  the  tea  table  be&re 
you  wish  for  us  !** 

Sir  Davie  was  true  to  his  word.  Long 
before  Sir  Grigor  had  drunk  half  he  could 
drink,  and  would  have  drunk,  and  long  before 
the  most  monotonous  ennui  had  exhausted  die 
lively  Bobina's  spirits,  the  gentlemen  appeared 
in  the  drawing-room. 

Bobina,  determined  to  secure  her  conquest 
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and  show  her  power  before  her  father,  sang^ 
played  on  the  old  spinnet,  and  even  danced  a 
new  Spanish  dance^  then  the  rage  in  London, 
and  which  showed  to  uncommon  advantage 
the  graces  of  her  person  and  the  finish  of  her 
steps. 

Sir  Davie  encored  it  with  a  rapture  de- 
ligbtfcd  to  the  father  and  galling  to  the  elder 
sisters,  Robina,  who  seemed  the  very  soul 
of  amiable  compliance^  went  through  it  again 
with,  if  possible^  added  graces. 

With  this  the  evening  closed^  for  Miss 
SIcDongal  folded  up  her  work,  and  rang 
the  bell  for  the  servants  to  come  to  prayers. 

But  Robina  knew  by  the  warm  and  exidting 
embrace  of  her  father^  and  the  passionate 
pressure  of  Sir  Davie's  hand^  that  her  point 
WIS  gained^  and  her  conquest  made.  She 
bastened  upstairs  with  a  light  foot  and  a  light 
b^art;  but  before  she  could  consider  this 
fiuigutng   day   fairly    at  an   end,    she    had   to 
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CHAPTEE    IV. 


\  THS  DISCOVEBT. 


It  was  Sir  Grigor's  voice  that  at  a  very  early 
hoiix  axonsed  poor  Bobina  to  all  the  harsh 
realities  of  actual  life.  He  spoke  low  and 
kindly. 

'^  Cret  up,  my  darling  I"  he  said ;  "  the  ladies 
are  stirring,  this  is  a  very  early  family,  and 
nothing  annoys  Miss  McDougal  like  being 
kept  waiting." 

•*  Make  your  mind  easy/'  Bobina  said,  "  FU 
be  Tery  quick^  papa" — and  she  sprang  out  of  bed, 
c5 
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murmuring  to  herself — **  it's  the  first  and  the 
last  time  111  get  up  at  this  detestable  hour,  in 
this  odious  place." 

But  she  dressed  so  promptly^  that  she  found 
eyen  her  early  hostess  was  not  in  the  breakbst- 
room.  As  the  windows  opened  to  the  ground, 
and  the  sun  looked  most  invitingly  in,  through 
the  jasmine  and  clematis,  Bobina  strolled  out 
in  a  little  parterre.  This  parterre  was  formed 
of  paths  and  beds  of  flowers,  bordered  with 
box,  and  formed  into  a  variety  of  pleasing 
figures,  whicB  made  up  one  harmonious  whole. 
Each  bed  contained  only  flowers  of  a  kind,  and 
the  whole  was  surrounded  by  a  well-dipped 
hedge  of  yew,  so  thick  and  even,  as  to  form  a 
sort  of  waU. 

In  a  comer  of  this  parterre  was  a  bower, 
and  here  Kobina  sate  down  to  enjoy  the  varied 
and  delicious  fragrance  of  the  flowers  opening 
to  the  morning  sun.  After  sitting  there  awhile, 
Bobina  became  aware  that  some  person  or 
rather  people  were  pacing  up  and  down  an 
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avenue  on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge^  and 
though  they  could  not  perceive  her  in  the  leasts 
she^  as  they  approached^  could  distinctly  hear 
their  voices.  As  chabce  would  have  it,  they 
stopped  dose  to  the  bower^  and  Bobina  soon 
became  aware  that  the  speakers  were  her  fBither 
and  Sir  Davie,  and  that  the  subject  of  their 
conversation  was  herself.  Her  heart  beat 
quick,  and  her  colour  came  and  went;  but 
curious,  and  with  little  principle,  she  held  her 
breath  to  hear  all  she  could. 

Sir  Davie  spoke :  ''Wed,  mon/much  as  I've 
lost  by  ye^  and  these  infernal  speculations,  I 
canna  hauld  out  ony  longer ;  I've  na'  the  heart 
to  see  you  ruined,  and  IH  e'en  do  it ;  of  course 
I  understond^  that  I  mak  this  addeetional  sacri- 
fice for  my  future  father-in-law— and  that 
diere's  na  doot  o'  Bobeena's  consent  directly  I 
propose,  whilk  of  coorse  will  be  as  sune  as  I 
can  mak  an  opportunity  and  muster  courage, 
for  somehow  the  lassie,  young  as  she  is,  daunts 
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"  The  foct  IB,  my  dearest  Davie^  my  chosen 
son-in-law,"  said  Sir  Grrigor,  "the  little  gypsey 
has  contriyed  to  make  you  lore  her,  and  a  mon 
in  luve,  I  ken  by  experience  is  easily  daimted  ; 
but  cheer  up,  mon— she's  ower  head  and  ears 
in  luve  with  you  herseV — ^I  never  saw  sic  a 
change  in  my  life — ^I  kenned  na'  my  ain 
bairn/' 

Sir  Davie  made  a  curious  noise — ^a  sort  of 
pleased  howl  of  gratified  vanity. 

"  Na,  na,  do  ye  think  it,  Grigor  ?  by  my 
soul,  to  make  your  mind  easy,  Fd  advance 
another  hoondred  or  twa  on  the  wedding  day^ 
if  I  could  feel  quite  sure  she  morried  me  for 
luve  and  luve  alane !" 

"Why,  wha'  for  con  she  morry  ye,  mon? 
You're  rich,  and  of  auld  lineage;  but  this 
Luxmore,  wha  is  sa  mod  after  her,  has  ten 
times  your  wealth,  and  is  heir  to  an  earldom." 

"Ond  are  ye  quite  sure  she's  given  him 
upr' 

"  She's  quite  forgotten  his  very  existence^ 
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moil.      Why,  he's  a  wee,  crippled,  croompled 

body,  see<^y  and  wizen,  and  auld  eno'  to  l)e 

her    £xther — she  never  cared  a  straw  for  hm 

It  -was  duzxe  by  that  anld  motchmaker  aad  go- 

betw^een  Miss  Mc  J^die,  but  the  fellow  canna 

gie   ber    up   sae  easily,  and  I  think  mysel'  the 

saner   ye    xnak  her  yours  the  better  and  the 

safisr — I've  intercepted  twa  letters  fra'  Luxmore 

alreaay." 

Sobina's  heart  stood  stilL 
'^  Ha'   ye  indeed,  Grigor,  and  where  is  he 
tbcnr' 

**  I^urlring  aboot  Muirvale,  and  expecting, 

I  doot  na*,  some  answer  to  be  sent  to  the  Inn 

they  ca'  Muir  House.   He'll  expect  langenooP' 

^  I  wish  I  hod  him  at  twal  paces,"  said  Sir 

Davie- 

*'  Pshaw,  mon,  wha'  for  ?  he  offered  first — 
he's  na'  to  blame — ^he  saw  Bobina,  and  pro- 
posed honourably  eno%  and  would  ha'  settled 
half  his  fortune  on  the  lassie ;  and  she,  as  I  told 
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her,  was  aboot  to  let  an  auld  maid  chiue  t 
husband  for  her,  a  wee,  crippled,  cmmpied, 
whey-fiiced  Soothron — aweel  she  left  him  in  the 
loorch — end  fell  ower  head  and  ears  in  luTe  wp 
the  brawest,  finest  mon  in  a'  Scotland,  wha  lias 
but  to  ask  and  to  get  her — ^I'm  thinking.  Dam 
If  ony  ain  has  cause  o'  complaint,  it's  the  pnir 
Soothron  himseP/* 

"Aweel,  I  beliere  you're  right  eno'  there, 
Grigor.  Ill  propose  to  her  during  this  week, 
as  sune  as  I  can  find  courage  to  do  it,  and  then 
the  suner  the  wedding  taks  place  the  better; 
there's  mony  a  slip  twixt  the  cup  and  the  hp. 
Here's  the  treefle  I  promeesed  to  adrance 
ye  jist  noo,  and  the  boolk  o'  the  siun  ye  sail 
hae  on  my  wedding  day !  And  noo  we'll  gae 
in  to  breakfast  Do  ye  think  Bobina  11  be 
drest  and  down  ?  Ah,  she  moost  conferm  to 
our  Northern  customs,  and  tak  pottem  in  a' 
things  by  my  twa  elder  sisters,  Grigor,  when 
she's  my  ain  bonnie  wee  wife.    It's  theyll  hae 
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the  trainiog  o*  her,  and  na'  my  puiTi  sihy, 
cndc-bndzKKl,  noTel-reading  Miranda,  nor  onjr 
o'  the  foshionable  flirts  and  jeelts  o^  Edinbro', 
Though  I'm  yotmg  in  years,  Grigor,  I  ken  the 
rarld  and  ita  ways,  and  my  wife  shall  niver  be 
led  into  temptation.  Her  pleasures  must  a' 
centre  in  hame  and  in  me.  This  premature 
gout,  Grigor^  has  made  me  wise  before  my 
tune*  I  would  na'  be  too  streect  wi'  a  bonnie 
joung  wife  like  Beenie,  but  I*m  sa  sore  that 
woiman^a  best  happiness  is  found  at  hame,  ond 
that  sme  pleeeure  begets  a  longing  for  anither, 
that  Vm  resolved,  na*  smiles  nor  tears  shall 
aak  me  tak  her  to  ball,  or  root,  or  play.  I 
ken  Da*  why  ske  wvlA  ever  see  the  inside  of 
Edinbro'/' 

'*  Weel,  my  dear  Davie,  of  coorse  in  a'  thot 
yc  will  e'en  iuit  yersel,  and  Beenie*s  tlie  very 
Wie  to  be  moulded  to  your  wishes,  and  not 
only  to  stoy  at  hame,  but  to  mak  hame  cheer- 
fidtoyc/' 


.  40  THE  DI8G0VEST. 

"  Ohj  I  Bhall  need  nothing  bat  Beenie,  and 
her  luve^  and  her  tolents.  I've  sawn  my  wild 
oats^  Grigor^  and  they're  brooght  me  before 
now  a  plentiful  supply  o'  barley  water.  Na, 
na,  1*11  na'  see  ony  mon  flirt  wi*  my  wife  as 
IVe  flirted  wi'  ithers.  Ance  Leddy  McDougal, 
and  Beenie  must  find  a'  her  pleasures  here^ 
and  in  me  !** 

Arm-in-arm  they  walked  away. 

"  The  Muir  House^  Muiryale,  there  he  is  to 
be  found,"  murmured  Bobina.  ''  Thence  shall 
he  come  and  rescue  me.  Selfish,  unnatural 
fEtther,  to  sell  me  for  a  little  help  towards  some 
odious  speculation.  Idiotic,  blind^  boastang 
tyrant  of  a  Sir  Dayid!  how  I  shall  glory  in 
deceiving  and  outwitting  you  both.  There's 
many  a  slip  twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip,  as  you 
so  vulgarly  declared ;  and  many  will  laugh  you 
to  scorn  as  I  do,  detestable  egotist !  Oh,  Lux- 
more,  when  I  see  what  other  men  are,  I  wish  I 
had  a  heart  capable  of  loving  .thee  better ;  bat 
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what  matter  to  thee — ^it  seems  all  woman's 
heart  shotild  be  ;  and  if  I  am  true  to  thee,  it  is 
not  my  fkalt  i£  I  am  not  the  angel  thine  own 
far^lit  fancy  has  painted  mei'' 
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THE   OOXTNTB&-PLOT. 


Robiiia  returned  in  high  spirits  to  the  break- 
fast-room. She  felt  as  if  her  rescue  were  at 
hand.  By  the  knowledge  of  her  fiither's 
double-dealing,  and  interception  of  Bfr.  Lux- 
more's  letters.  Sir  Davie's  selfish  intentions,  and 
her  lover's  near  abode,  she  had  gained  a  costly 
advantage,  and  now  her  object  was  to  make  the 
most  of  it 

She  adroitly  contrived  to  ascertain  from  Mi< 
randa  that  the  nearest  post-office  was  at  a  village 
a  few  miles  off— at  a  little  country  shop  where 
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everything  was  sold — grocery,  chandlery,  cheap 
millinery,  sUks,  threads,  tapes,  toys,  and  sugar 
plums.  To  wTite  to  Luxmore  was  her  first 
object,  and  then  to  convey  her  letter  safely  to 
this  post-office  her  next,  for  Bobina  was  too 
wise  to  trust  any  one  but  herself* 

To  her  great  relief  her  father  departed  soon 
lAer  breakfast;  and  when  he  was  safely  off, 
Robina,  without  heeding  any  of  Miss  Mc* 
Dougal's  hints  abont  the  workroom,  the  shirts, 
and  the  ralue  of  time,  fairly  challeaged  Sir 
Dane  to  ride  with  her  to  Glenallan,  the  village 
in  tjuestion,  as  she  declared  she  not  only  pined 
fi>r  a  ride,  bat  wanted  to  get  some  silks  to  knit 
liioi  a  parse. 

Sir  Davie  was  too  much  flattered  by  the  pro- 
posal not  to  acq^Qiesce^  and  Bobina  having  as- 
certained that  Miranda  was  both  very  unob- 
Mr?ant  and  very  fond  of  riding,  proposed  that 
she  should  give  them  the  sanction  of  her 
presatce. 

This  too  was  agreed  upon  ;  and  though  Miss 
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McDougal  sneered,  and  Miss  Katrine  cast  up 
her  eyes,  and  both  decided,  **  Bobina  was  a 
bauld  young  hizzie,  to  pick  and  chnse  fra' 
amang  her  betters,  and  leave  suitable  occupation 
to  gang  tearing  like  mod  aboot  the  country^** 
they  had  no  power  to  thwart  her,  and  suQdly 
betook  themselyes  to  the  work-room. 

While  the  affected  Miranda  was  tricking 
herself  out  for  her  ride,  Bobina  found  time, 
unobserved  and  unsuspected,  to  dash  off  a  few 
lines  to  Luzmore.  She  told  him  how  she  was 
situated,  of  the  plan  of  wedding  her  to  a  man 
she  loathed,  and  tearing  her  firom  one  only 
too  dear  to  her;  she  alluded  to  some  parts 
of  the  conversation  she  had  overheard — begged 
Mr.  Luxmore  to  renudn  quiet  till  her  return 
to  Gletilonely,  when  she  would  contrive  to 
give  him  a  meeting — and  bade  him,  if  she 
found  no  other  opportunity  of  communicating 
with  him,  to  be  on  the  eighth  evening  from 
that  on  which  she  wrote,  in  a  plantation  beneath 
her  window,  which  she  accurately  described. 


THE   COVyTEXL'Vlj&T. 


ThiB  done,  she  arrayed  herself  in  haste^  and 
was  ready  long  before  Miranda  made  her 
appearance-  When  she  did  so,  Bobina  could 
searcdj  repress  a  smile^  so  completely  had  she 
tiansformed  herself  into  a  female  Quixote. 
She  wore  a  jockey  cap  and  an  old  scarlet 
habit,  &ced  with  tamiahed  gold ;  her  manner 
was  suddenly  become  swaggering^  in  keeping 
with  her  military  attire:  and  when  she  mount^ed^ 
Bobina  perceived  that  she  wore  a  top-boot^ 
garnished  with  a  spur. 

However  Sir  Davie  seemed  to  think  this 
aitixe  was  nothing  outri/  his  eyes  expressed,  as 
well  as  such  large  goggle  eyes  could,  how  lovely 
he  thought  Bobina — and  in  high  good-humour 
our  party  set  out 

A  pleasant  ride,  rendered  merry  by  Robina's 
mirth,  brought  them  to  the  village.  Robina, 
who  had  her  reasons,  insisted  on  their  both 
dismonntingi  to  help  her  to  choose  the  silk  and 
beads.     Her  quick  eye  promptly  reconnoitred 
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the  premiBes,  and  doee  to  the  door  she  detected 
the  aperture  for  the  letters. 

She  WBB  in  a  fever  of  impatience ;  Miranda 
kept  dose  heaide  her^  and  Sir  Davie  never  took 
his  eyes  off  her  watchful  and  biuming  &ce. 

At  length  she  said^  gently  touching  his  ann: 
''Come  to  the  door^  Sir  Davie^  and  let  ns 
compare  these  shades  in  tlie  full  light''  Sir 
Davie  thinking  she  wanted  a  tiie-^iU  with 
him^  gave  Miranda  a  look  and  a  repelling  push. 
She  remained  at  the  counter. 

''How  do  you  like  those  shades  together^ 
Sir  Davie  r*  said  Bobina^  handing  them  to 
him;  "do  look  at  thenu*'  At  that  very  mo- 
ment she  dropped  them  at  her  feet,  and  while 
Sir  Davie  stooped  to  pick  them  up,  she  slipped 
her  letter  into  the  post  box,  and  leaving  him  to 
collect  the  silks,  hastened  back  to  Miranda. 
Her  object  thus  completely  e&cted,  Bobina 
soon  made  her  selection,  and  returned  to  the 
Castle.  And  now,  all  her  anxiety  was  to  get  as 
quickly,  and  with  as  little  ennui  as  possiUei 
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through  fhe  odious  week  she  had  to  pass  at  the 
Castle.  With  all  she  could  do^  Time  seemed 
almost  to  stand  still — a  leaden  weight  pressed 
upon  her  spirits.  As  if  to  lengthen  days  abeady 
interminahly  long,  the  family  hreak&sted  at 
aeTen^  and  after  Ilobina  had  once  tried  the 
experiment  of  absenting  herself,  Miranda  made 
a  point  of  calling  her  before  six,  and  herself 
HBwisting  at  her  toilette. 

The  elder  spinsters,  determined  to  keep  her 
to  the  workroom,  caused  the  groom  to  pronounce 
the  horse  Bobina  had  ridden,  ill;  and  she  did  not 
like  to  propose  going  alone  with  Sir  Davie, 
mounted  on  Miranda's,  because  it  would  seem 
80  entire  a  sanction  of  the  attentions  she  wished 
to  avoid.  Considering  herself  plighted  to 
Xiuxmore,  she  had  delicacy  enough  to  shun  all 
iHe-J^iies  with  Sir  Davie,  and  he  being  some- 
what duU,  could  make  no  opportunities  of 
^leaking  to  her  alone.  He  would  sit  for  hours 
watching  her  as  she  worked,  his  lack-lustre 
eyee  Sxed  intently  upon  her^-adding  by  his 
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presence    a    sense  of  restraint    to    the    dull 
*  monotony  of  every  day,  and  making  her  reader 
to  weep  with  impatience  for  the  time  of  her 
departure. 

At  length  it  came.  Sir  Davie,  who  thought 
he  might  have  better  opportunities  of  wooing 
her  at  Glenlonely,  than  where  some  waU^fiil 
sister  or  other  was  ever  at  hand,  did  not  oppose 
her  departure.  The  carriage  was  ordered^  and 
with  the  wild  flutter  of  an  uncaged  birdy 
Bobina  got  ready.  To  her  great  dismay^  she 
found  at  the  last  moment  that  Sir  Davie  in* 
tended  to  escort  her.  However,  she  had  no 
power  to  prevent  him;  she  took  a  formal  leave 
of  the  elder  sisters,  Miranda  wept  on  bex^ 
bosom,  and  then  Bobina  sprang  into  the  carriage^ 
and  Sir  Davie  took  his  seat  opposite  to  her. 

Whichever  way  she  looked,  she  felt  she  ^raa 
followed  by  that  huge  mask-like  fiice,  and  that 
those  enormous  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her.  SKe 
tried,  to  talk,  to  laugh,  to  broach  a  daTon 
different  subjects — all  in  vain.     IVemendona 
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sighB,  which  were  almost  groans,  burst  from  the 
herculean  breast  of  Sir  Davie.  Several  times 
he  deared  his  voice.  ''Hem — a  hem/*  he 
munnured.  Bobina  did  not  heed.  This  lasted 
for  some  time ;  at  length  he  slowlj  extended 
a  gigantic  hand  and  grasped  her  arm.  Bobina 
all  but  shrieked. 

"Miss  McGrigor/'  he  said— "Miss  Mc. 
Gngor,  ma'am,  miss  I  madam !  Bobina  I''  And 
dien  with  a  sort  of  cry  of  despair  he  added, ''  I 
love  you  V 

"Oh,  Sir  Davie,"  said  Bobina,  "I  hope 
not" 

"You  hope  not,  Bobinal'*  said  Sir  Davie, 
nnised  out  of  his  fears — ^''and  why  do  you  hope 
iwtr 

"  I  scarcely  know,"  faltered  Bobina,  alarmed 
m  her  tarn,  as  she  saw  his  large  and  angry  &ce 
bent  over  her. 

"  I  should  think  not— I  suppose  you  ladies 
fed  shy  on  these  occasions,  as  even  we  men  do ; 
hot  this  must  come  to  an  end — ^we  are  na' 

VOL.  II,  p 
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bairns  to  treefle  wi'  sic  mottew — Boibina,  I 
luve  ye,  and  if  I'm  na'  much  mistaken  and  mi*- 
informed,  the  luve  is  mutual.  Dinna  be  coy 
and  shy,  lassie.  Ye  need  ua*  be  ashamed  o' 
luYing  McDougal — ^you're  na*  the  first— I  hae 
your  father's  sanction,  and  maix,  the  Leddy  Mc 
Grigor's  too.  Dinna  think  Pm  na*  in  earnest, 
Tm  na'  wooing  ye  to  jilt  ye,  Beenie— I 
mean  morriage,  and  ihot  promptly,'the  simer 
the  better,  and  its  yoursel'  sail  name  the 
day  !*• 

''I  think  you  mtke  very  sure,  sir,  and 
presume  a  good  deal  on  my  parent's  £Eitcrar 
before  you  have  made  any  progress  in  nunc,'* 
said  Bobina,  nettled  out  of  her  prudence. 
''  You  speak  as  if  you  lihought  you  were  con- 
ferring an  honour  instead  of  imploring  one; 
but  it  matters  little,  since  I  tell  you,  once  for 
all,  my  mind's  made  up,  and  neither  father, 
nor  mother,  nor  any  earthly  pow^,  shall  make 
me  listen  to  your  suit" 
''But  ye  must  hae kenned  the  tze^yb^tlreeii 
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jwa  &ther  and  me^  and  why  ye  were  aaked  to 
tbe  Castte." 

'^  I  could  not  prevent  any  silly  treaties  you 
might  contemplate ;  it  was  time  enough  for  me 
to  speak  when  called  on  to  ratify  them ;  and  as 
to  my  being  asked  to  the  Castle^  it's  no  such 
gceat  marvel  that  the  daughter  of  Sir  Origor 
McGrigor  should  pass  a  few  days  with  the 
oBtetB  of  Sir  Davie  McDougal."* 

^  Have  a  caxe^  Miss  McGrigor^  youll  maybe 
repent  this  to  your  last  day — your  fiither's  na 
doooe." 

^'I  should  xepeDimdetA  giving  any  eiieoa« 
i^gement  to  a^manwho  can  threaten  me  with 
my&ther/' 
'' WeeL  I  caxma  believe  yer  in  earnest'' 
^And  why  notf 

Ihksimple  question  ptaaled  poor-Sir  Davie ; 
enxkhB'WKw  the  lolly  of  enuaaeMJng  his  own 
adrantages.  He  sank  into  a  sullen  silence,  and 
broke  it  no  mote  till  he  arrived  at  Glen- 
Waely. 

D  2 
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Here  he  proceeded  ftt  once  to  Sir  GTigor'8 
Btudy^  and  Bobina  rushed  upstairs. 

She  drew  the  bolt  of  her  door^  and  sate^  her 
heart  beating  with  terror^  for  about  half  an 
hour ;  at  the  end  of  that  time  she  heard  her 
father's  ycace^  low  and  husky^  demanding 
admittance.  She  feared  to  grant  it,  and  after  it 
had  been  repeated  two  or  three  times,  the  door 
was  burst  open  with  a  madman's  fory^  and  Sir 
Grigor^  livid  and  shaldng  with  rage^  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  room. 

At  this  outrage^  howeyer^  Bobina's  Highland 
spirit  rose«  and  drawing  herself  up^  she  said: 
'^  I  wonder  J  sir,  you  should  outrage  me  thus; 
I  am  a  lady  and  your  daughter^  and  entitled  at 
least  to  be  treated  as  a  woman !" 

"And  I  wonder/'  he  stammered,  his  eyes 
wolfish  in  their  wrath^  and  a  leaden  hue 
spreading  over  his  ieuce, "  that  you  dare  provoke 
me  thus." 

"  How  have  I  provoked  you,  sir  ?" 

"Have  you  not  rejected  the  man  I  hsn 
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resolved  jon  shall  many^  and  in  your  marrying 
whom^  aD  my  hopes  are  bound  up  V* 

**  Hvfy  sir,  my  marriage  is  a  much  more 
important  object  to  myself  than  to  you — ^my 
hopes  are  much  more  concerned  in  it  than  yours 
can  be." 

"  Silly  girl !  why  will  you  drive  me  beyond 
all  patience  I  you  do  not,  you  cannot  know, 
what  a  blow  to  me  your  rejection  of  Sir  David 
would  be.** 

''And  you,  sir,  cannot  know  what  a  death- 
Uow  to  me  an  union  with  him  would  be/' 

**  Bobina !''  said  her  fiither  solemnly, ''  come 
for  a  moment  to  my  study — ^I  have  there  some 
papers,  some  arguments,  to  show  you,  which  I 
dunk  you  cannot  resist.*' 

**  Promise  I  shall  not  see  Sir  David  there, 
and  I  will  come." 

**  I  do  promise — he  is  with  your  mother — and 

you  shall  see  him  only  by  your  own  consent" 

Bobina  followed  her  father.     As  she  entered 

the  room,  her  eye,  following  his,  lighted  on  a 
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pfmr  of  piatok  on  the  mantel-piece.  She  did 
not  like  the  maniac  glare  with  whidi  he  eyed 
them,  her  heart  grevr  still,  but  she  said 
notibing. 

At  this  moment  a  message  caBOte  firom  Sk 
Dayid  McDougal  and  Leddy  Mc.Grigor,  b^- 
ging  to  see  ^  Grigor  immediately  for  one 
moment. 

''  Stay  here  till  my  return/'  he  said,  in  a 
husky  Yoice — and  he  left  the  room. 

Quick  as  thought  Bobina  darted  to  the 
mantel-piece— drew  the  bullets  from  the  pistok 
— hid  them  in  her  pocket — ^replaced  the  wea- 
pons, and  returned  to  the  spot  where  she  bad 
been  standing. 

In  a  few  moments  her  &ther  returned. 

"  Bobina  T  he  said,  "  I  tell  you  onee  for  all 
my  honour  is  concerned  in  your  marrying  Sir 
Dayid,  my  word  is  giyen  and  I  cannot  survire 
the  ruin  and  disgraoe  your  refusal  wUl  bring 
upon  me." 
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''Nor  caa  I^  sir,  suryiye  tbe  miaery  and 
despair  such  a  matcli  would  entail  upon  me." 

**  Tou  are  resolved  V^ 

'a  am.** 

''Sir  David  turned  to  the  door,  locked  it, 
and  pocketed  the  key !  He  seized  on  one  of 
the  pistols,  and  pointing  it  at  Bobina's  heart, 
said:  **  Will  this  enforce  obedience ?  Say  yo\i 
consent  to  be  his  wife,  or  I  fire !  It  is  loaded, 
girl!" 

''I  fear  not  death,"  said  Bobina,  drawing 
herself  up— "fire,  if  you  will  be  a  murderer ; 
I  would  rather  be  your  victim  than  his  wife  1" 

'^Bash  fooir  said  her  £ither,  laying  down 
the  weapon,  "I  did  it  but  to  firighten  you; 
bat  stay,  perhaps  if  you  can  brave  death  your- 
self, you  cannot  doom  a  parent.  Now  if  you 
will  not  promise  to  wed  Sir  David,  I  will  blow 
out  my  brains  before  you  I    Speak !'' 

"  Then,  again  I  say,  I  never  can  be  his !" 

Sir  Grigor,  with  a  wild  hyena  laugh,  drew 


56  THB  OOXTlVTBll^PIOT. 

the  trigger  doae  to  Ids  ear — of  course  without 


^  What  trickeiy  is  this  f  he  said^  trembUng 
from  head  to  fix>t  at  his  own  rash  passion ;  ''I 
wish  I  had  died  before  you^  girl !  but  since  I 
cannot  perish^  nor  daunt  your  spirit,  listen. 
Oh,  Robina  I  listen  not  to  my  threat,  but  to  my 
prayer.    There,  I  kneel  before  you ! — ^I,  your 
&ther— I,  the  last  of  the  McGiigors— I  kned 
to  b^  my  only  child  not  to  doom  me  to  miii, 
disgrace,  despair.    Say  only  you  will  see  Sir 
DaTid  again— say  he  may   hope — and  I  wiD 
molest   you    no    further — speak  I"      And  be 
crawled  on  Ids  knees  to  the  spot  where  she 
stood,  catching  her  dress  conyulsiTely,  while 
over  his  weather-beaten  and  time-worn  fice  the 
tears  streamed. 

Sobina  was  not  proof  against  this.  She 
burst  into  tears  too,  and  said:  ''Bise,  papa! 
how  cruel  thjs  isl  Remember,  I  promi^ 
nothing  but  that  I  will  see  Sir  Dayid  again,  bat 
not  to-day.** 
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"  And  he  may  hope  V* 

"  Yes,  he  may  hcpe,**  faltered  Bobina. 

Sir  Grigor  rose,  kissed  his  daughter,  and 
htttened  upstairs  to  convey  these  tidings  to  Sir 
Dayid.    Bobina  stole  to  her  own  room. 

"Yes,  he  may  hope,  and  hope  in  vain,"  said 
the  fidse  one,  as  she  threw  herself  on  her  bed. 
''And  now,  unless  I  would  doom  myself  to 
misery  and  moping  madness — ^now  how  more 
&an  ever  it  behoves  me  to  escape — once  away, 
once  Luzmore's  wife,  and  they  must  be  re- 
tigned.  Sash  father!  would  he  really  have 
hlown  out  his  brains  before  me  ?  he  must  have 
sQBpected  my  manoeuvre — at  any  rate  when  I 
am  gone  he  will  have  no  one  to  intimidate,  no 
one  on  whom  to  wreak  his  fiendish  passion ; 
and  he  must  be  calm,  he  must  be  reconciled  at 
last"  Sir  David  McDougal  remained  to  dinner. 
Sobina  pleaded  a  head-ache,  and  was  excused. 
Her  fiither  came  in  the  evening  to  wish  her 
good-night  and  to  make  her  renew  her  equivo- 
cal promise — and  after  that  she  saw  no  one  but 
D  6 
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her  maidj  whom  she  speedily  dismissed.  But 
when  the  imiyersal  quiet  proclaimed  that  all  in 
the  castle  were  at  rest,  Bobina,  bj  the  light  of 
the  moon,  distinctly  saw  the  shadow  of  a  man 
in  the  plantation  under  her  window. 

She  waved  a  white  handkerchief,  which 
signal  was  returned;  hastily  she  made  up  a 
parcel  of  things  she  thought  she  should  most 
need,  in  case,  as  her  heart  fbretcdd,  Luzmore 
iixged  her  flight  She  then  threw  a  doak  round 
her,  and  groped  her  way  in  the  dark,  down-stain, 
and  into  the  room  (a  sort  of  store-room)  beneath 
her  0¥m.  Never  had  the  stairs  seemed  to 
creak  so  loud  before.  For  some  tune,  too,  her 
trembling  fingers  refused  to  unbar  the  abutters 
and  the  window.  How  she  txemUedl  the 
watch-dog  barked,  and  all  the  dogs  on  die 
premises  re-echoed  that  bark.  Bobina  &lt 
inclined  to  retreat,  hut  at  that  moment  the 
window  opened.  Luxmore's  voice  met  her  ear, 
as  he  whispered :  '^  Angel,  are  you  come  at 
lastl" 
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Gently  he  lifted  her  from  the  window  sill  to 
the  ground^  threw  his  arm  around  her^  and  led 
ber  dirough  the  plantation.  There^  as  she  had 
half  expected,  his  carriage-and-four  appeared 
in  the  shade. 

"Where  would  you  take  me  V*  she  asked. 

''To  Gretna,  beloyed,"  he  whispered. 

''I  trust  you  then  /entirely/'  said  Bobina. 

''As  I  hope  for  heaven,  you  may  do  so/'  he 
laid. 

He  lifted  her  half-fainting  form  into  the 
caniage,  and  sprang  in  after  her.  Bobina's 
head  sank  oq.  his  shoulder. 

"Bless  yon,  my  darling,  my  wife/*  he  whis- 
pered. And  when  they  had  passed  out  of 
the  Glenlonely  estate,  emerging  iQrom  the  shades 
tiiey  had  hitherto  courted,  they  met  the  most 
iHrer  of  moonlights.  Bobina  saw  that  her 
lover's  cheek  was  pale  as  ihat  of  the  dead,  and 
■he  felt  his  tears  trickle  into  her  bosom. 
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It  was  over — ibej  were  wedded.     The  dis- 
obedient and  runaway  daughter  rose  firom  her 
I  knees^  Luxmore's  adored  wife !    Feminine  and 

'  physical  weakness  supplied  the  place  of  real 

sensibility,  and  her  tears  and  her  tremUing 
hand  convinoed  her  husband  thftt  it  was  not 
that  filial  duty  was  weak,  but  that  devotion  to 
him  was  strong;  and  as  the  old  ballad  says, 
that  ''Love  would  still  be  lord  of  alL" 

It  was  perhaps  the  first  time  that  a  man  of 
Luxmore's  wealthy  position,  and  expectancies, 
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had  femid  it  necessary  to  carry  to  Ghretna's 
clandestine  altar^  a  girl  without  a  sixpence. 
The  old  blacksmith,  wlio  at  that  time  really 
officiated,  and  forged  himself  those  fetters  which, 
howeyer  daintily  hidden  in  roses  and  concealed 
bj  down  and  sOk,  are  still  fonnd  to  be  iron 
fetters  beneath,  (should  their  rosy  and  silken 
coyeringB  ever  wear  away) — ^he  could  not  at  all 
imderstand  the  romance  of  this  pair. 

He  had  been  used  to  bind  gay  and  blooming 
Ensigns,  sometimes  to  silly  heiresses  in  their 
teens,  sometimes  to  sillier  women  of  fortune  in 
their  ties.  He  had  knit  together  showy  middle- 
aged  men  of  &shion  and  of  autmnnal  beauty, 
with  school  girls  of  weak  minds ;  and  he  had 
often  joined  young  people,  rich  in  every  grace 
and  charm,  and  richer  stiU  in  wild,  devoted, 
and  exclusive  love,  but  whom  for  some  worldly 
reason  or  other,  'foes'  under  the  name  of 
'friends'  would  tain  have  severed.  But  here  he 
saw  a  middle-aged,  lame,  though  elegant  and 
interesting  man,  evidently  of  fiunily  and  fortune. 
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aad  a  girl  in  beauty's  pchest  Uoom^  but  who 
had,  as  his  experience  taught  him^  in  his  omi 
language,  *f  all  her  wits  about  her.'* 

However,  he  had  no  time  and  little  indiiia- 
tion  to  ponder  on  the  mystery.     His  whole  life 
was  made  up  of  the  last  scene,  of  the  last  act  of 
the  tragedy  or  comedy  of  life  (as  it  might 
prove);   dinauemenia  were  nothing    to  him; 
his  fee  was  his  object    Luxmore  took  csre 
that  this  should  make  his  eyes  sparkle ;  and  he 
had  hardly  time  to  thank  the  liberal  bdde- 
groom,  before  a  post-chaise  dashed  up  at  s 
furious  rate,  and  a  young  dandy  handed  out 
the  hump«backed  heiress  of  a  dty  MSlianaire; 
and  as  pursuit  was  hot  after  them^  the  liatk- 
smith  had  not  a  moment  to  lose.    Nor  did  the 
^Duraptnred  Luxmore  wish  to  tarry.    AH  his 
desire  was  to  convey  to  some  sednded  9Dd 
fiiiry-home,  the  being  his  own  £uicy  invented 
with  all  that  could  make  Beauty  and  Youth  aa 
object  of  such  idolatry  to  such  a  man. 

Sobina   h^d   hoped  diat   Edinboron^  ^ 
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Z^txdm,  or  at  any  rate  some  gay  watezing- 
phce,  would  have  been  the  soene  of  her  honey- 
mooiL  However  J  she  had  jfcact  enough  not  to 
betray  any  diaappointment.  ''A  month/'  she 
•aid  to  herself^  "will  aoon  pasa  away^  howeyer 
doll  it  maf  he,  and  then  Lnzmore  muat  learn 
tiiat  I  have  a  will  of  my  own.'' 

But  Lozmore'a  thonghts^  how  widely  differ- 
CDll  Aa  he  aecored^  for  thia  to  him  brief  Moon 
of  Uisaj  a  little  axqniake  cottage  home  on  the 
banks  of  one  of  die  lovelieat  of  the  lakea  of 
the  North  of  England— rhe  felt  aure  that  hia  Bo* 
biaa,  aa  weU  aa  himself,  would  never  be  able  to 
leave  it  tfll  thrice  that  moon  had  changed,  nor 
even  then  perhapa,  until  they  were  chaaed  by 
''winter  and  rough  weather/' 

As  Bobma'a  peraonal  dianna  were  real  and 
iaaciuatmg,  and  abe  had  tact  and  cunning  not 
to  unveil  her  mental  and  moral  defectaj  Mr. 
Luzniore  waa  atill  deceived,  and  in  that  decep- 
tkm  Ueatl  Certainly  there  were  not  in  hia 
young  Bzide'a  manner,  qoiiveraation,  or  con- 
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duct^  the  almost  officioizs^  encroachixig,  and 
exacting  derotioii  of  real  loye;  but  perhaps 
from  that  very  circumstance  she  was  enabled  to 
appear  more  fascinating,  and  to  amuse  her  hus- 
band and  enliven  her  home  the  more.  True  Iots 
is  so  watchful,  particidarly  in  woman;  it  is,  eren 
in  its  happiest  mood,  a  half  melancholy  feeling ; 
a  wearing  jealousy  ever  hovers  near  it;  its 
language  is  monotonous  as  that  of  the  waves 
wooing  the  beadi,  and  its  looks  are  not  Beauty's 
brilliant  and  bright  ones,  but  drooping,  wan, 
and  worn  with  its  own  wild  excess. 

Even  to  the  lover,  it  is  not  the  woman  who 
loves  most  wildly  and  most  deeply,  who  seems 
the  most  tender  and  the  most  winning.  And 
thus  Bobina  appeared  perhaps  more  fond,  more 
trusting,  and  more  bewitching,  than  she  conld 
have  done,  had  she  loved  with  the  love  of  po<ff 
Luxmore  himself. 

How  little  did  he  guess,  while  time  flew  by 
for  him  on  rosy  wings,  that  she  was  counting 
every  day  to  the  dose  of  that  month,  at  whicb 
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she  bad  resolved^  by  some  means  or  oth^^  to 
escspe  from  the  to  her  intolerable  enntd,  or  as 
the  Pzench  call  it  more  expressively  stOl,  the 
hwrdeur  of  her  secluded  life.  Mornings  spent 
in  rowing  on  the  still  lake,  whose  waveless  calm 
almost  proToked  her — ^rambles  hand-in-hand 
with  him,  throngh  scenery  which  awakened 
ecstasy  in  the  impassioned  Luzmore,  and  which 
had  no  real  charm  for  her,  (^ell  as  she  learnt 
to  feign  a  corresponding  rapture) — evenings 
demoted  to  poetry,  for  which  she  had  nor  ear,  nor 
taste^  nor  soul,  but  which  Luzmore,  who  read  it 
as  none  but  a  poet  reads,  made  the  sweet  inter- 
preter of  Ins  own  passion.  To  Bobina  there  was 
little  charm  in  the  lovely  bouquet  she  found 
daily  on  her  toilet,  and  the  tribute  of  verses, 
fbU  of  genius  and  passion,  with  which  her  lover- 
husband  constantly  accompanied  it.  Alas !  alas ! 
to  her  it  was  a  daily  bore  even  to  read  it  atten- 
tirely  enough  to  be  able  to  comment  on  it  to 
him! 

It  was  about  this  time,  that  Luzmore's  high 
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send^  of  honour  and  generous  sympathy  witk 
erery  human  creatorej  began  to  upbraid  him 
for  his  clandestine  marriage^  and  the  anguish  it 
must  h;ave  cost  his  loved  one's  parents.  It  vat 
a  feeling  he  did  not  encourage^  he  tried  to 
conquer  it;  he  knew  not  whence  or  why  it 
came ;  hut  it  did  come.  In  vain  he  repeated  to 
himself  that  by  no  other  means  could  he  baTe 
obtained  Bobina-^that  her  fether's  conduct  was 
cruel^  harsh^  unjustifiable — ^that  nothing  would 
have  won  or  could  have  softened  him.  The  hap- 
pier he  felt  in  the  possession  of  (as  he  thonght) 
the  gentle,  tender,  endearing  Bobina,  the  more 
he  felt  for  the  parents  from  whom  he  had  stolen 
her — and  the  more  fervently  he  wished  by  some 
signal  service  to  restore  himself  and  Sobins  to 
their  favour,  and  to  enable  them  again  to  enjoy 
what  he  frnded  must  be  the  unspeakable  com- 
fiort  of  her  society  and  her  love.  To  his  own 
sensitive  and  conscientious  mind  he  began  to 
appear  the  triumphant  injurer,  and  he  longed 
to    atone.     In   his   long    conversations  vith 
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Bofama,  he  had  idaooivexQd,  {tor  in  suck  oorfV^r- 
wrtioiT  even  the  Gmmiing  always  let  fall  more 
Aan  ih/ej  intead)  he  had  discoyered^  we  say^ 
eooagh  to  oonymce  him  th^t  pecuniary  obU- 
gutiasi  to  Sir  Dayid  McPougal^  and  the  mania 
of  qpeonlatbii,  had  caused  his  rejection  of  his 
(Luzmore's)  suitj  and  his  resolution  to  sacrifice 
hit  daughter  to  anoth^.  Once  clear  on  this 
pdnt^  his  mind  was  made  up.  He  would  take 
Bobina  to  Glenlonely — he  woidd  implore  the 
bereaved  parents  to  fcrgive— he  would  convitice 
them  they  had  gained  a  son,  not  lost  a  daughter 
--and  once  on  terms  to  broach  so  delicate  a 
subject,  he  would  compel  hia  &ther-in-law  to 
aDow  him  to  free  him  from  all  pecimiary 
oUigadon  to  Sir  David ; .  and  unless  lus  specu- 
lations  were  of  a  dangerous  and  hopeless  kind, 
be  would  enferoe  his  accepting  whatever  he 
coveted  towards  making  them  answer. 

Bobina  turned  a  little  pale  at  the  thought  of 
Qenkmely,  and  the  dreadful  Sir  Grigor,  but 
she  bnged  fi>r  change,  and  felt  very  curious  to 
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know  how  her  parents  and  her  late  braw  wooer, 
with  hiB  strange  sisters,  had  endured  her  flight. 
Anything,  on  the  morning  upon  which  Lozmore 
proposed  this  step — anything  seemed  to  her 
preferable  to  a  day  of  poetry  at  home;  and  sadi 
it  would  have  been,  for  a  drinling  rain 
feU. 

''You  will  protect  me,  dearest f  she  said, 
throwing  herself  into  his  arms — *'  you  will  not 
let  them  hurt  me  f 

*'  My  darling !  are  you  not  my  wife  ?  Who 
dares  even  to  offend  you  now  V* 

Robina  was  soon  ready.  Luxmore*s  cainage- 
and-four  bore  them  rapidly  along.  It  still 
rained  heavily,  as  diey  entered  the  gates  of 
Glenlonely. 

''  How  yery  dreary  it  seems  V*  said  Bobina. 

''  Cheer  up,  love — all  will  be  bright  soon." 

At  that  moment  a  funeral  procession  came  in 
yiew.  It  proceeded  from  the  hall,  and  was 
moving  towards  the  church.    Bobina  screamed. 

"Oh  God r  she  cried. 
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"  Fear  not,  dearest  I"  said  Lnxmore;  "  it  can 
be  no  one  70a  know  or  love.  Let  ns  get  out 
—we  win  inquire  of  one  of  the  followers." 

fiobina  alighted — she  was  pale,  but  Luzmore's 
fece  was  ghastly. 

''Whose  funeral  \b  XhsXV'  he  asked,  (advanc- 
ing be&re  Bobina)  in  a  low  husky  voice,  of  a 
hind  who  was  passing. 

"Wha's?  why  Sir  Grigor's — ^hae  ye  na' 
heard  he  mad  awa'  with  himsel  a  week  syne  V* 

Lozmore^s  precaution  had  failed;  Bobina 
heard,  and  before  he  could  reach  her,  she  fell 
&in^itig  on  fliA  ground* 
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A  husband's  lovb. 

Yes^  there  lay  Bobma,  li^ess  at  his  feet, 
and  her  husband's  impulse  would  haTebeen  lo 
sink  beside  her,  and  yield  to  his  repenttst 
anguish;  but  he  felt  that  he  must  support^ 
consoloj  uphold,  and  guide  her — that  he  was  a 
husband,  and  that  he  must  defend  her  (his  own) 
against  the  world ;  and  so  he  aroused  aU  hii 
energies,  lifted  her  into  the  carriage,  sprang  in 
beside  her,  ordered  the  post-boy  to  return  to 
the  village,  alighted  at  the  'McJ)ougal  Amu,' 
carrying  into  the  little  parlour,  Bobinay  who 
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was  just  recovering,  laid  her  on  a  sofa,  and 
b^an  to  ponder  on  the  couise  he  hiad  best 
pitrsae. 

in  an  exaggerated  sense  of  her  distress,  he  in 
a  great  measure  lost  sight  of  his  own,  which 
was  in  reality  the  deeper  and  the  more  durable 
feeling.  A  dangfater's  instinct  was  bnsy  at  her 
heart,  but  at  his  were  all  the  refinements  of  a 
Biost  &sddiouB  and  delicate  conscience. 

Robina,  on  recovering  from  her  swoon,  burst 
into  k  passion  of  tears,  and  in  die  sudden  and 
unbearable  distress  of  her  heart,  she  &iled  not 
to  Aocnae  and  reproach  poor  Luzmore  as  the 
cause  of  her  sufferings.  But  when  did  a  titde 
adnd  and  narrow  heart  ever  prompt  a  nobler 
fine  of  conduct  ?  Luzmore  was  distracted ;  he 
knelt  beside  her,  he  implored  her  pardon, 
he  bathed  her  hands  with  his  tears,  he  en- 
treated her  to  tell  him  what  fihe  wished  him  to 
do. 

^  I  will  do  it,  beloved,  to  give  you  a  moment's 
peace^  y^hatever  h  may  cost  me  T 
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''Well  then/' said  Bobiiia,  ''go  and  leani 
the  pardctdars  of  this  dreadfbl  secret,  try  to  see 
my  mother,  and  find  out  whether  any  assistanoe 
your  means  may  enable  you  to  offer,  can  saye 
her  one  pang,  or  secure  my  poor  fiither's 
memory  from  any  insult  or  reproach.  See  if 
she  will  receiye  me,  for  I  cannot  venture  to  die 
house,  only  to  be  driven  thence." 

Bobina  in  her  excitement,  which  forbade  her 
wonted  caution,  did  not  see  that  she  was  ex- 
posing her  poor  sensitive  Luzmore  to  all  she 
shrank  firom  hersel£ 

''Alasr  he  said, ''I  will  brave  all  and  go; 
but  how  can  I  leave  you  alone  in  such  a  state  P* 

''  I  shall  be  better  alone  just  now — do  go  1  it 
is  all  you  can  do  to  atone  and  to  comfiurt  me." 

Luzmore  went. 

It  was  some  hours  before  he  returned,  and 
Bobina  had  had  ample  time  to  repent  having 
sent  so  devoted  a  comforter  from  her  side,  and 
to  long  with  the  wildest  impatience  for  hii 
return.     Her  solitude  had  been  haunted  by 
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eTerj  horrid  image  connected  with  her  father's 
violent  and  dreadful  death — ^with  torturing 
setf-reproach — ^and  finally^  as  the  shades  of 
ermng  closed  around  her^  with  superstitious 
terrors  connected  with  that  vague  half-belief  in 
ghosts,  which  even  the  wisest  cannot  quite 
control,  and  to  which  Bobina  weakly  yielded, 
fts  on  her  laxees,  her  face  hidden  in  the  sofa 
cushions,  and  fearing  to  look  round,  she 
trembled  so  that  the  uneven  floor  and  ricketty 
fimitore  shook  beneath  her. 

It  was  in  this  state  Luxmore  found  her,  and 
to  his  heart  her  situation  denoted  the  daughter's 
penitent  anguish,  not  the  woman's  cowardice. 
She  was  sensible  of  his  approach  directly  he 
entered  the  room,  but  it  was  some  time  before 
he  could  induce  her  to  turn  her  fSace  towards 
him,  though  be  knelt  by  her  side,  and  putting 
his  arm  round  her  waist,  clasped  her  sobbing  as 
the  was  to  his  bosom. 

"  And  yon  have  been  alone  all  this  dreary 
VOL.  n.  B 
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time>  my  lov^  I''  lie  said^  '*  and  no  fize,  no  ligbt, 
no  obmfbrt  I" 

"Ah,  dearest,''  she  said  at  length, '' what 
can  comfort  me  now  I'' 

"  I  can,  my  own  darling/' 

''Is  it  not  true  theft?*'   she  asked,  almoit 
wildly. 

"  Alas !  my  love,  it  is  true  that  your  poor 
father  is  no  more ;  but  from  all  I  can  learn, 
your  flight  had  little  or  nothing  to  do  with  his 
dreadful  end.  It  seems  he  has  long  been  en- 
gaged in  the  rashest  and  maddest  of  specu- 
lations, and  those  who  know  him  best  assot, 
that  the  failure  of  his  last  venture  upset  his 
reason  and  caused  this  horrible  catastrophe/' 

"  Have  you  seen  my  mother  V* 

''I  have,  after  waiting  very  long,  and  in 
great  misery,  Bobina." 

"  And  will  she  see  me  ?" 

''Not  just  at  present^  but  she  has  allowed 
me  to  relieve  her  from  some  preflent  difSculty, 
and  to  rescue  your  poor  father's  memory  from 
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soBie  reproach.    It  aeems  to  me,  my  loye,  thst 
her  aiiger  agamst  yon  is  not  so  mudi  coimected 
witb  youi  £ither,  as  that  she  considers  your 
flight  a  personal  afiront  to  herself.    Her  ma- 
ternal dignity  seems  wounded,  but  not  irre<^ 
parably  I  am  sure ;  and  though  indeed,  dearest, 
I  had  much  to  bear,  still  I  think  I  have  won 
upon  her  so  &r,  that  she  will  allow  me  to  aid, 
to  counsel,  and  to  comfort  her,  and  that  in  time 
she  wiD  forgive  you,  and  perhaps  take  up  her 
abode  with  us." 
'^  Did  you  see  Sir  Darie  Mc.Dougal  V* 
"I  did.     Ah,  Bobina,  he  is  a  fine  creature — 
I  wonder  I  can  have  succeeded    where    he 
felled." 
"  Then  he  was  not  insulting  or  bitter  ?'* 
''  No,  at  first  he  was  very  cold  and  proud, 
but  when  he  saw  my  distress  and  heard  my 
story,  heard  how  I  loved,  nay  worshipped  you, 
Bobina,  and  how  we  had  been  affianced  and 
isvered,  he  unbent-*4ie  even  seemed  to  me  to 
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weep,  and  through  him  and  his  influence  it  waff 
I  obtained  an  interview  with  yonr  mother." 

''It  seems,"  said  Bobina,  bitterly,  ''in  all 
this,  I  am  the  scape-goat — ^I  am  the  sacrifice — ^I 
the  wretch,  the  mmatural  wretdi,  a  mother  will 
not  look  upon." 

And  she  bnrst  into  a  passion  of  tears,  in 
which  bad  temper  and  a  sense  of  present  dis- 
comfort had  more  to  do  than  grief. 

But  Lnzmore  knew  not  this ;  he  did  all  he 
could  to  soothe,  what  he  belieyed  to  be  her 
filial  anguish,  and  tried  by  every  expression  of 
lore  and  hope,  and  every  promise  his  fond 
heart  could  suggest,  to  atone  to  her  for  the 
sorrow  he  had  brought  upon  her. 

In  his  passionate  ejaculations,  two  points 
struck  Bobina — ^the  one  his  reiterated  asseitioiis 
that  her  father's  dreadful  end  was  not  caused 
by  her ;  and  the  other,  that  he  wished  her  to 
propose  any  plan  by  which  her  mind  could  be 
diverted  from  its  present  despair,  and  her 
thoughts  drawn  firom  a  torturing  but  mistaken 
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remorse.    Bobina  did  not  appear  to  heed  his 
words,  but  they  sank  into  her  heart. 

•'What  shall  we  do  now?"  he  said,  "my 
darling/'  as  she  wept  herself  into  a  sort  of 
sobbing  calm  on  his  bosom. 

**  Do  with  me  what  you  will,"  she  said :  "  I 
feel  all  your  kindness,  though  just  now  I  can- 
not repay  it.  If  indeed  there  is  no  hope  of  my 
mother^s  seeing  me,  let  us  go  home." 

''We  will  go  home,  my  sweet  one!"  said 
Liixmore,  with  the  first  feeling  of  comfort  he 
liad  known  that  day.  Alas !  he  fancied  Bobina 
loved  that  home  as  he  did. 

As  she  refused  all  refreshment,  and  seenxed 
ea^r  to  depart,  they  were  soon  on  their  way 
to  the  little  abode  which  Lore  made  a  bower  of 
roses  to  the  one,  and  Indifference  a  detested 
cottage  to  the  other. 
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The  ahoek  Bobina  had  suBtaned,  and  die 
remorse  she  inyoluntarily  felt,  (and  was  moat 
impatient  of  feeling)  acting  upon  aa  excitable 
temperament  and  a  somewhat  delicate  frame, 
brought  on  a  low  feyer,  which  filled  the  hat- 
band's heart  with  terror,  and  stretched  the  oaoe 
blooming  aad  joyous  bride  languid  and  liadem 
on  her  couch. 

An  accidental  circumstance  had  revealed  to 
her  all  the  horrid  details  of  her  father's  fiite, 
(which  Luzmore  had  carefully  concealed  from 


her)  axul  Itobin^k  was  the  sort  of  person  who 
coold  resign  hexiself  to  a  fiiher's  violent  <teatii» 
but  sicken  vai  pine  oyer  the  details  of  its 
horrors. 

Qoe  day  while  roaoiing  in  listless  erniui 
tfuKNigh  the  Tooms  of  heap  cottage-home^  Bobina 
entered  the  library^  and  mechanically  opened  a 
newspaper  she  fonnd  on  the  table.  Hex  colour 
r«se  to  her  temples^  andj  receding^  left  her  wan 
as  the  Dead.  On  opening  the  journal^  a  para- 
graph, containing  the  horrible  account  of  her 
fiuher's  yiolent  death,  had  caught  her  eye,  and 
she  felt  impelled  to  read  it  through,  though  her 
heart  stood  still  the  while.  .  It  ran  thus. 

"Horrible  suicide  of  Sir  Grigor  Mc.Grigor 
of  Qrigor.*'  "  The  neighbourhood  of  Glenlonely 
has  been  thrown  into  a  state  of  great  horror 
and  dismay  by  a  determined  act  of  self-destruc- 
tion, committed  by  Sir  Grigor  McGrigor  of 
Grigor^  Paring,  and  of  whidi  the  deto^  are  as 
follows.  On  Fridiiy  morning  Sir  Qrig^r^  who 
was  an  early  ri^r,,  D^ot  appearing  as  usual  at 
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the  breakfiwt  hour^  one  of  his  serrants  wrat  to 
call  him^  and  while  proceeding  to  his  apartment, 
was  alarmed  to  see  a  stream  of  blood  issomg 
from  under  the  door  of  the  Baronet's  bed-rooiiL 
He  immediately  summoned  assistance,  and  with 
the  aid  of  a  fellow  servant  forced  open  the  door, 
which  was  locked  on  the  inside.     The  body  of 

^  the  unfortunate  gentleman  had  fallen  against  it, 
and  his  person  presented  a  most  ghastly  and 
hideous   spectacle.     It  appeared  that  he  had 

'  held  a  loaded  pistol  to  each  ear,  and  firing  botb 
at  the  same  moment,  had  blown  his  head  and 
face  literally  to  atoms ;  the  walls  were  splashed 
with  blood  and  brains,  and  no  trace  of  a  human 
face  was  left.  At  the  inquest  which  took  place 
the  next  day,  it  appeared  that  Sir  Grigor  had 
been  moody  and  strange  in  his  manner,  ever 
since  the  elopement  of  his  only  daughter  with 
the  wealthy  Mr.  Luxmore  of  Luxmore  Hall — 
he.  Sir  Grigor,  haying  set  his  heart  on  another 
match  for  his  daughter,  with  a  friend  of  his 
own.    At  an  early  hour  he  retired  to  rest;  bat 
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as  no  report  was  heard^  it  is  presumed  he  did 
not  commit  the  rash  and  fktal  act  till  the  whole 
hoiiaefaold  were  asleep.  Some  of  the  servants 
lieard^um,  (as  they  passed  his  apartment^  on 
their  way  to  their  own  rooms  at  midnight,) 
pacing  hurriedly  up  and  down  his  chamber, 
and  one  distinctly  heard  him  groan  repeatedly 
and  heavily^  as  if  in  great  mental  agony.  A 
verdict  of  temporary  insanity  was  returned. 
Lady  McGrigor  keeps  her  room  perfectly  dis- 
consolate, and  the  unhappy  and  imprudent* 
cause  of  a  parentis  destruction  has,  we  hear, 
vainly  sought  admittance  to  the  widowed 
mourner.  Her  feelings  can  be  better  imagined 
than  described.  Another  rumour  states  that 
Sir  Grigor  McGrigor,  of  Grigor,  had  recently 
speculated  to  a  large  and  ruinous  amount  in 

the shares,  and  that  to  this,  and  not  to  his 

daughter's  disobedience,  his  rash  act  may  be 
attributed.     Be  it  as  it  may,  Scotland  has  lost 
one  of  its  few  remaining  old  Lairds,  the  Baro- 
B  5 
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netcj  one  of  its  oldest  members.  Society  one  ol 
its  greatest  ornaments,  the  poor  a  friend,  and 
the  rich  a  pattern." 

With  distended  eyes,  lips  apart,  and  I  farow 
on  which  the  cold  drops  of  horror  came  slowly 
out,  Robina  read  the  dreadfiil  acconnt  I  Then 
rushed  back  upon  her  heart,  all  of  love  she  had 
ever  felt  for  her  poor  father — the  paper  she  bad 
tightly  clutched  fell  from  her  cold  hand— ereiy- 
thing  seemed  to  swim  around  her — and  when 
the  lover-husband,  who  seldom  coxdd  bear  her 
half-an-hour  from  his  sight,  came  in  search  of 
her,  he  found  her  stretched  lifeless  on  the 
library  floor  I 

After  this  dreadfril  shock,  Robina  became 
worse,  her  fever  increased,  she  constandy 
called  upon  her  fiither,  and  went  through  the 
horrid  details  she  had  read  in  the  paper,  whidi 
poor  Luxmore  loathed  himself  for  not  having 
destroyed.  His  watchful  agony  knew  no 
bounds;  he  never  left  her;  no  mother  ever 
tended  her  first-bom,  in  its  first  danger,  as  he 
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did,  the  darUng  of  his  heart  Medical  men  of 
emiiieDce  were  summoned  from  all  parts ;  and 
though  in  the  ^Counsel  of  many'  there  is  wisdom^ 
fet  as  'Doctors  will  disagree,'  and  (who  shall 
decide  wli$ii  (key  do  so  disagree),  is  a  query 
become  proverbial — the  husband  found  himself 
perplexed  rather  than  comforted — encumbered 
rather  than  assisted. 

In  a  state  of  unspeakable  excitement  and 
distress,  on  one  evening,  when  his  own  fears 
had  magnified  every  evil  symptom,  and  created 
immy  that  did  not  exist,  as  he  watched  his 
yoong  wife  by  the  gloomy  light  of  a  foggy 
aatomnal  twilight ;  and  after  a  doctor,  whose 
advice  had  not  been  followed,  had  retired, 
laonching  thunderbolts  of  wrath  at  his  rival 
Galen's  head,  and  darkly  hinting  at  what 
Itemed  to  the  excited  husband  to  be  the  speedy 
decease  of  the  young  and  idolized  Robina — 
Loxmore,  half  frenzied  with  alarm,  and  the 
i^proaches  of  his  over-sensitive  conscience, 
deq>atched'  to  Gleolonely  an  earnest,  nay,  a 
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passionate  supplication  to  Lady  McGrigor,  to 
come  to  her  suffering  chilcL   The  letter  breadied 
the  humility  of  despair  and  self-reproachy  and 
it  was   positively  blotted  and  blistered  with 
Luxmore's  tears.     He  counted  the  hours,  nxf, 
the  minutes,  till  his  despatch  could  return; 
and  as  Bobina,  (in  a  delirium  caused  by  opiates, 
which  one  doctor  had  administered,  and  loss  of 
blood,  which  another  had  enforced),  called  fire- 
quently  on  her  mother's  name,  the  husband 
ventured  to  hope  that  the  arrival  of  that  modier 
would  comfort  and  restore  her  child,  and  that 
she  would  fly  to  his  darling's  bedside  with 
healing  on  her  wings. 

It  was  then  a  bitter  atfd  heart-sickening  dis- 
appointment to  the  sensitive  and  anxious  hus- 
band, when,  after  a  very  long  and  to  him  in- 
explicable delay,  the  messenger  and  carriage 
he  had  despatched  for  Lady  McGrigor  returned 
— the  former  with  letters  only — ^the  latter 
empty. 

Eagerly  Mr.  Luxmore  tore  open  Lady  Mc 
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Grigor's  letter ;  in  an  old-£s»hioned  hand  was 
written. 


CUenlonefy. 
Sib, 

I  am  surprised  that  you  should 
expect  me  to  quit  my  present  seclusion  for  any 
purpose,  or  under  any  circumstances  whatever. 
I  beg  to  assure  you  it  is  quite  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, even  were  my  mourning  arrived,  which  it 
is  not.  I  doubt  not  your  fears  exaggerate  Mrs. 
Luxmore's  danger;  grief  is  very  slow  to  destroy, 
else  I  should  not  be  still  in  this  sublunary 
world.  True,  Mrs.  Luxmore's  sorrow  must  be 
embittered  by  remorse,  while  in  mine  I  have 
the  blessing  of  entire  aelf-qpprovtd  /  and  when 
disposed  most  to  lament  Sir  Grigor's  sudden 
and  dreadful  fate,  I  console  myself  with  the 
happy  reflection  of  the  long  years  of  unspeak- 
able comfort  he  enjoyed  with  me,  and  the  con- 
viction that  I  was  to  him  the  best  and  most 
exemplary  of  wives !    Indeed,  I  little  deserved 
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at  his  luuids  to  be  left  with  rained  fortoaet, 
and  a  name  blighted  by  his  unhappy  deed,  to 
battle  with  a  cold  worlds  and  to  be  obliged  to 
accept  from  you,  sir,  that  assistance,  which  of 
course  you  offer  in  atonement  for  the  injury 
you  havQ  done  me.    All  the  pecuniary  arrange- 
ments you  proposed  to  Sir  Davie  McJ)ougtl 
have  been  carried  into  effect,  and  that  gentle- 
man (though  the  injured  party)  has  vied  with 
you,  the  iti^rer,  in  sparing  me  all  trouble  asd 
annoyance.    As  soon  as  my  health  and  spirits 
permit,  and  my  mourning  arrives  from  London, 
I   shall   repair  to  Edinburgh,  there   to  pan 
the  winter  at  least,  and  Miss  Miranda  Mc. 
Dougal,  will  bear  me  company — ^partly  perhaps 
for  my  sake,  but  chiefly  for  her  own,  as  it  is 
seldom  such  chaperonage  is  to  be  had  for  any 
single  woman. 

I  shall  be  glad  of  a  line  when  Mrs.  Lux- 
more  begins  to  mend ;  and  Am,  sir, 

Ydur  obedient  humble  semunt, 
BoQiKA  McGniGOB  of  Gbisob. 
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Thoroiighly  diifputed  with  this  most  heart- 
less and  egotistical  replj  to  his  imploring  and 
remoisefiil  letter,  Mr.  Lnzmore  threw  it  into 
the  fire,  and  opened  another  large  and  impor- 
tant looking  epistle,  sealed  with  a  hnge  coat  of 
amis :  it  was  directed  to  himself.  It  contained 
a  letter  to  Mrs.  Luzmore,  and  in  the  envelope 
were  written,  addressed  to  Mr.  Lnzmore,  the 
following  lines. 

Mc.Dougai  Oastie. 
Sir, 

I  have  yentnred  to  write  to  Mrs. 
liuzmore,  because  I  think  what  I  have  to  say 
may  be  of  some  comfort  to  her,  in  her  present 
great  affliction.  I  hear  with  much  distress  from 
your  servant  that  his  nustress  is  dangerously 
iU,  and  that  you  have  sent  for  Lady  McGrigor. 
I  know  her  Ladyship  will  not  attend  your  sum- 
mons ;  but  if  any  one  of  my  sisters  could  be  of 
any  comfort  to  you,  or  Mrs.  Luxmore,  at  this 
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time  of  illness  and  sorrow,  they  beg  me  say 
they  would  rejoice  to  wait  on  you. 

As  for  myself,  I  need  scarcely  add  that  any- 
thing I  can  do^  in  any  way,  to  comfort  or  hdp 
you,  I  will,  though  much  mental  distress  has 
brought  on  an  attack  of  my  old  hereditary  foe, 
the  gout. 

I  think  my  letter  to  Mrs.  Luxmore  will  put 
things  in  a  new  light,  for  she  knows,  whatever 
other  fatdts  and  foibles  I  may  have,  that  false- 
hood is  not  one  of  them,  and  that  truth  is  the 
dear  delight  of,  yours  truly, 

David  Mo.Dottgal  of  Dottgal. 

There  was  something  in  this  manly  and 
simple  letter  firom  a  disappointed  rival,  and 
rejected  lover,  which  sent  the  soft  tears  to 
Luxmore's  eyes,  and  eagerly  he  watched 
Bobina's  slumber,,  in  the  hope  that  when  she 
awoke,  she  might  be  equal  to  the  perusal  of  Sir 
David's  letter. 

He  was  right — ^about  dawn  she  opened  her 
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eyes,  and  met  his^  full  of  anxious  love,  intently 
fixed  npon  her. 

^*  Arthur  !"  she  murmured^  **  dear  kind 
Arthur !"  and  she  stretched  out  her  wan  hand 
to  him,  '*  why  are  you  upf* 

'*  How  could  I  rest,  my  darling  ?  are  you 
better,  at  all  better  T' 

'*  Yes,  I  am  better — ^how  long  have  I  been 
ilir 

''  I  will  tell  you  all  about  that  another  time ; 
now  let  me  give  you  some  tea,  and  see  if  you 
can  compose  yourself  to  sleep  again." 

With  a  watchful  care  more  like  a  mother's 
than  that  of  any  other  nurse,  the  husband 
administered  the  first  refreshment  she  had 
Toluntarily  taken,  or  seemed  the  least  to  enjoy. 
His  beautiful  and  eloquent  eyes,  so  darkly 
bright,  and  forming  so  glorious  a  contrast  with 
his  high  pale  brow,  and  •  his  wan  cheek — 
watched  with  passionate  deUght  every  morsel 
she    took    from   his    trembling    hand — every 
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drouglit  she  iznbihed  of  the  cup  he  held  to  kx 
lips. 

At  lengthy  to  his  ixieffij)le  ddigkt^  her  hssd 
sank  heaYily  back  oaa  the  hand  with  which  be 
supported  it^  and  her  eyelids  gently  dosed 

''Dear  Arthur!''  she  gendy  murmured ;  a 
soft  moisture  came  out  on  her  hitherto  feyered 
forehead  and  hands^  and  in  a  few  moments  her 
deep  and  regular  breathing  aimounced  she  was 
in  a  sweet  natural  slumber.  Inwardly  Uessing 
and  thanlring  Grod^  the  hujsband  sank  on  a  seat 
beside  her  bed,  his  wearied  head  dropped  upon 
her  pillow,  and  he  slept  a  sweet  and  dreamless 
sleep,  till  the  bright  noon-day  aun  looked  into 
the  room. 
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CHAPTEEIX. 


THE  RECOVERY. 


Bokuna  was  the  first  to  wake^  which  she  did 
rexj  mudi  refreshed,  though  languid  and 
weak. 

Mr.  Luzmore's  first  object  was  to  ascertain 
whether  she  was  equal  to  the  task  of  readings 
what  he  &It  sure  must  be  the  words  of  anufbrt 
Sir  Darid  had  addressed  to  her. 

''Bead  it  to  me^  dearest  Arthur/'  she 
mad. 

Ar^A  with  a   ialtenng   Tnce,  he   read   as 

fiiOowB. 


/ 
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Madam^ 

Do  not  fear  to  perose  this  first 

and  last  effusion  from  a  disappointed  man.  I 
promise  you  it  shall  contain  nothing  but  what 
wiU  comfort  rather  than  distress  70a.  The  loye 
I  once  bore  you  was  (whatever  my  uncouth  way 
of  showing  it  might  make  it  appear)  no  selfish 
feeling,  and  even  now  I  should  be  consoled  for 
my  own  distress  if  I  could  in  aught  alleviate 
yours. 

First  then,  do  not  nourish  in  your  young  and 
sensitive  breast  that  undying  serpent,  a  cause- 
less remorse.  Yattr  marriage  teas  not  Ae  cause 
of  yourfather^s  sad  fate.  I,  who  well  knew  all 
his  affairs-— I,  who  was  his  most  intimate 
associate — I  assure  you,  on  my  honour  as  a 
gentleman  and  a  McDougal,  that  had  you 
deigned  to  fulfil  his  wishes  in  the  disposal  of 
your  hand,  the  result  would  have  been  the 
same.  Dangerous,  extensive,  private,  and  most 
ruinous  speculations,  bringing  to  poverty,  one 
whose  proud  spirit  coveted  above  all  things  the 


i 


THE   KECOYERT.  98 

▼orld's  respect^  and  the  reputation  of  wealth-— 
tfaese^  and  these  only,  caused  that  desperation, 
under  the  influence  of  which  the  fatal  deed  w«s 
done.  No  power  could  have  checked  your 
poor  Other's  career  of  mad  hope,  and  mad 
despair,  and  therefore  none  could  have  averted 
his  doom.  His  whole  soul  was  embarked  in 
diese  private  and  ruinous  speculations,  and  the 
sacrifice  of  your  happiness  (had  you  made  it) 
would  not  have  prevented  that  of  his  life. 

I  can  say  no  more  on  this  harrowing  subject ; 
I  still  feel  an  interest  in  you.  Madam,  which 
compels  me  to  rejoice  that  the  partner  you  have 
chosen  is  worthy  of  so  great  a  prize. 

If  I  mistake  not,  his  love  equals  what  mine 
would  have  been,  while  his  merits  far  surpass 
any  I  could  ever  hope  to  possess,  even  had  I 
been  then,  what  disappointment  in  the  only 
real  attachment  I  ever  formed,  has  made  me 
now,  as  humble  and  self-doubting,  as  I  fear  I 
was  once  inconsiderate,  arrogant,  and  ego- 
tisticaL 


Let  die  good  and  generous  Mr.  Ltomofe,  in 
pride  and  peace,  wear  thai  tke  jewel  cf  die 
world — ^I  will  not  enTy  him,  while  in  undknmed 
htstre  he  keeps  it  next  his  heart.  If  I  can  ever 
serye  him  or  you,  command  me ;  and  if  anyone 
of  my  sisters  can  comfort  yon  in  this  your  hour 
of  sickness  and  sorrow,  yon  haye  only  to  sim- 
mon  her. 

Tour  deroted  servant, 

David  McDouoal  of  Douoal. 

Robina's  nerves,  weakened  by  recent  iUness, 
could  not  resist  the  unexpected  and  touching 
devotion  of  this  letter.  She  wept  bitterly,  and 
her  husband's  eyes  were  moist  when  he  con- 
cluded the  perusaL 

"  Do  not  regret  your  choice  yet,  my  love  !'* 
he  said,  half  jealous  of  the  tears  whidi  trickM 
8ilen%'  down  Bobina's  pale  cheek,  and  fell 
upon  her  pillow.  **  I  must  yield  to  your  poor 
rejected  *8uit(Mr  in  all  that  charms  most  w^oidmuf 
eyes,  and  wins  their  hearts;  but  in  all  ^  log^ 


;  prises^  watdifol  lore^and  all  devoted  cai^^ 
indiatl  wiQ  not  yield  even  to  him,  for  I  feel  if 
iie  loved  you  much,  I  love  you  more.? 

Bobina  extended  her  £ur  and  now  thin  hand; 
she  closed  her  eyes  as  if  to  sleep,  but  in  reality 
to  ponder  on  the  comfort  Sir  David's  letter 
oontained  for  the  distressed  daughter — and  the 
gratefbl  incense  it  offered  (and  which  now  eke 
was  sufficiently  relieved  at  heart  to  enjoy)  to 
the  vain  woman.  Not  only  she  readily  believed 
Shr  David's  assertion,  that  her  marriage  was 
not  the  cause  of  her  father's  dreadful  act,  (and 
that  conviction  took  an  unbearable  load  from 
her  heart);  but  she  felt  too  that  she  might,  with* 
out  appearing  heartless  or  inconsistent,  give  up 
the  miserable  task  of  perpetual  mourning,  and 
in  a  short  time,  driving  from  her  thoughts  the 
lite  dreadful  tragedy,  prepare  to  enjoy  a  fitde 
of  the  delight  the  world  offers  to  youth,  beauty, 
and  wealth. 

She  resolved  that  her  first  step  should  be, 
to  e&ct  a  removal  from  her  present,  to  heir. 
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odious  and  monotonous  seclusion.  She  Imeir 
her  fond  husband  well  enough  to  be  sure^  a  wish, 
if  once  expressed^  would  be  enough;  but  then 
she  wanted  so  to  express  this  wish^  that  she 
might  lose  nothing  in  Ids  eyes^  either  as  a 
daughter  or  a  wife. 

Deceived  by  her  silence^  and  closed  eye^lids, 
the  delighted  husband  thought  she  slept,  and 
she  was  willing  he  should  think  so.  Noiselessly 
he  stole  on  tip-toe  to  the  window,  and  gendy  as 
a  mother  for  a  sick  and  only  darling,  he  ex- 
cluded the  light. 

Poor  Luxmore!  his  heart  was  so  full,  he 
longed  to  be  where  he  could  give  yent  to  his 
emotions  without  disturbing  her  by  any  agita* 
tion,  and  without  the  risk  of  meeting  the  cdd, 
strange  eyes  of  the  menials,  who  every  now 
and  then  came  in,  on  any  pretext  that  could 
conceal  their  real  object — ^the  gratification  of  a 
low  curiosity. 

''Bless  you,  sweet  wife!**  he  gently  mur- 
mured, as  he  passed  the  dissembler's  bed,  and 
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passed  from  the  dark  room  into  the  bright 
sanshine  of  an  autumn  noon — a  sunshine  that 
no  longer  seemed  to  mock  him,  for  his  heart 
was  fall  of  hope  and  joy. 

Yesy  at  that  moment,  he,  the  Deceived, 
the  Unloved,  was  happier  than  Bobina,  the 
Adored,  but  the  Deceiver.  The  Unselfish,  the 
Confiding,  and  the  True,  have  soiurces  of  joy 
unknown  to  the  Vain,  the  Artful,  and  the  False 
— ^and  Luxmore,  trusting  in,  believing  in,  and 
doating  on  Bobina — Luxmore,  at  thirty- 
nine,  crippled  in  form,  feeble  in  health,  plain 
in  person,  and  acutely  sensible  of  all  his  own 
disadvantages — ^nay,  in  his  own  sensitive  and 
humble  nature,  exaggerating  them  to  himself — 
he  at  that  moment  ira«  happier  than  the  young, 
the  radiant  Bobina,  full  of  confidence  in  her- 
self, admired  by  all,  and  adored  by  her  hus- 
band. 

After  an  hour  spent  in  passionate  musings  on 
his  own  imaginary  bliss  and  in  grateful  contem- 
plation of  his  ideal  treasure,  glad  at  heart  as  a 

VOL.  II.  F 
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bird  or  as  a  child,  he  began  to  cull  a  cfaoiGe 
bouquet  for  his  darling,  of  all  the  flowers  that 
still  lingered  in  his  garden,  like  love  in  his 
heart — and  while  he,  like  Medora,  '' pleased 
but  perplexed,  guessed  at  such  as  seemed  the 
£urest" — Bobina's  plotting  head  tossed  on  her 
fererish  pillow,  and  she  devised  a  plan  fiir 
quitting  her  secluded  home,  and  entering  by 
degrees  on  the  pleasures  and  yanities  of  the 
world. 
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CHAPTER   X. 


DOUBTS   AND   FEARS. 


With  a  heart  not  merely  relieved  from  a 
weight  of  remorse,  but  lightened  of  the  neces- 
sity of  aasuming  its  semblance,  and  appearing 
inconsolable,  Bobina  speedily  rallied — ^and  art- 
folly  managed,  while  yet  her  looks  were  wan, 
and  her  strength  impaired,  to  convey  to  her 
anjdotis  husband's  mind  a  fear,  that  in  the  spot 
where  she  had  suffered  so  much  anguish,  and 
received  such  a  shock,  she  would  never  recover 
her  radiant  bloom  and  buoyant  spirits. 

She  contrived  after  some  weeks  of  ennui,  to 
f2 
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which  she  gave  an  air  of  despondency^  and 
discontent  which  she  managed  to  pass  off  for 
sorrow^  that  Mr.  Luxmore  himself  shoidd 
propose  a  removal  to  new  and  livelier  scenes. 
The  reluctance  she  feigned,  was  easily  over- 
ruled, but  in  the  whole  affair  Bobina  realiied 
Pope's  beau  ideal  of  a  good  wife,  who 

"  Channs  by  accepting,  by  submitting  swaya. 
And  has  her  humour  most  when  she  obeys." 

Having  once  decided  on  sacrificing  self,  and  the, 
to  him,  rapturous,  because  sole  enjoyment  of  his 
darling^s  society,  Luxmore  lost  no  time  in 
making  all  necessary  preparations  for  a  removal 
from  what  to  him  was  the  Eden  of  his  heart 
Jealous  and  watchful  love  could  not  but  dis- 
cover through  all  the  adroit  assumption  of 
regret,  that  gladness  sparkled  in  Bobina's  eyes 
at  the  prospect  of  this  change.  The  rose 
returned  to  her  cheek,  the  lightness  to  her 
step,  and  when  off  her  guard,  the  wonted  smile 
played  about  her  lips. 
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Luzmore  felt  a  vagae  and  jealous  anguish  as 
he  marked  it,  but  distrusting  not  only  the  feeling  . 
itself^  but  while  under  its  influence^  any  action 
its  morbid  restlessness  might  prompt^  he  entered 
into  the  bustle  of  preparation  with  apparent 
pleasure,  and  by  appearing  himself  delighted 
at  the  prospect  of  leaving  Mossdale,  he  beguiled 
Sobina  (cunning  and  guarded  as  she  was)  of  a 
confession  of  her  own  boundless  satisfaction 
at  the  approaching  change,  and  her  impatience 
of  any  delay. 

In  Arthur  Luzmore's  case,  as  in  most  others, 
the  old  proverb  was  verified,  "  honesty"  would 
indeed  have  been  "the  best  policy."  He  was  a 
novice  at  deception,  and  this  his  first  ruse, 
(successful  as  it  was)  what  were  its  fruits? 
Humiliation,  self-disparagement,  and  the  first 
bitter  foretaste  of  disappointed  love,  and  fever- 
ish jealousy.  Still  the  tears  he  could  not  quite 
repress,  were  shed  in  private,  and  his  young 
wife  did  not  love  him  well  enough  to  detect 
their  traces.  / 
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Luxmore^  in  his  own  distress,  did  not  forget 
the  woes  of  others ;  he  remembered  poor  Eva 
Morris,  and  the  promise  he  had  made  her.    He 
mentioned  the  subject  to  Bobina,  and  felt  too 
sure   of  her  delightful  acquiescence  even  to 
notice    her    hesitation,    and    the    inroluntarj 
coldness  of  her  rex^ly.    Bobina  at  first  indeed 
felt  only  a  jealous  fear,  lest  so  pretty  and 
accomplished  a  companion,  should  share  in  any 
degree,  the  admiration  she  wished  to  mono- 
polize ;  but  a  glance  at  the  mirror  re-assured 
her,  she  was  too  like  all  girls  brought  up  at 
school,  very  dependent  on  female  companion- 
ship, and  anticipated  no  small  pride  and  triumph 
in  showing  all  her  grandeur  and  power  to  one 
who  had  known  nothing  herself  but  depend- 
ence and  subjection.    Then,  as  none  are  all 
evil,  she  did  feel  some  little  satisfisu^tion,  at  the 
thought  of  changing  Eva's  life,  from  one  of 
ceaseless  toil  to  one  of  varied  pleasure,  but 
even  that  amiable  impulse  was  not  without  the 
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selfish  alloy  of  a  wish  to  be  a  patroness,  and  to 
be  praised  and  thanked. 

Lnzmore's  heart  was  too  full  of  love  and 
jealousy,  (engrossing  inmates  of  any  heart,  but 
psrticalarly  of  his)  to  notice  that  it  was  only 
on  reflection  she  seemed  gratified  by  his  ar- 
rangement, and  shordy  after  he  left  her  to 
superintend  the  packing  up  of  her  finery,  while 
he  wait  out  as  he  said  on  business — the  usual 
business  of  those  who  love  ''  not  wisely  but  too 
well" — ^namely,  to  wear  out  their  true  and 
priceless  hearts  for  fabe  and  worthless  idols. 

Poor  Iluzmore !  he  began  to  suspect,  for  the 
first  time,  that  he  was  not  lored,  at  least  not 
with  a  deep  and  passionate  devotion.  He  did 
not  even  dream  of  the,  to  him,  terrible  truth, 
that  he  had  never  been  loved  at  all,  but  he  feared 
he  had  never  been  loved  entirely,  and  that 
he  was  now  loved  lesb  than  at  first. 

"  How  shall  I  win  her  back  to  her  first  ten- 
derness r'  he  said ;  '^  what  can  I  do  ?  how  have 
I  been  wanting?    Can   I  be  more  watchful. 
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more  devoted?  No,  no,  I  cannot  be  young 
and  beautiful  as  herself,  and  every  day  I  grow 
older  and  less  endearing.  Why  did  I  bind  her 
to  me  ?  was  it  not  cruel?  And  ahl  if  this  deep 
dejection  and  anxious  watchful  fear  should  make 
me  less  amiable  even  than  of  yore !  Already 
my  wretched  heart  has  harboured  resentments 
resentment  against  Robina !  How  can  I  wish 
her  to  forego  all  the  tastes  and  pleasures  of  her 
age  ?  What  am  I,  that  she  should  live  for  me 
alone?  Shall  I  degenerate  into  the  odious, 
jealous  tyrant  of  a  young  wife — and  sudi  a  wife! 
— ^forbid  it.  Heaven! — ^no,  no,  she  Hoes  love 
me !  and  I  am  an  exacting  fool,  and  I  will 
compel  her  to  be  gay  and  happy,  and  enjoy  all 
life's  choicest  pleasures ;  I  will  cease  to  be  so 
selfish  in  my  love,  and  she  will  love  me  better. 
She  does  love  me  now — and  she  shall  love  me 
better  still! 
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Robina,  stQI  weak  from  recent  illness,  exerted 
herself  so  mnch  to  prepare  for  her  departtire 
from  Mossgrove,  that  she  brought  on  a  serious 
relapse,  ajad  six  weeks  more  passed  heavily 
away  before  it  was  thought  safe  for  her  to  run 
the    risk    of   the  excitement    and    fatigue    of 

travelling- 
Six   "v^eeks  had  indeed  changed  the  scene 
around   her ;  a  rich  and  lingering  autumn  had 
merged  into  a  cold  and  dreary  winter. 

ttr*   Xitixmore  had  taken  advantage  of  the 
F  6 
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delay  to  have  his  Town  house  refurnished  in 
the  most  costly^  elegant,  and  modem  style,  for 
his  still  idolized  bride ;  and  his  mind,  divided 
b(  tween  her  sick-room  and  the  palace*home 
he  was  preparing  for  her,  had  no  time  to  prey 
upon  itself. 

To  enliyen  her  convalescence,  he  had  pro- 
cured all  the  best  written  of  the  then  modem 
novels,  and  though  he  had  no  taste  for  such 
reading  himself,  and  it  was  fraught  with  morti- 
fication to  his  sensitive  heart,  (for  all  the  heroes 
he  read  of,  were  young  and  handsome,}  he 
conquered  his  own  distress  and  ennui,  and  read 
on  hour  after  hour,  delighted  to  be  even  the 
meana  of  cheating  Bobma  of  the  weariness  of 
solitude,  and  repaid  if  her  eyes  sparkled  and 
her  cheeks  flushed  at  a  tale  of  woman's  love 
— ^the  passionate  love  of  those  well  matched 
in  beauty,  youth,  and  feelings. 

And  during  this  sedusion  Luzmore  was  not 
unhappy.  Robina,  languid  from  illness,  and 
dependent  on  his  attention  for  all  oomfert  and 
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amiueiDent^  was  kind^  and  even  in  manner^  fond, 
she  bore  up  wonderfully,  but  only  in  anticipa- 
tion of  the  time  when  she  should  leave  Moss- 
dale,  and  exchange  its  monotonous  seclusion 
for  a  brilliant  abode,  decked  beyond  her  most 
nrngoine  wishes,  and  at  the  beginning  of  a 
London  season. 

At  length  the  time  came,  so  longed  for  by 
the  wife,  so  dreaded  by  the  husband.  It  was 
the  morning  of  their  departure ;  a  drizzling 
ndn  fell,  and  a  heavy  mist  shed  its  gloom  and 
discomfort  over  the  scene.  The  garden,  so  gay 
and  bloomings  when  she  first  saw  it,  was 
desolate  now — ^the  flowers  all  dead,  and  the 
paths  and  lawn  covered  with  wet  and  fallen 
leaves.  Bobina  was  not  quite  ready,  and  Luz- 
innre,  while  awaiting  her  in  the  breakfast-room, 
nek  at  heart,  and  impatient  of  confinement, 
threw  open  the  glass  door  of  the  room  and 
strdled  out  into  the  grounds,  heedless  of  the 
wet  paths  and  fidling  showers. 
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It  was  his  birth-day,  a  day  which  is  only  a 
holiday  in  very  early  youth. 

**  When  first  our  scanty  years  are  told 
It  seems  like  pastime  to  grow  old." 

So  sings  Erin's  exquisite  poet,  and  so  we  have 
all  felt;  but  the  time  soon  comes,  when  every 
birth-day  reminds  us,  that  we  have  not  gained 
a  year,  (as  we  think  in  childhood)  but  lost  one 
irrecoverably  and  for  ever.  Every  year  after 
twenty  must  steal  away  some  outward  grace, 
some  inward  source  of  thoughtless  youthful 
happiness.  It  may  not  be  apparent  to  others, 
but  it  is  well  known  to  ourselves.  We  may 
look  the  same  to  others,  but  we  know  we  are  the 
same  no  more. 

And  if  few  can  really  welcome  the  birth-day 
which  brings  them  nearer  to  old  age,  to  Death, 
and  (awfiil  thought  I)  to  Eternity — if  almost  all 
are  more  ready  to  weep  for  the  gladness  and 
the  graces  they  lose,  than  to  rejoice  at  the  eipe- 
rience  and  the  wisdom  they  gain,  no  wonder 
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that  Luxmore,  the  middle-aged  husband  of  a 
wife,  not  eighteen,  felt  that  the  bisth-day  which 
made  him  a  year  older  in  his  own  eyes,  if  not  in 
hers,  was  rather  a  day  of  mourning  than  of  joy 
to  liis  heart.    By  wedding  himself  to  one  so 
young,  he  had  made  his  own  age  doubly  bur- 
densome to  him.    He  could  not  bear  to  seem 
old  to  Bobina — ^he  could  not  endure. that  she 
■faould  think  him  old — ^he  must  then  rejuvenise 
his  tastes,  assume  the  habits,  court  the  society, 
of  youth — ^he  must  not  reflect  and  repose,  for 
the  young  are  all  action  and  all  imrest.    A 
young  man  might  do  what  Luxmore  felt  he 
dare  not — he  must  not  risk  Bobina's  thinking 
him  too  old  for  her.    Poor  Luzmore!  what 
care  he  took  to  prevent  her  eyen  suspecting, 
what  she,  alas !  knew  so  well. 

What  a  restless,  useless  undertaking  I    Well 
has  the  poet  said : — 

**  Qui  n'a  pas  Tespfrit  de  son  age 
Be  Bon  dge  a  tont  le  tourment." 

And  this  was  Luzmore's  case  indeed ! 
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His  life  had  not  been  a  happy  one!  Its 
morning  early  darkened  by  sickness  and 
sufferings  had  been  rendered  more  gloomy  still 
by  Dependence  and  even  Poverty.  Delicate  in 
healthy  somewhat  crippled  in  form^  poor  in  dr- 
cumstances^  but  most  sensitive  in  mind  and 
susceptible  in  hearty  he  had  loved  and  been 
slighted-— slighted  by  her  he  loved  with  boy- 
hood's rash^  romantic  love,  and  shunned  and 
scorned  as  a  detrimental,  by  all  daughters  and 
all  mammas.  When  a  succession  of  most  unex- 
pected and  even  improbable  events,  placed  him 
in  the  possession  of  eight  thousand  a  year,  and 
made  him  heir  to  an  Earldom,  both  mothers 
and  daughters  suddenly  discovered  that  he, 
who  was  an  odious  bore  at  twenty-nine,  was  at 
thirty  the  most  delightful  of  men. 

His  eyes,  his  teeth,  his  smile,  his  forehead, 
his  hand,  all  were  eagerly  and  eloquently  ex- 
tolled by  anxious  mothers  to  attentive  daughters; 
and  perhaps  Arthur  Luxmore,  who  had  that 
simplicity  of  heart  which  generally  accompames 
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a  noble  mind,  might  hare  been  deceired  by  the 
dumge,  had  it  not  been  for  the  unwelcome  but 
beneficial  interference  of  Colonel  Dunkeld — 
who  took  care  to  point  out  to  him,  why,  (in  his 
ownmde  but  expressiye  language)  "  Dowagers 
extended  warm  hands  instead  of  turning  cold 
shoidders,  and  Misses  at  his  approach  looked 
down  on  the  ground,  instead  of  looking  down 
i^onhiDDL" 

But  though  eyery  birth*day  of  Arthur  Lux- 
more's  joyless  life,  had  been  more  or  less  a  day 
of  mournful  retrospect  and  gloomy  foreboding,^ 
this  the  first  he  had  passed  since  his  every 
widi  had  seemed  to  him  realized,  was  in  reality 
the  most  depressing. 

Tin  he  was  manied  to  the  young  Bobina,  he 
had  never  been  ashamed  of  his  age — ^never 
ifraid  that  another  should  know  that  he  was 
growing  old.  This  seemed  to  him  too,  in  his 
present  ezdted  state,  a  birtk-day  that  added 
more  than  a  year  to  the  disparity  between  them. 
On  this  day  he  was  forty;  forty  seems  so  much 
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older  than  tliirty-nine.  He  had  accustomed 
himself  when  in  good  spirits  to  the  union  of 
seventeen  and  thirty-nine— but  seventeen  and 
forty  !  He  quite  dreaded  that  Bobina  should 
know^  that  solid,  unromantic,  middle-aged  forty 
now  claimed  Luzmore  as  his  own. 

*'  Je  compte  encore  par  tsingi^^  said  a  French 
woman,  tUl  her  thirtieth  birth-day  had  actually 
struck  its  knell  to  her  ear — **  Je  compU  eneore 
par  vinfff* — she  could  not  tell  the  truth,  and 
wotdd  not  positively  falsify.  And  Luxmore  had 
felt,  (so  puerile  does  passion  make  the  wisest) 
like  that  French  coquette — 

**  Je  compte  enooie  par  trente." 

He  had  thought  if  he  had  not  said  it,  and 
now  he  knows  that  the  barrier  is  passed, 
and  that  he  is  henceforth  forty ! 

He  began  for  the  first  time  almost  to  regret 
his  rash  and  ill-assorted  match.  But  for  Bobina, 
he  would  have  felt  comfort  in  the  thou^  that 
he  was  growing  old,  and  had  reached  one  stagf 
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more  of  a  tedious  journey;  but  now  eyery 
thought  connected  with  this  day  was  mortifying^ 
and  his  heart  sank  within  him^  as  he  heard 
Sobina's  young  Yoice  calling  him  playAilly^  and 
perceiTed,  (nerrously  hiding  the  while)  that  she 
was  tripping  along  the  wet  grass  in  search  of 


"  She  is  glad  and  gay/'  he  thought, "  because 
▼e  go  hence^  and  others  are  to  be  to  her,  what 
I  can  neyer  be,*  a  source  of  sufficing  happiness 
and  pleasure." 

He  dashed  away  a  tear,  called  up  a  melan- 
choly smile,  which  played  over  his  pale  features, 
like  moonlight  over  a  ruin,  and  then  he  has- 
tened tenderly  to  chide  her  for  coming  out  in 
the  wet,  and  arm-in-arm  they  returned  together 
to  the  house. 

But  Luxmore's  gloom  soon  yielded  to  Bo- 
bina's  playful  fondness,  and  was  exchanged  for 
a  new,  a  strange,  and  thrilling,  delight,  while  she 
whispered  a  secret  purposely  withheld  tlQ  this 
(to  her)  day  of  f&te.    Tes ;  with  many  a  coy 
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delay^  with  a  little  natural^  and  much  assumed 
timidity,  and  after  haying  almost  alanned  her 
idolizing  husband  by  her  mystery,  her  Uushes 
and  tears,  (which  she  had  at  will)  Bobina,  Udiag 
her  hce  in  Lozmore's  bosom,  murmured  in 
words  that  awoke  a  thousand  new  and  r^h 
turoos  sensations  in  his  devoted  heart,  that  she 
shotdd  perhaps  some  day  be  the  happy  mother 
of  one,  who  would  at  once  share  and  inoeaie 
his  love,  and  be  the  inheritor,  she  hoped,  of  all 
his  goodness,  all  his  virtues! 

Even  Bobina  herself  was  not  prepared  for  the 
delight,  the  ecstacy,  with  which  the  lover- 
husband  received  this  uneiq>ected  intdUigence ; 
his  rapture  surprised  even  himself.  It  seaned 
to  make  him  doubly,  trebly  hers — ^to  make  her 
so  much  more  his  own.  What  woman  does  not 
love  the  father  of  her  first-born  i  and  what  s 
source  of  holy  joy  would  that  first-born  be  to 
such  a  heart  as  his! 

The  Worldly,  the  Selfish,  and  the  Cold  may 
escape  many  sorrows;  but  the  Sensitive,  die 
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Generons,  and  the  Deyoted^  alone  know  the 
fulness  of  joy. 

''Bobina,  the  mother  of  my  child!"  he 
whispered,  as  lie  clasped  her  to  his  heart.  But 
there  is  a  joy  'wliich  is  almost  as  sacred  in  its 
nature,  as  grief  itself,  and  oyer  that  holy  joy  we 
drop  a  Teil. 
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fly    and    they'll    follow follow    and 

they'll  fly. 

They  axe  in  London  now — London  in  the 
height  of  the  season — ^that  doating  husband  and 
that  young  coquettish  wife.  She  had  found  the 
exquisite  home  that  awaited  her,  decked  with 
all  that  taste  and  wealth  and  love  could  devise ; 
and  Eva  Morris,  pale,  subdued,  and  (in  spite  of 
the  many  handsome  presents  Mr.  Luzmore, 
through  Robina,  presented  to  her)  attired  in  a 
manner  suited  to  her  fortunes  and  her  taste,  and 
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which  put  to  flight  all  Mrs.  Liixmore's  fears  of 
finding  a  rival  in  the  -poor  pniegfe. 

Bobina,  like  most  coquettes,  had  great  fidth 
in  dress.    She  was  in  mourning  it  is  true,  and 
therefore  could  not  eclipse  all  around  her  as 
completely  as  she  wished ;  but  Era,  out  of  com- 
pliment to  the  Luzmores,  was  in  mourning  too, 
and  Bobina  felt  sure  that  her  plain  robe  of 
black  bombazine  for  the  morning,  and  simple 
white  muslin  and  black  ribbons  for   evening 
dress,  could  not  stand  any  comparison  with  her 
own  rich  silks,  her  sweeping  trains,  her  brilliant 
jet  ornaments,  her  bugle  trimmings,  and  her 
waving  plumes. 

So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  lively,  engaging, 
and  adroit — the  wife  of  the  wealthy,  the  aristo- 
cratic, and  indulgent  Luxmore,  soon  became 
the  rage.  Her  parties  were  the  best  attended, 
her  equipages  the  most  brilliant,  of  a  very 
brilliant  season.  With  a  new,  and  to  the 
imaginative  and  sensitive  Arthur  Luxmore,  a 
boundless  claim  on  his  indulgence  and  devotion. 
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it  waa  his  delight  to  gratify  eyery  fimcy,  whim, 
and  girlish  freak  of  hers. 

'^  She  was^  alas !  just  ihe  sort  of  woman  (a 
woman  of  a  scheming  head  and  cold  heart)  to 
take  advantage  of  such  a  devotion ;  she  con* 
descended  to  the  almost  exploded  hnmbug  of 
'  Umgwgij  (those  stains  on  the  wisdom  of  our 
forefathers  and  the  sincerity  of  our  foremothets). 
Yes,  whenever  even  to  her  own  grasping  and 
selfirii  nature^  her  wishes  seemed  too  exorbitant, 
or  when  she  knew  that  to  her  watchful  and  all- 
believing  husband^  it  would  seem  dangeions  to 
comply^  then  did  Bobina  demean  herself  eren 
to  counterfeiting  the  '  longings'  of  a  by-gone 
day ;  and  Luxmore^  though  he  did  not  bdieve 
in  the  £u$t,  had  no  doubt  she  fianded  it  tme, 
and  often  preferred  the  risk  of  3rielding  to  that 
of  thwarting  her. 

ThuSf  in  spite  of  her  mourning,  and  her 
delicate  situation,  and  against  his  own  wishes, 
tastes,  and  judgment,  she  was  for  ever  in  a 
crowd-^a  brilliant  crowd,  it  is  true— bat  still  a 
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crowd,  and  therefore  in  every  way  tmanited  to 
her  past  misfortunes,  her  present  position,  and 
her  fotore  hopes.  A  train  of  admirers,  nay 
woishippem — ^worshippers  of  the  wife's  beauty 
and  the  husband's  dinners,  followed  wherever 
she  appeared — ^many  who  paid  their  idle  atten- 
tkms,  and  spending  their  idle  time ;  and  while 
ihe  had  tact  enough  to  show  a  preference  to 
none  in  particular,  Luzmore  schooled  himself 
to  endure  the  general  homage  paid  her. 

Among  the  many  who  bestowed  their  ennui 
and  their  idle  time  on  the  '  Beauty'  and  her 
pretty  protegee  Eva  Morris,  Captain  Fitzgeorge 
WIS  remarkable,  for  his  person,  his  ccmceit,  his 
nonchalance,  and  the  adroit  manner  in  which 
he  oontrived  to  awaken  Mrs*  Luzmore's  atten- 
tion, by  sharing  his  own  between  her  and  her 
poor  companion. 

Whether  Eva's  classic  and  simple  beauty, 
her  naheti  and  her  dignified  humility,  had  any 
power  to  rival  her  in  Captain  Fitzgeorge's 
admimlion,  Mrs.  Luxmore  could  not  decide. 
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Vanity  said  *No' — Jealousy  wliispered  'Yes.' 
Perhaps  his  inconstant  heart  felt  alternately 
the  influence  of  each;  but  often  when  he 
might  have  been  fanning  Mrs.  Luxmore,  he 
was  dancing  with  Miss  Morris — and  cutting 
pencils  at  her  drawing  table,  when  he  might 
have  been  winding  silks  for  the  Beauty  on  her 
sofa. 

Mr.  Luxmore  was  rejoiced  to  see  this.  He 
did  not  own  even  to  himself,  why  Fitzgeorge's 
attentions  to  the  poorjTTO^^i^  so  {deased  him.  He 
would  have  sacrificed  something  considerable 
(supposing  a  mutual  affection  sprung  up)  to  make 
Eva  Morris  a  tolerable  match  for  Fitsgeoige, 
and  he  often,  in  the  trusting  and  unsuspecting 
innocence  of  his  heart,  discussed  the  subject 
with  Mrs.  L&xmore,  to  whom  it  was  'gall  and 
wormwood;  not  that  she  loved  Fitsgeorge — 
love  had  little  share  in  her  composition— but 
with  the  selfish,  jealousy  often  rages,  where 
love  has  never  dawned;  and  when  Luxmore 
pointed  out  how  well  Eva  and     Fitsgeorge 
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looked  together,  how  admirably  they  were 
matched  in  person  and  in  years,  she  turned  not 
to  contemplate  Fitfgeorge  as  matched  with 
Era,  bat  as  contrasted  with  Luxmore.  She 
determined  to  be  herself  the  sole  object  of 
Fitzgeorge's  attentions.  LuxmcHre  should  see 
whether  Eva  could  dispute  iiie  palm  with  her. 
Perhaps,  (su^^ested  her  narrow  and  grudging 
heart,)  while  he  looks  on  Eva  as  so  well  suited 
to  Fitzgeorge^  he  thinks  me  well  matched  with 
himself — considers  me,  because  I  am  mated 
with  a  middle-aged  cripple,  as  well  matched 
with  such  a  husband.  Luxmore  and  Robina  I 
Tttxgeotge  and  Era!  It  would  drive  me  mad  I 
The  same  Fitsgeorge  whom  I  so  slighted  for 
this  same  Luxmore." 

Ah,  little  did  she  deem  that  that  same  Lux- 
more, of  whom  she  thought  so  slightingly,  was 
a  thousand  times  lovelier  in  Eva's  eyes  than 
the  young  and  brilliant  Fitzgeorge— that  those 
wft  eyes  full  of  melancholy  tenderness  often 
•teyed  in  spite  of  all  her  rigid  self-discipline, 
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firom  the  perfect  &ce  and  bright  colorings  the 
noble  figure  and  gay  uniform  of  the  self- 
satisfied  Fitsgeorge,  to  the  small,  drooping 
form  of  poor  Luzmore,  who  sate  with  pale 
cheek  and  watchful  eyes,  apart,  apparendy 
reading  or  writing,  but  in  reali^  noting  erery 
capricious  movement  and  varying  glance  of  his 
young  wife.  Luzmore  would  indeed  have  risen 
in  Bobina's  mean  and  imitative  mind,  had  she 
known  how  pure  a  shrine  he  had  found  in 
young  Eva's  heart,  and  how  deep  was  the  secret 
but  unwilling  homage  paid  him  by  one  younger, 
more  gifted,  fiur,  fior  better  and  more  amiable, 
and  in  reality  of  loftier  beauty  than  hersell 

Yes,  Eva  Monis,  poor,  dependent,  snd 
either  the  proUgfe  of  the  narrow-minded, 
jealous,  and  capricious  Mrs.  Luzmore,  or  the 
wretched  'Clothes  Teacher'  at  Miss  Mc. 
Prudie's,  would  have  scorned  Fitigeoige  with 
Luzmore's  wealth,  and  proudly  devoted  heiedf 
to  Luzmore  with  Fit^eorge's  poverty,  had  it 
been  her  happy  fate  to  have  awakened,  while 
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he  was  yet  firee,  one  tithe  of  that  deyotion  he 
laTished  on  his  thankless^  heartless  wife. 

But  JBva  does  not  eyen  whisper  this  sad 
trath  to  her  own  sad  heart,  else  Eva  were  not 
here. 
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While  Vanity  and  Jealousy,  (vile  twins) — 
who  work  in  woman's  heart  more  mischief  than 
Love  ever  did,  and  for  whose  dark  and  evil 
deeds  he  is  often  brought  in  guilty — ^were 
betraying  the  young  wife  into  many  dangers 
and  many  follies,  kind  Fate  took  pity  on  one, 
blind  as  herself,  and  saved  Luxmore  the  miseiy 
of  seeing  at  length  his  idol's  undignified  ad- 
vances to  a  dangerous  man,  and  the  coquettish 
snares  which  spread  for  anotUbr  would  certainly 
have  entangled  herself.     The  fiidgue  and  ex- 
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dtement  of  the  life  she  had  led,  (so  ill-suited 
to  her  delicate  situation^)  stretched  Bobina  on 
a  bed  of  sickness,  and  before  she  rose  from  it, 
Fitzgeorge  was  ordered  abroad  with  liis  regi- 
ment. 

Bitterly  now  did  Mr.  Luxmore  condemn 
ia  luindelf  those  fond  compliances,  and  that 
weak  indidgence  which  seemed  at  once  to 
threaten  all  that  was  dear  to  him,  both  in  pos- 
session and  in  hope. 

How  bitterly  poor  Eva  wept  for  him !  and 
when  at  length  the  crisis  was  passed,  Robina 
safe,  and  all  his  fondest  hopes  renewed,  how 
earnestly  did  she  entreat  him  to  remove  his 
wife  from  scenes  so  fraught  with  temptation  to 
her  and  chances  of  misery  to  him. 

Luxmore  readily  listened  to  advice  so  agree- 
able to  him.     He  longed  to  be  in  the  country  . 
with  his  darling,  and  he  had  no  doubt  that 
Eya  was  weary  of  scenes,  where  she  had  no 
hope  of  meeting  Fitzgeorge. 

It  was  some  time  before  Bobina  was  suffi- 
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ciently  recovered  to  leave  town ;  when  she  was 
able  to  do  so,  she  made  litde  objection  to  the 
change,  for  the  time  of  her  confinement  drew 
near — London  was  deserted — ^Fitsgeoige  was 
gone.     It  was  mauvaiB  tan,  to  be  seen  in  the 
forsaken    haunts    of   Pleasure    and    Fashion, 
and  Losonore  Hall  in  Berkshire,  near  Windsor, 
was  fixed  upon  as  the  birth-pkce  of  her  child. 
Among  the  few  places  Mrs.  Luzmore  wished 
to  call  at  before  she  left  London,  were  Colonel 
Stuart's,  and  Miss  McPrudie's. 

At  Colonel  Stuart's  it  will  be  remembered, 
she  first  met  Mr.  Luzmore.  The  Stuart  fiunily 
had  called  several  times  on  Mrs.  Luzmore,  and 
she  had  returned  the  compliment;  but  a  few 
*  not  at  homes'  and  a  few  cards  had  been  all 
the  result. 

At  Miss  McFrudie's  she  had  not  presented 
herself,  and  had  not  allowed  that  lady  to  know 
of  her  whereabouts,  fearing  she  might  secure 
herself  a  bore  for  the  season ;  but  now  that  the 
^BBon  was  over,  and  that  she  was  about  to 
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depart,  she  determined  to  indulge  her  curiosity 
and  her  yanity  by  a  visit  to  the  ''  Establishment 
for  Young  Ladies." 

CoqaettLshly  attired  as  a  convalescent,  anxi- 
ously watched  by  Luxmore,  and  attended  by 
Era — ^Bobina,  wrapped  up  in  costly  shawls, 
and  lolling  in  her  elegant  carriage,  preceded  by 
outriders,  drove  to  Colonel  Stuart's,  Twicken- 
ham YiUa. 

A  feeling  of  sadness  stole  over  poor  Eva's 
heart,  as  she  drove  through  the  grounds,  where 
first  the  only  man  she  felt  she  could  ever  have 
loved,  had  beheld  and  courted  another.  Lux- 
more's  cheek  was  paler  even  than  its  wont,  and 
passionate  memories  filled  his  heart,  while  in 
spite  of  Eva's  presence,  he  gazed  with  tearM 
r^ture  on  his  young  wife,  so  delicately  lovely 
from  recent  illness,  and  whose  evident  pride 
and  pleasure  he,  poor  deceived  one,  attributed 
to  her  glory  in  her  choice  of  a  husband,  not  of 
an  equipage. 

Before  they  reached  the  house,  they  met  two* 
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gentlemen  walking  together  in  earnest  ctm- 
ference.  They  proved  to  be  Colonel  Dunkeld 
and  Sir  Harry  Yane^  the  once  joyous  bride- 
groom of  that  memorable  first  of  May,  every 
happy  hour  of  which  Lnxmore  was  fondly  re- 
calling to  the  absent  Bobina^  and  every  detail 
of  whieh^  little  as  it  moved  the  wife,  sank  into 
the  heart  of  the  poor  companion. 

But  what  a  change  had  a  year  wrought  in  the 
gay  and  happy  Sir  Harry.  Thin,  pale,  watch- 
ful, he  seemed  to  drink  in  the  gloomy  doctrines 
and  bitter  forebodings  of  Colonel  Dunkeld; 
and  as  he  hastily  bowed  to  Bobina  and  turned 
into  the  shrubbery,  she  felt  almost  sure  that  his 
eyes  were  red  with  recent  tears.  Colonel  Don- 
keld  sought  not  to  follow  him — a  new  party 
was  firesh  prey  to  the  heir  of  the  Darksides. 

As  he  stopped  to  speak,  the  Luxmores' 
carriage  of  course  drew  up,  and  Colonel  Dun- 
keld began. 

"So  Mrs.  Luxmore,  Pm  glad  to  see  you 
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about  agaixiy-or  rather  perliaps  I  should  say  I'm 
sorry." 

*'  Well/'  laughed  Luxmore^  "  I  was  sur- 
prised to  hear  you,  Dunkeld,  own  you  were 
glad  of  anything/* 

''And  you  well  might  be,  for  I  see  nothing 
to  be  glad  of— certainly  not  of  an  invalid's 
driving  about  in  an  easterly  wind." 

"An  easterly  wind !"  said  Bobina,  "  I  assure 
you  I  find  it  too  warm." 

'*  So  much  the  worse  1  the  warmer  you  are 
the  more  likely  to  take  cold.  Dear  me,  how 
you're  altered— I  shouldn't  have  known  you 
•gain."         , 

"Well,"  retorted  Robina,  "you're  much 
the  same  as  ever — ^I  see  no  change  in  you." 

"A  few  more  wrinkles,   a  few  more  grey 

hairs,  and  a  few  more  rheumatic  pains,  and  a 

few  more  sorrows,  both  of  my  own  and  my 

friends ;  there's  no  other  change  in  me  that  I 

know  of.     But  it's  all  the  same,  all  the  world 

over;  nothing  but  misery,  nothing  but  dis- 
o  5 
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appointment;  why  I  came  out  to  say  a  few 
words  of  comfort  to  Vane,  poor  fellow !  And 
before  IVe  half  conyinced  him,  that  there's 
nothing  in  this  world  worth  a  curse,  I  meet  you 
all  looking  more  dead  than  alive,  and  all  of  you 
evidently  fretting  yourselves  to  death.'' 

*'  Yet  we  were  never  happier/'  said  Luzmore, 
laughing. 

**  Then  I'm  sure  you  must  be  weary  of  this 
dull  life." 

"  Not  quite,  are  we,  Bobina  ?  We  do  not 
think  ourselves  so  very  miserable." 

^'  Perhaps  not;  it  would  be  better  for  you  if 
you  did.  So  Sir  Harry  and  Lady  Vane  said  a 
month  ago  ;  and  look  at  them  now." 

''  But  what  ails  them  T*  asked  Bobisa ; 
''they  seemed  so  very  happy  and  so  well 
matched.'' 

"No,  no,"  groaned^ Colonel  Dunkeld,  '*no 
people  are  well  mi^ched;  or  if  the  young 
couple  are  well  suited,  relations  don't  suit; 
fathers  don't  suit  sons-in-law — smothers    don't 
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suit  Look  at  me  and  my  son-in-law — at 
daggers  drawp.  Look  at  Sir  Harry  Vane  and 
Mrs.  Stuart '' 

"  What  of  them  V  eagerly  asked  Bobina. 

''What  of  them?  why  they're  as  jealous  of 
each  other  as  two  country  belles.  Lady  Vane 
was  her  mother's  darling,  her  pet^  her  idol,  her 
companion^  her  doating  piece,  the  fenrourite  in 
abort;  I  don't  wonder  at  it,  for  she  is,  or  rather 
she  wasj  a  sweet  creature,  and  her  love  for  her 

mother  was  just  like  my  poor  banished 

darling's  for  me" — and.  his  voice  grew  husky. 
"'Well,  as  I  foretold  to  Mrs.  Stuart  on  the 
wedding-dajj  it's  much  the  same  case ;  the  girl 
bres  her  mother,  and  she  loves  her  husband, 
but  she  cannot  devote  herself  to  both,  at  least 
not  at  the  same  time.  She  cannot  be  Miss 
Stuart  and  Lady  Vane  at  once ;  she  cannot  sit 
a&  hour  with  her  mother  without  offending  her 
husband,  nor  take  a  walk  with  her  husband 
without  making  her  mother  jealous.  This 
jealousy  too  begets  rivalship.     If  she  is  pleased. 
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poor  thing,  with  a  shawl,  or  a  toy,  or  a  trinket 
her  husband  gives  her,  her  mother,  jealous  of 
her  every  look  and  word  of  pleased  acknow- 
ledgment, tries  to  extinguish  or  transfer  it,  by 
eclipsing  the  husband's  present,  with  another  of 
the  same  kind,  but  better  stiU.  I  have  seen  the 
poor  thing  give  up,  in  tears  and  terror,  a  baB 
she  had  looked  forward  to  with  much  delight, 
because  she  had  been  presented  with  splendid 
bouquets  for  the  occasion,  both  by  her  modier 
and  her  husband ;  she  could  not  carry  both,  and 
would  not  offend  either*-and  so  on  throogli 
everything.'* 

"  Poor  thing,"  said  Eva,  as  if  to  herself;  "  I 
knew  the  Unloved  had  much  to  suffer — ^I  Kttk 
dreamt  of  the  miseries  of  too  much  love." 

**Ah,  Miss  Morris,"  said  th€  lugubrious  Co- 
lonel ;  *^  both  are  miserable — ^both  are  to  be 
pitied.  The  race  of  man  is  an  accursed  laoe* 
and  every  son  of  Adam  and  every  daughter  of 
Eve  will  discover  sooner  or  later  the  truth  of 
those  fine  lines  : — 
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*'  And  know  whaterer  thon  ha«t  been» 
Tis  ■omething  better  not  to  be !" 

'^  Bat/'  asked  Bobina,  "  what  is  the  cause  of 
the  present  evident  distress  of  Sir  Harry 
Vane  ?    He  seemed  to  have  been  weeping." 

**  Weeping !  to  be  sure  he  had,  they Ve  all 
been  weeping,  they're  all  of  them  always  weep- 
ing, storming,  suUdng,  or  writing  each  other 
letters,  though  in  the  same  house  ;  but  as  for 
weeping,  we've  all  cause  enough  to  weep,  and 
those  who  don't  weep  outwardly,  do  inwardly — 
that's  the  only  difference." 

''And  what  was  Sir  Harry  so  grieved  at  just 
now  r' asked  Bobina;  who,  like  all  people  of 
little  minds,  took  a  lively  interest  in  a  tale  of 
slander. 

**  Now !  oh,  poor  fellow,  he's  cause  enough 
—-at  least  most  people  would  think  so ;  but  I 
don't  think  anything  in  this  vile  world  worth 
creeping  for.  There  were  hopes  of  an  heir. 
A"  heir  indeed  1  what  is  an  heir  ?  (m  a  general 
vray)  an  heir  of  sin,  and  sorrow,  and  shame, 
and  sickness,  and  infirmities " 
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"Oh, but  what  his  happened  in  dii» particular 
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"Why,  after  a  succession,  of  quarreb  and 
reconcBiations,  meetings*  in  lore  and  partings  in 
hate,  for  (but  for  this  jealousy,  Harry  and  his 
mother-in-law  are  very  fond  of  each  other,)  it 
was  agreed  that  Lady  Vane  should  come  and 
stay  with  her  mother  to  recruit  her  health, 
whidi  has  been  much  impaired  by  fretting; 
Harry  was  to  bring  her,  and  then  go  and  kok 
at  some  estates,  whidi  he  has  sadly  n^ectedm 
lus  exclusive  attention  to  his  wife.  Well,  tney 
came  all  smiles,  all  hope,  and  got  on  so  well  for 
a  day  or  two,  that  although  I  warned  them  all 
separately  how  it  would  be,  Mrs.  Stuart  pressed 
Sir  Harry  to  prolong  his  visit  He  did  so,  and 
they  soon  fell  out  about  the  present  treatment 
of  Lady  Vane,  and  the  fiitnre  managemsDl  of 
the  unborn  babe.  Lady  Vane,  poor  tUng! 
sided  with  both,  and  oflfended  both.  They  were 
more  violent  than  ever,  and  terrified  her  so  that 
she  fainted.     Each  then  loudly  accused  the 
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Other  as  the  caixse  of  her  swoon;  she  was 
appealed  to  by  both^  and  not  chnsing  to 
aizninate  either,  both  left  her  in  wrath — ^Mrs. 
Stoait  to  shat  herself  up  in  her  room,  and 
^  the  poor  rictim  a  reproachfnl  letter,  and 
Sir  Harry  to  order  his  horses  and  be  off.  She 
crept  to  her  room ;  and  while  the  mother  was 
^>aluAg  her  excited  pen  along  the  paper,  and 
Sir  Hany  was  swearing  at  his  groom.  Lady 
Vane's  beU  rang  violently  and  long.  The 
Hiuband  and  the  Mother  rushed,  pale,  aghast, 
and  conscience-stricken,  to  the  room ;  they  met 
I^y  Vane's  maid  rushing  out — ^her  mistress 
had  miscarried  !*' 

"And  when  did  dus  happen  V 

'*  Oh,  an  hour  or  two  ago." 

"And  how  is  Lady  Vane  now  ?" 

"She  is  in  no  immediate  danger;  but  her 
nother  is  half-frantic  at  her  daughter's  bitter 
Appointment  and  despair.  As  for  Harry,  as 
I  am  such  an  old  Mend,  and  happened  to  be  on 
*  ^^t  here,  I  was  trying  to  convince  him  of  the 
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folly  of  expecting  anything  but  misery  and 
disappointment  in  this  world ;  and  I  was  en- 
deavouring, too,  to  persuade  him  that  whether 
Lady  Vane  keeps  on  terms  with  her  mother  or 
not,  there  is  little  chance  of  her  ever  recoyering 
her  health,  or  bringing  a  living  child  into  the 
world.     Poor  fellow  !  he  listens  to  me  now." 

"  The  greater  pity,"  said  Luzmore.  "  I  only 
wish  I  knew  him  well  enough  to  make  him 
listen  to  me.  But  of  course,  Bobina  dearest,  all 
we  can  do,  is  to  retire  unobserved ;  this  is  no 
time  for  calling." 

"  I'll  say,"  said  Dunkeld,  '*  how  shocked  you 
all  were." 

''  No,  no,  say  nothing  about  us." 

''  Well,  least  said  soonest  mended ;  there's 
little  enough  to  be  said  about  any  one  that  will 
do  any  good.  By  the  bye,  I  dare  say  Fitz- 
george  is  shot  by  this  time ;  a  happy  escape  for 
him  if  so." 

''  He  would  think  otherwise,''  said  Luzmore, 
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glancing  at  £ya ;  ''but  I  happen  to  know  he  is 
quite  well  and  quite  safe — bo  fiurewell." 

''Farewell — ^an  idle  word^"  said  Dunkeld, 
"who  ever  did  fare  well  f. . .  .There  goes  Vane 
— ^he*B  looking  for  me." 

"  Poor  fellow !"  said  Bobina,  as  they  drove 
out  of  the  grounds ;  "  in  his  present  state  that 
old  Job's  comforter  will  be  his  death."* 

"  I  can  indeed  pity  him^"  said  Luxmore ;  "  I 
who  have  just  been  spared  the  anguish  he  now 
feels." 

"  Poor  Lady  Vane !"  said  Eva,  wiping 
away  a  tear ;  "  to  think  that  to  any  it  should 
be  a  misfortune  to  be  too  much  loved !" 

"Come,"  said  Bobina,  "let  us  go,  and  in 
a  good  laugh  at  Miss  McPrudie,  forget  this 
ally  a&ir." 

Luxmore  looked  first  at  Bobina,  and  then  at 
Eva — Bobina  jealous  of  the  interest  poor  Lady 
Vane  excited ! — Eva  silently  weeping  for  her  ! 
For  the  first  time  Luxmore  thought  Eva 
beautiful,  and  Fitzgeorge  a  happy  man. 
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Bobina  was  not  a  little  disappointed  in  the 
result  of  her  visit  to  Miss  McPrudie.  Tb»t 
lady  was  entirely  engrossed  by  hersdf  and  her 
own  affidrs.  Her  former  school-fellowa  (be£>re 
whom  the  yonng  wife  had  expected  to  skine^) 
were  all  enjoying  a  prolonged  vacation — ^pro- 
longed on  account  of  the  approaching  nnptiak 
of  Miss  McPrudie  and  Mr.  G^espie  I 

MisB  Twitch,  who  was  to  act  as  bride-maid^ 
was  engaged  in  making  favours.  Miss  Mc 
Pnidie,  in  bridal  white,  wi&  the  yellow  hue  of 
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time  upon  it^  was  trimming  an  old  turban  with 
new  orange  flowers ;  and  Mr.  Gillespie^  flashed 
with  a  hideous  joy^  was  imbibing  whisky  pimch 
of  hia  own  composition^  concocted  thus  early  in 
the  day,  not  so  much  for  his  own  enjoyment^  as 
for  the  base  and  cruel  purpose  of  putting  Miss 
McPrudie  off  her  guard,  and  thus  getting  into 
Iiifl  possession  the  love-gift  of  former  days,  so 
long  regretted,  and  so  anxiously  plotted  for. 

This  great  object  of  his  life  he  had  at  length 
acbieyed,  (as  it  is  said  man  ever  does  any- 
thing, howeyer  difficult,  which  he  sets  his  whole 
heart  and  mind  upon  effecting)  under  the  pre- 
tence of  getting  it  more  modishly  set,  he  has 
taken  it  with  the  daring  of  aflluuiced  love,  from 
iiie  fichu  of  Miss  McPrudie,  and  he  is  rejoicing 
in  the  recoyery  of  his  treasure  when  our  party 
was  announced.  Why  he  shoidd  be  so  anxious 
about  the  token,  now  he  has  secured  the  fair 
McPrudie  herself,  none  can  tell.  We  must 
hope  that  Time,  the  great  teU-tale,  will  let  us 
into  tids  secret. 
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Miss  McPradie  received  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lux- 
more  with  little  empreszem/emJt ;  she  had  nothing 
more  to  hope  from  the  husband,  and  she  knew 
full  well  that  Sobinawas  not  ef  a  lavish  nature. 
The  appointment  her  Intended  had  obtained 
was  one  of  some  importance  and  great  emolu- 
ment in  Canada ;  thither  she  intended  to  repair, 
with  the  happy  Gillespie,  directly  after  the 
wedding.  She  had  sold  her  school  and  her 
connexion  to  Miss  Fitzosbome,  and  by  the 
advice  of  Gillespie  had  purchased  a  house  m 
Quebec,  and  furnished  it  elegantly  for  their 
future  residence.  This  being  the  case>  she  had 
little  object  to  gain  in  courting  Bobina;  and 
Miss  Twitch,  who  was  to  attend  the  newly 
married  pair,  as  'half  friend,  half  underling/ 
and  who  considered  that  she  had  been  per- 
sonally slighted  in  the  preference  shown  to 
Eva,  tossed  up,  what  was  now,  a  confirmed 
bottle  nose,  of  scarlet  hue,  and  deigned  not  the 
slightest  comment  on  Bobina's  fine  clothes  or 
gay  equipage.     Mr.  Gillespie,  after  a  few  ser- 
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vile  compIimentB,  which  he  instinctively  paid 
to  a  man  of  wealth  and  consequence^  hastened 
away;  and  shortly  after  Bobina,  much  disap- 
pointed, took  her  leave,  with  her  husband  and 
Eva;  and  the  bride  and  bridemaid  elect,  re- 
turned to  their  whisky  punch. 

Indeed,  we  may  here  observe,  that  the  spirit 
of  whisky,  not  of  love,  was  at  the  bottom  of  all 
these  changes.  Miss  McPrudie  had  for  some 
tune  suspected  that  she  must  resign  either  her 
school  or  her  bottle.  Bacchus  is  a  god,  who, 
the  more  homage  he  receives,  the  more  he 
exacts.  Miss  McPrudie  found  she  must  either 
drink  less,  or  retire  from  the  keen  young  eyes, 
and  other  quick  percepdons,  of  twelve  sharp- 
witted  pupils ;  a  scarlet  nose,  a  shaking  hand, 
adiz^brain,  and  a  tottering  step,  could  not 
escape  their  notice.  Miss  McPrudie  must  give 
op  her  bottle  or  her  school.  The  conflict  was 
a  brief  one — she  gave  up  her  school ;  and  Miss 
Twitch  likewise,  under  the  speUs  of  the  bottle 
Imp,  agreed  to  give  up  an  honourable  reliance 
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on  her  own  industry  and  talents,  for  a  mem 
dependence,  in  a  foreign  land,  on  the  narrow- 
minded  Miss  McPrudie,  and  the  churlifih, 
niggardly  Gillespie. 

But  when  did  an  habitual  dram-drinker  erer 
retain  one  noble  sentiment,  one  honest  piupose, 
or  one  praise-worthy  habit?  However,  Wa 
Twitch,  little  as  she  suspects  it,  is  only  a  tool 
She  had  made  up  her  mind  to  act  as  afod; 
she  did  not  know  that  fools,  in  certain  handsi 
soon  become  knaves ;  but  we  anticipate. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


AK   ENGLISH   HOMB. 


Lttixmore  Hall  was  a  fine  old  place.  The 
large,  well-built  mansion  stood  on  an  eminence, 
<90ininanding  a  lovely  park,  through  which  a 
silver  trout  stream  danced  and  sparkled. 

The  fine  old  trees  feathered  down  to  the 
welret  sbd;  die  deer  played  at  hide  and  seek 
among  them.  There  was  a  lovely  contrast  of 
gre«i  and  undulating  slopes,  baakmg  in  the 
snn,  and  of  dark,  dense  woods,  where  the  rooks 
hi  centaries  had  made  their  homes.  The  place 
bad  great  natural  advantages,  and  Art  had  done 
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her  utmost  to  improve  them.  Of  the  river,  and 
the  sunny  slopes.  Nature  plight  well  be  proud; 
the  shrubberies,  the  flower  gardens,  the  gioTes, 
and  the  conservatories  were  among  the  fidrest 
triumphs  of  art. 

To  Eva,  who  had  never  dwelt  in  a  lovdy 
country  home,  it  seemed  a  paradise ;  she  was 
never  weary  of  roaming  through  the  dark 
woods,  of  rowing  on  the  silver  stream,  of  sittiiig 
under  some  huge  beech  or  venerable  oak  japoa 
the  velvet  lawns,  or  of  inhaling  the  incense  of  a 
thousand  flowers,  from  some  quaint  old  arbour, 
in  the  antique  parterre,  where  sate  a  gorgeous 
macaw — ^the  only  creature,  save  those  winged 
gems  the  butterflies,  that  could  match  the 
brilliant  hues  of  the  flowers. 

In  this  sunny,  old-£Biahioned  flower  garden 
Eva  would  sit  for  hours,  and  forget  in  the  per- 
vading happiness  around  her,  her  own  sad  sfeorf 
and  blighted  hopes.  While  every  flower  seemed 
to  enjoy  the  soft  breeze  it  perfumed,  and  every 
bee  seemed  to  hum  in  ecstasy,  while  the  birds 
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sang  and  sported  with  so  much  gladness— and  a 
fountain  in  the  centre  .of  the  garden  danced  for 
joy — ^Eva  could  not  weep.    A  vague  hope,  and 
a  dreamy  but  delicious  tnut  in  him  who  had 
made  all  these  fiur  and  happy  things,  filled  her 
heart.    She  contrasted  her  j^esent  £ite,  (the 
honoured  and  uncontrolled  guest  of  the  kind 
and  generops  Luzmore)  free  to  enjoy  all  the 
most  exquisite  beauties  of  Nature  and  Art,  and 
little  iomoyed  by  Bobina,  who  was  beginning 
to  be  entirely  ^igrossed  by  her  own  sufferings, 
with  her  life  of  hard  and  ill-requited  toil,  in 
the  dose  confinement  of  a  small  Town  house, 
Uke  Miss  McPrudie's — the  wretched  strip  of 
garden,  the    few  miserable   trees  with    their 
scanty  foliage,  and  their  stems  blackened  with 
the  poisonous  London  smoke — she  could  hardly 
believe,  as  Ae.  roamed  at  large  through  Lux- 
more  Park,  that  she  had  once  thought  a  few 
hasty  turns  in  Miss  McPrudie's  odious  little 
garden,  a  positive  treat,  and  that  a  few  sturdy 
wall^flowers,  and    sickly  whitish    heartseases, 

VOL.   II.  H 
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(sole  growth  of  the  wretched  soil)  had  been 
"  Picciolas**  to  her  poor  heart  and  dreary  ex- 
istence. 

Poor  Eva  Morris !  her  story  was  a  common, 
but  a  sad  one.     Her  father  was  a  gentleman  of 
old  family^  and  without .  fortune,  but  with  a 
tolerable  appointment,  he  married  a  portionless 
beauty.    They  had  several  children,  and  Eva, 
the    youngest,  was  early  sent  to    Miss  Mc. 
Prudie's  to  be  educated  &  la  mode.    Consump- 
tion, which  carried  off  her  beautiful  mother, 
made  such  ravages  in  Eva's  home,  that  she  was, 
at  fourteen,  her  fitther's  only  remaining  treasure. 
He  kept  her  with  him ;    and  in    her   early 
developed  intellect,  her  gentle  and  affectionate 
nature,  and  her  many  endearing  dianns,  he 
seemed  to  forget  he  was  a  mourner.    Bui  Eva 
was  doomed  to    be  doubly  an  orphan;   her* 
father  died  suddenly,  and  she  was  left  desolate! 
—-desolate  indeed,  for  he  died  insolvent!    Her 
grief  was  that  deep,  silent,  lasting-  grief,  which 
does  not  wash  itself  away  with  many  tears.  She 
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had  no  near  relatives,  poor  Eva !  and  a  distant 
relation  thought  she  did  a  great  deal  for  the 
destitute  girl,  by  paying  fifty  pounds  for  her,  as 
an  apprentice  to  her  former  school-mistress.  Miss 
McPrudie.  After  a  year's  apprenticeship,  she 
sank,  as  we  have  seen,  into  'Clothes'  Teacher,' 
and  but  fcr  Luxmore,  would  perhaps  have  con- 
tinued in  her  odious  and  irksome  situation,  till 
hard  work,  dose  confinement,  impure  air,  and 
ffllent  sorrow  did  their  work,  and  sent  the 
orphan  on  earth,  to  her  Father  in  heaven.  Poor 
Eva!  her  cup  was  not  quite  iuU,  since  there 
was  yet  room  for  .that  bitter  and  overflowing 
drop— unhappy  love. 

And  unhappy  love  Eva  did  feel,  while 
Ardiur  Luxmore  was  yet  free ;  for  however 
unhappy,  it  was  not  dien  quite  hopeless ;  but 
when  it  became  so,  and  she  saw  him  another's, 
she  wotdd  not  suffer  herself  to  feel  the  wild 
deep,  passionate  interest  in,  and  enthusiastic 
gratitude  for  him,  whicli  she  had  felt.  Moral- 
ists tell  us  there  is  no  such  thing  as  Love  with- 
H  2 
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out  Hope,  and  Eva  tried  to  pennade  herself 

that  the  deep  and  melancholj  anxiety  she  felt 

for  his  happiness-— her  jealous  care  of  his  honour 

— her  watchftdness  for  his  comfort — and  her 

prayers  for  his  health  and  peace — ^were  merely 

th^  orphan's  humhle  gratitude  and  meek  regard 

I  — the  young  girl's  first  fond  friendship  for  her 

I  only  friend ;  and  moralists  must  be  right,  but 

I  yet  for  all  that  Eva's  feelings  were  much  like 

!  those  of  Hopeless  Love. 

I  But  still  there  is  a  pensire,  half-tearful  hap- 

I  piness  in  her  present  life.    Bobina,  softened  by 

I  the    langour    of   indisposition,  and    by  some 

haunting  and  natural  fears,  as  her  time  of  trial 

'  draws  near,  is  gentle  and  even  kind  to  her 

I  attentive  and  meek  companion.    Eva's  tasteful 

I  and  clever  needle  is  active  for  the  decoration  of 

I  the  expected  darling.  What  pride  to  her  to  toil 

for  Luxmore's  child !    And  all  she  does  is  so 

j  praised!    so  admired!    so  appreciated!     She, 

accustomed  only  to  censure,  reproach,  and  with 

every  new  effort,  new  exactions ! 
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Thej  arriyed  at  Luxmore  Hall  so  near  the 
time  of  Robina's  confinement^  that  they  declined 
all  visiting  except  a  mere  interchange  of  cards 
and  caUs  with  the  families  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Lady  Mc.  Grigor  had  coldly  declined  to  be 
present  at  this  important  and  interesting  eveilt ; 
and  poor  Eva  found  herself,  at  seventeen,  the 
only  intimate  friend  of  the  anxious  husband, 
and  the  young  and  suffering  wife.  The  nearest 
town  was  &r  away — ^the  nearest  house  was  some 
miles  otL  Bobina  was  inexperienced  as  a  child, 
and  Luxmore  had  never  been  a  domestjp  man, 
till  love  made  him  so.  But  Eva's  was  a  nature 
to  rise  to  meet  all  difficulties ;  and  the  young 
girl,  so  gifted  in  mind  and  so  devoted  in  heart, 
was  in  the  hour  of  trial,  of  more  real  use  and 
real  comfort,  than  a  host  of  matrons  would  have 
been. 
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CHAPTEE   XVI. 

THB  wife's    peril    AND    THE    HUBBAND's 
WATCH. 

If  Luzmore  had  lored  kis  joung  and  bean- 
tiiul  wife  in  her  honrs  of  gaiety  and  gladness, 
he  adored  her  now  in  the  season  of  sickness  and 
of  suffering.  The  languor  of  indisposition  lent 
a  softness  to  her  manners,  and  the  pallor  of  her 
cheek  seemed  to  him  to  spiritualise  her  beauty. 
Bobina,  like  all  vain  people,  liked  to  be  an  object 
of  watchful  interest  and  alarm.  She  liked  to  be 
pitied  and  (in  common  parlance)  petted;  she 
liked  to  see  her  husband    watdi   her  ereiy 
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morement^  and  Eva  tremble  if  she  sighed. 
Bobina,  too,  like  all  frivolous  women,  was  a 
coward;  she  really  dreaded  her  approaching 
trial  with  a  haunting,  sickly  terror,  that  made 
her  ding  to  those  near  her  as  if  they  could 
protect  her  from  Fate,  and  as  her  weak  mind 
was  full  of  secret  superstition,  she  dreaded  a 
sofitude,  which  to  her  was  frdl  of  evil  omens. 
When  ske  could  not  sleep,  she  would  not  lie 
awake  alone,  and  Arthur  Luxmore  was  only 
too  glad,  too  ptoud,  to  watch  beside  her;  for 
he  attributed  to  Love,  the  weakniess  that  sprang 
from  Fear.  Of  the  most  cheerful,  patient,  and 
untiling  devotion,  there  are  few  such  records 
as  Mr.  Luxmore's  life  at  this  time  could  furnish. 
The  more  he  did  for  her,  the  more  he  sacrificed 
£ir  her,  the  more  he  watched  and  tended  her, 
the  dearer  she  became  to  him ;  and  in  her  own 
artfiil  and  endearing  manner,  she  contrived  to 
exact  the  more,  the  more  he  yielded.  While 
a£Ee£ting  to  conceal  her  sufferings,  she  made  the 
most  of  them  in  every  way :    and  for  some 
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months  the  life  of  the  husband  was  that  of 
willing  slavery.  But  the  time  came  on  with 
giant  strides^  When  even  Bobina  oonld  not 
exaggerate  her  sufferings*  The  life  she  had 
led  in  London,  by  disordering  her  general 
health,  protracted  and  increased  the  angoiih 
and  bitterness  of  her  hour  of  trial ;  and  for 
three  long  days  and  three  long  nights  her 
agonies  were  unspeakable^  and  her  life  in 
danger. 

But  all  this  time,  (this  drefidful  time)  the 
bodily  tortures  of  the  wife  were  suxiMttsed  by 
the  mental  anguish  of  the  husband ;  and  poor 
£ya  hovered  between  the  room  where  Bobioa's 
moan  grew  fainter  and  fiiinter,  to  the  ante^xoom 
where  the  miserable  husband  kept  his  dreadibl 
watch ;  and  the  words  of  comfort  and  hope  her 
wm  lips  tried  to  breathe,  were*  belied  by  the 
ghastly  hue  of  her  cheeks,  and  the  care-worn 
despair  of  her  eyes. 

The  doctors  (three  of  whom  were  in  attend- 
ance) were  calm,  stem,  and  resolute.    As  » 
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general  rale  they  had  determined  that  all 
mental  agitadon  increased  bodily  danger,  they 
made  no  allowance  for  particular  cases;  and 
they  would  not  permit  the  distracted  husband, 
to  exchange  one  word  with  the  suffering  wife. 
They  answered  every  passionate  appeal  of  poor 
Luxmore's  with  a  calm  request,  that  he  would 
compose  himself,  and  abide  the  issiie;  they 
spoke  of  the  possibility  of  a  fatal  result ;  they 
argued  the  case  as  if  to  Luxmore  it  was  not  life 
or  death!  an4  when  he  was  rushing,  half 
frensied,  to  fold  Bobina  to  his  bursting  heart, 
they  urged  him  to  go  to  bed,  and  terrified  him 
into  quiet  by  assuring  him  it  would  be  their 
painful  duty  to  secure  the  ante-room  against 
him,  if  he  in  any  way  suffered  his  presence 
there,  and  his  violent  emotions,  to  be  known  to 
their  unruly  and  excitable  patient. 

The  whole  household,  engrossed  by  the  im- 
mediate peril  of  its  mistress,  seemed  to  forget 
Mr.  Luxmore's  very  existence.     Eva  alone, 
^  a  ministering  angel,  came  every  now  and 
H  5 
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then^  though  only  to  tell  him  that  Bobina  still 
livedo  and  to  make  the  most  of  every  Utde 
gleam  of  hope  she  could  glean  from  Che  garru- 
lous nuise  and  the  least  inaccessible  of  the 
medical  men. 

It  was  the  dose  of  the  third  night  of  this 
horrible  su^iense;  the  servants  who  had  been 
active  imd  anxious  at  firsts  fairly  worn  out, 
had- fallen  asleep  in  the  servants'  hall;  the 
house  was  quiets  save  when  fr<Hn  the  siek-room 
came  now  and  thenon  Luxmore's  tortured  ears 
wild  shrill  shriek^  or  a  few  heavy  moan,  heard 
even  while  the  dpctors  argued,  disputed,  and 
diseussad ;  Mr.  Luzmore  stood,  where  he  had 
stood  for  hours,  at  a  window  near  a  door  wtin^ 
opened  into  a  oorzidor  communicating  with 
Bobina's  room.  He  pli^d  his  hot  and  tbroh- 
bing  brow  against  the  cold  window-glass,  and 
he.  marked  the  dark  and  funereal  branches  of 
the  fir  trees  wave  in'  the  moonlight ;  and  widi 
an  attention  to  passing  objects,  which,  (strange 
to  say),  is  not  incompatible  in  the  senses  with 
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the  deepest  anguish  in  the  hearty  he  watched 
their  dark  undulations  on  the  moonlit  sod. 

Suddenly  it  struck  him  .how  much  like  the 
plumes  of  a  hearse  they  waved  to  and  fro.  The 
thought  linked  itself  with  Bobina — Bobina^  his 
jowng,  his  bloomings  his  idolised  Bobina — 
snatched  from  the  &ir  world  and  his  adoring 
love  I  Bobina  to  die  thus— to  die  for  him ! — to 
go  down  to  the  cold  grare^  to  feed  the  red  earth 
.  worm !  As  torturing  fimcy  conjured  up  these 
images,  hot  tears  g^hed  ferth,  and  he  fell  upon 
his  knees  and  prayed — a  prayer  so  fervent,  so 
fraught  with  fidth,  that  such  is  seldom  breathed 
on  earth — seldom  disregarded  in  Heavep !  It 
was  some  time  since  Eva  had  been  to  his  side ; 
there  was  a  more  than  usual  bustle  and  com- 
motion in  his  poor  wife's,  room— one  piercing 
and  prolonged  shriek  startled  him  to  his  feet, 
and  then  a  long  stillness  and  a  long  'silence 
ensued;  and  but  for  a  something  which  had 
ttolen  into  his  heart  as  he  breathed  his  prayer, 
he  would  hav^  deemed  all  over  ! 
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But  no  1  no !  not  so— not  so !  she  oomesy  ike 
comes  1  Eya,  with  ejres  that  smile  through  her 
tean,  and  pale  lips  which  cannot  speak  at  first, 
but  still  are  eloqaent  of  joy!  At  length  the 
words,  "  They  Uto/'  burst  on  the  husband  and 
the  fiither's  ear!  ''They  lire!"  she  cried— 
''  Sobina  and  your  child  1*' 

''Oh,  .bless  you!  Bless  them!  Bless  the 
God  of  mercy!"  murmured  poor  Luxmoie. 
His  half  inarticulate  voice  startled  Eva,  who 
was  hastemng  back  to  the  sick  room.  She 
raised  her  lamp,  and  as  she  did  so,  the  ghasdy 
pallor  of  Luxmore's  lip  and  cheek  had  scarcely 
met  her  view,  before  to  her  horror  she  saw  him 
iall  fiiinting  to  the  ground. 
.  He  might  perhaps  have  nenred  himself  &r 
Despair,  but  this  sudden  Bapture  was  too  modi 
for  him.  And  Eva  for  a  moment,  as  she  kneb 
beside  him,  and  raised  his  head  and  pillowed  it 
on  her  bosom,  beUeyed  that  to  love  him  would  be 
now  no  sin,  for  that  he  was  of  this  world  no  morel 
But  ere  long  the  hues  of  life  came  fidntly  bsck 
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to  his  van  cheeky  to  recede  again^  and  leave  it 
white  as  the  cold  moon  who  looked  with  so 
heayenlj  a  calm  on  the  passionate  child  of 
earth:  And  now  was  seen  the  delicate  devotion 
and  considerate  forethought  of  woman's  love, 
Eva  knew  that  Lnxmore  would  blush  to  have 
his  emotions  betrayed  to  cold  eyes — to  have 
sbrangers  or  menials  gaze  on  this  evidence  of 
his  love — and  so  she  did  not  shriek^  did  jiot 
call  for  assistance^  did  not  suffer  her  own  feel- 
ings to  make  her  unmindful  t>f  his.  She  laid 
him  gently  on  the  ground — she  opened  the 
window — she  went  noiselessly  in  search  of  some 
restoratives— she  called  him  back  to  life — she 
law  his  colour  return,  his  eyes  open  and  gase 
around,  and  then,  unwilling  he  should  see  in 
her,  a  spectatress  of  his  emotions,  she  glided 
unperceived  away. 
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CHAPTER  XVH. 


THB  BBQtJITAL. 


Hie  ixnmediate  peril  was  past^  but  the  pre- 
cautions of  the  medical  men  were  more  rigid 
than  ever.  They  denied  poor  Luxmore  the 
ecstasy  of  blessing  his  wife. 

"1  have  known/'  said  the  Doctor,  cahaly, 
in  reply  to  his  passionate  entreaty — ^''I  have 
known  under  similar  circumstances,  a  woman 
whom  I  had  saved  with  difficulty,  die  of  the 
mere  joy  of  seeing  her  in&nt  in  her  husband's 
arms.    We  must  not  risk  it*' 
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The  Doctor  was  a  kind  and  good  man^  but 
80  used  to  homan  sufferings  that  he  spoke  with- 
out the  slight^t  emotion^  of  an  event  so  hairrow- 
iog  and  so  touching^  that  related  of  a  mere 
stranger  it  blanched  Luzmore's  cheeky  and 
made  his  heart  stand  still. 

"  You  wiU  see.  Madam !''  sidd  the  Doctor^ 
taming  to  Eva,  "  that  Mrs.  Luzmore  is  kept 
peiieGtly  qiuet  The  nurse  has  my  directioiis. 
Every  half  hour  »  little  nourishmwt  must  be 
admiaiBtered,  if  Mrs.  Luxmore  is  awake;  and 
if*' — he  added^  with  a  professional  smile — ^'''Mr. 
Luxmore  cannot  be  kept  qidet  without  some 
little  indulgence^  we  wUl  allow  him  to  take  one 
peep  at  his  little  daughter  I" 

His  little  daughter  I  How  Luzmore's  heart 
throbbed;  he  had  been  so  entirely  engrossed 
by  his  wife,  that  he  had  not  even  asked  whether 
the  child  was  a  boy  or  a  girl ;  and  though  his 
circumstances  rendered  a  son  so  desirable,  he 
felt  no  disappointment  at  the  announcement; 
but  at  the  thought  that  he  had  a  daughter,  a 
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flood  of  delidoiu  pride  and  gratitade  rushed 
over  his  heart 

''Mr.  Warner,  Madam!"  said  the  Doctor, 
"will  pass  the  night  here.  Dr.  Bashley  and 
myself  are  waited  for  at  the  Castle.  Let  me 
again  recommend,  nay,  maiBt  on,  perfect  quiet 
and  repose  for  Mrs.  Luzmore.  Sir,  I  wish  you 
joy." 

He  bowed  low  to  Eva,  whose  admirable  con- 
duct, and  deyoted  self-control  during  this  pro- 
tracted trial,  had  impressed  eyen  the  Doctor 
with  respect,  and  filled  him  with  so  much  con- 
fidence, that  after  the  first  glance  of  surprise  at 
her  youthful  appearance,  he  quite  forgot  that 
so  sensible,  quiet,  and  useful  a  coadjutrix,  was 
only  a  young  and  timid  girl  in  her  teens. 

The  two  physicians  are  gone,  and  in  shaking 
hands  with  Mr.  Luzmore,  each  has  felt  the 
welcome  presence  of  a  naie  by  way  of  fee,  and 
in  the  unusual  munificence  of  the  reward,  has 
read  the  rapture  of  the  heart  that  bestowed  it 

And  it  was  Era's  grateful  task  to  place  the 


THE  &BQXJITAL.  liSl 

First-bom  in  the  Father's  arms.    She  would 
not  that  the  wondering  eyes  of  a  hired  nurse^ 
should  behold  his  tears  of  silent  joy  and  deep 
thankfulness.    How  firagile  a  vessel  seemed  this 
Httle  darling,  to  breast  the  waves  of  this  trouble- 
some world — how  frail  a  bark  to  be  freighted 
with  so  rich  a  cargo  of  love  and  hope.    A 
dreadful  fear  that  a  being  so  tender  and  so 
ineflbbly  delicate  could  never  live  in  .this  cold^ 
bleak,  coarse  world,  stole  into  the  Father's 
heart  as  he  gased  at  the  minute  and  perfect 
little  hands,  and  listened  to  the  little  feeble 
moan,  that  came  through  many  a-  fold  of  cam- 
bric, lace,  and  flannel 

''We  have  all  hem  ^tM,"  said  Eva,  reading 
his  thoughts,  **  and  yet  we  have  grown  strong 
to  suffer.'* 

''Take  her,  Eva,  take  her!  I  grow  faint 
irith  fear  as  I  look  upon  her."  He  touched  the 
little  warm  soft  cheek  with  trembling  lips,  and 
Eva  gladly  resigned  so  fearful  a  charge  to  the 
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large^  comfortable,  and  acciutomedl  Up,  of  a 
eanting  old  nurse. 

"She  then  persuaded  Mr.  Luxmore  to  lelire 
to  his  room ;  and  this  he  did  on  conditiim  fliit 
she,  too,  should  take  some  rest.  Bot  scarody 
had  he  laid  his  head  on  the  pillowi  idiea 
liannted  by  the  fear  that  the  Doctor's  directknis 
might  be  neglected,  and. his  Robina  become 
exhausted,  he  stole  down^^taizs  to  mquixe 
whether  the- necessary  nourishment  had  been 
administered,  and  came  in  contact  with  £▼«* 
who,  seized  with  the  same  alarm/was  bsBten- 
ing,  barefoot  and  dishevelled,  on  the  same 
errandi 

In  spite  of  three  miserable  days  and  three 
sleepness  nights,  the  husband  could  not  rest, 
and  it  was  well  he  did  not,,  for  the  weary  mine 
feQ  into  a  loud  and  snoring  sleep,  and  bat  for 
Mr.  Luxmore  and  £ya,  BoUna's  rest,  (when 
she  might  have  obtained  some,)  would  hare 
been  broken,  and  the  Doctor's  prescriptknis 
(which  proved  to  be  of  vital  importance)  neg- 
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lected.  Feaifbl,  howerer,  of  agitatizig  the 
tiaS&Kt  hj  his  pzesence,  he  conquered  his 
desire  to  see  her,  and  glided  noiselessly  about 
the  dsifcened  room.  This  watch  he  persevered 
in,  sided  by  Ete,  for  several  days  and  nights  ^ 
doling  whidi.  Bobina  was  in  danger ;  but  at 
length  she  rallied^  and  firom  a  state  of  feverish 
initahility  and  nervous  excitement,  which  no- 
thing seemed  to  allay,  she  fell,  to  the  ineffitble 
joy  of  her  bn*band  and  Eva,  into  a  long,  still, 
dtlicioaB  sleep. 

In  tUs  deUghtfol  and  all-healing  sleep,  Bo-» 
bbia  remained  four  and  twenty  hours ;  and  all 
this  time  Tr^i^MHin*  had  only  snatched  occa- 
donslly  a  brief  and  wretched  rqpose,  on  a  so& 
m  the  ante-nxmL  He  could  not  believe  she 
was  safe  mileas  he  was  near  her,  and  he  would 
not  for  worlds  have  missed  her  first  awaking, 
uid  the  nature  of  seeing  her  first  emlnrace  of 
her  child,  and  hearing  her  first  fond  inquiry 
after  himseli  How  he  had  watched  and  pined 
for  tUs  hour  1   And  now  he  knows  it  is  coming. 
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shrouded  bebind  die  cortainB,  he  has  yentared 
to  gase  at  his  darling ;  and  diere  she  ky— 40 
marble-whitel  her  rich  cliesniit  hair  all  in  beau- 
tifbl  disorder,  floating  oyer  her  pillow,  and 
descending  on  the  fine  neck  and  ahonlderB  firob 
which,  in  the  impatience  of  feyer,  she  had  rent 
the  ooyering.  He  thonght,  as  he  gased  upon 
her,  that  neyer  in  her  proudest  moments  of 
health  and  joy,  had  she  looked  half  so  bean- 
tifiil ;  and  he  waited  breathless  with  delighted 
expectation,  while-he  heard  her  sigh  and  gendj 
murmur,  and  finally  felt  sure  she  was  awaking. 
Fearful  of  alarming  or  agitating  her  by  appear- 
ing suddenly,  Luzmore  remained  concealed; 
and  when  the  nurse,  who  had  heard  her  lady 
moying,  came  forth,  he  determined  that  the 
meeting  he  had  so  looked  forward  to,  should 
not  take  place  till  she  was  gone. 

Poor  Luzmore !  his  heart  stood  still  u  he 
heard  Robina  say : — 
''  Nurse  I  where  is  Mr.  Luzmore  T' 
"  Oh,  111  be  bound,  ma'am,"  said  the  nuae, 
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''he  ain't  &r  off;  heVe  been  in  sich  a  way 
about  ye — ^in  and  out,  in  and  out^  a  watching  of 
me  as  a  cat  watches  a  monse^  poor  dear  gentle- 
man! as,  if  I  ever  neglected  any  dear  blessed 
lady^  (and  I've  nossed  a  many)-— though  the 
feUow  of  you^  ma'am,  for  patience  and  suffer- 
ings, I  never  did  nuss.  Shall  I  let  Mr.  Lux- 
more  know  you're  awake,  ma'am  T' 

'*  Oh  dear,  no,"  answered  Bobina,  pettishly. 

"  Well,  you're  right,  ma'am,"  answered  the 
Qorse,  thinking  now  she  had  her  cue — ^'  gentle- 
men is  only  in  the  way  in  a  sick  room — a  find- 
ing fiiult  and  a  making  mischief;  for  my  part  I 
can't  abide  the  sight  of  'em,  unless  ladies  likes . 
it  themselyes,  poor  dears !  which  some  does." 

''And  I  do  not;  but,  nurse !  I  want  to  see 
the  chad." 

"Well,  ma'am,  certainly,  if  you're  equal 
to  it"        • 

"Equal  to  it!"  almost  screamed  Bobina; 
"why,  what  ails  it?  Good  heavens  1  nurse, 
speak!  Is  it  deformed?  is  it  a  cripple?  Oh, 
how  I  shall  hate  it  if  it  is !" 
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Foor^  poor  Luzmore  1  he  hea^rd  no  more — 
the  yeil  has  dropped^-the  hideous  truth  stares 
him  in  the  &ce.  This^  then,  is  the  return  of 
all  his  loye  and  all  his  care !  The  nnne  went 
in  search  of  the  child,  and  Lxixmore,  cat*  to  tbe 
very  soul,  humbled,  wounded,  and  with  a  riiiiig 
in  his  throat,  that  seemed  about  to  choke  him, 
passed  out  of  fiobina's  room,  and  Aon^  die 
day  had  only  begun  to  dawn,  and  it  was  rav 
and  rainy,  he  rushed  out  of  the  house,  for  he 
felt  as  if  he  could  not  breathe^  and  as  if  the 
weight  upon  his  heart  would  crush  it. 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

THE     KEW-BORN     BEAUTY. 

Kobma,  inexperienced  and  childiBh,  was 
inexpressibly  disappointed  in  her  infant,  which, 
though  neither  a  cripple  nor  deformed,  was  a 
new-bom  infant,  and  like  all  such,  was  wizen, 
red-faced,  bald,  and  old-looking.  Bobina  had 
expected  it  pink  and  white,  with  blue  eyes  and 
carHng  hair — something  like  a  wax  doll,  and 
she  exclaimed  at  once:  ''Oh,  what  a  little 
object  I  what  a  frightM  little  thmg  T' 

*^LoT,  ma'a^i,"  said  the  nurse,   "why  it's 
the  biggest  beauty  I  ever  clapped  eyes  on ;  it's 
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asleep  now,  a  blessed  babe!  bat.it  hare  tbe 
loveliest  eyes,  when  they  be  open,  just  like 
voilets — and  as  for  a  skin,  why  do  look  here, 
ma'am." 
'*  Well,  I  do— it's  like  red  morocco,  Ntoc." 
''  Lor,  ma'am,  but  that's-acause  it  ain't  ccane 
to  its  color.  Do  look  at  it,  ma'am — it's  the 
very  picture  of  you !" 

''Thank  you.  Nurse  I  I  have  seen  quite 
enough  of  it — ^take  it  away." 

The  wounded  nurse  retired  with  her  chaijge, 
and  Mrs.  Luxmore,  seeing  Eva  by  her  side, 
began  to  inquire  for  Mr.  Luxmore. 

His  absence  at  such  a  season  was  inezplicsUe 
to  Bobina,  and  though  it  did  not  alarm  her 
Affection,  it  wounded  her  Vanity.  But  Eva 
understood  it  only  too  well;  she  knew  Mr.  Lax-  * 
more  had  been  awaiting  with  passionate  anxiety 
Bobina's  awaking ;  and  when  the  garrulous  old 
nurse  recounted  to  her  the  conversation  she  had 
just  had  with  the  young  mother,  and  her  alarm 
lest,  as  the  nurse  said,  it  should  take  after  its 
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filths  and  hp  a  cripple — ^Eva  felt  sick  at  heart, 
for  she  was  sure  that  Luxmore  had  heard  those 
words,  which  she  felt  would  be  a  kneU  to  his 
peace ;  and  when,  a  few  minutes  after,  looking 
from'her  window,  she  saw  him  hurrying  with 
dittracted  steps,  unconscious  of  the  cold  and 
rain,  in  the  morning  twilight^  she  read  in  his 
entire  indifference  to  his  personal  comfort,  the 
inefiable  anguish  of  his  mind. 

Her  thoughts  were  with  the  husband,  while 
the  wife  poured  forth  her  tale  of  bitter  disap- 
pointment in  her  baby's  beauty.  Eva  was  in 
such  matters  as  inexperienced  as  herself,  but  to 
Eva  the  infimt  seemed  lovely,  for  it  was  Lux- 
more's  child,  and  to  her  heart  there  was  an 
inexplicable  fieiscination  in  it — ^its  little  hands, 
•its  mysterious  existence,  its  low  cooing,  moan- 
ing sounds,  its  warm  and  velyet  skin,  and  its 
little  trembling  form.  She  liked  to  sit  for  hours 
by  its  cot,  and  figure  to  herself  its  future  des- 
tinies.    An  intense  love  for  a  creature  so  help- 

VOI-.  IL  I 
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less  filled  her  young,  warm  heart,  and  eyery 
silly  complaint  of  Bobina's  wounded  her  ear. 

''  I  should  not  hare  coyeted  beauty  so  modi 
for  a  hpy/'  said  Bobina;  "  but  an  ugly  womin 
is  indeed  a  pitiable  object  Think  how  morti- 
fying to  her  mother  and  herself  must  be  the 
life  of  a  fright  1" 

''Ah,  perhaps  less  so  than  the  life  of  a 
beauty,"  said  Eva, 

"  It  looks  so  old,''  said  Robina,  ''  and  it  has 
such  a  shocking  complexion."  And  the  weak 
and  silly  mother  began  to  cry. 

"Now,  Ma'am!"  said  the  Nurse,  "donfec 
take  on  so,  please  dont'ee,  there's  a  dear  blessed 
lady;  you  han't  no  knowledge  of  babies — bat 
I  han't  nussed  for  forty  years  not  to  baow  a 
beauty  when  I  sees  one ;  and  as  sure  as  my 
name's  Nuss  Posset,  that  ere  blessed  baby  'II  be 
as  big  a  beauty  as  eyer  stept." 

''It  seems  to  me  to  have  Mr.  Luxmore's 
eyes,"  whined  Bobina. 
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Eva  could  not  refrain  from  saying,  '^  It  can* 
not  haye  finer." 

Bobina  did  not  heed  her ;  bat  asking  for  a 
muuatare  toilet  apparatus,  which  Mr.  Luxmore 
had  invented  and  caused  to  be  executed,  at  a 
great  expense  for  her  comfort  and  convenience, 
(while  keeping  her  bed,)  she  proceeded  hj  the 
help  of  the  flattering  glass  to  examine  her 
charms,  and  lament  over  their  diminution ;  then 
unloosing  her  long  hair,  she  said:  ''  Do  brush  it 
for  me,  dear  Eval  Bobbin  always  hurts  me — 
she  has  not  your  gentle  hand.  Take  the  child 
away.  Nurse — I  am  sure  it  is  a  fright." 

''  Lor,  ma'am,  it'll  take  after  you,  and  be  a 
blessed  beauty." 

**  I  wish  I  could  believe  it.  Nurse ;  but  it's 

just  as  likely  it  should  take  after .     No 

matter,  take  it  away." 

And  away  it  went — ^the  nurse  assuring  it  all 

the  way  that  it  would  be  mamma's  own  girlsee, 

and  have  a  sight  of  sweethearts — and  marry  a 

Eingsee  with  a  crownsee  on  his  headsee — and 

I  2 
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be  a  Queensee — and  all  because  it  was  a  dood 
babee  and  a  blessed  beauty  I" 

**  A  blessed  beauty  !"  thought  Eva,  as  under 
the  influence  of  her  gentle  brushing,  Bobina 
feU  asleep— the  tears  of  selfish  and  ungratefol 
vanity  still  on  her  lashes,  and  the  flush  of  ex- 
citement on  her  beautiful  cheek.    *'  A  blessed 
beauty !  Can  such  a  being  exist?    Can  a  crea- 
ture bom  and  bred  a  beauty,  be   other  than 
selfish,  firivolous,  and  vain  ?    Is  it  the  good 
fairy's  gift  to  be  so  self-deroted,  so  shallow  of 
head  and  cold  of  heart,  as  to  feel  no  particle  of 
gratitude  for  a  Luxmore's  refined  and  bound- 
less love  ? — ^to  be  able  to  dread  that  her  child's 
eyes  should  resemble  those  dark,  and  passionate, 
and  intellectual  orbs,  which  have  never  met 
hers  but  with  tenderness  and  truth — and  in 
which  she  has  so  often  seen  the  light  of  genius 
and  the  tear  of   sensibility?     No,   she  is  a 
beauty;  and  her  own  eyes  of  turquoise  blue, 
lighted  by  pride  and    self-complacency,  and 
roaming  ever  in  search  of  fpraise  and  ponqueit, 
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these  she  corets  for  her  in&nt  girl — ^for  these 
she  has  heard  praised  and  admired  since  first 
flatterj  had  the  power  to  poison  her  mind. 
Dear  Kttle  one!  A  beauty  thou  vnlt  he,  I 
doubt  not;  I  fimcy  I  see  the  &tal  promise 
already.  A  blessed  beauty  thou  shalt  be^  if 
I  have  any  power  to  train  thee  to  better 
things  than  fiivolous  self-worship^  and  to  shield 
dice  from  the  countless  woes  of  ranity.  And 
oh,  if  I  am  to  be  so  blest,  as  to  be  allowed  to 
love  thee  and  tend  thee,  and  forget  in  thy 
happier  destinies  my  own  sad  fate,  I  will  try  to 
teach  thee  truth,  humility,  and  gratitude — 
teach  thee  to  value  the  real  love  of  one  good 
man,  above  the  empty  homage  of  all  the  Sons 
of  Vanity  and  Manmion ;  and  then  if  it  be  ever 
thy  happy  £BU:e  to  win  a  heart  like  hisi  thou 
wilt  not  slight  it  for  its  devotion,  Ufrture  it 
for  thy  sport,  nor  break  it  by  thy  ingratitude." 
So  musing,  Eva  rose,  stole  to  the  infant's 
cot,  and  lightly  pressed  her  lips  upon  the  little 
soft,  warm  forehead  of  the  future  beauty.    She 
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then  stole  to  the  window,  and  seeing  the  risiiig 
sun  was  drawing  aside  his  curtains  of  cziskson 
and  gold,  she  determined  to  go  in  search  of  the 
wounded  Luxmore,  for  her  heart  susgaye  her, 
when  she  remembered  how  he  had  watched  for 
Bobina's  waking — how  he  had  pined  for  her 
first  words  when  she  found  herself  a  mother. 
What  had  that  waking — ^what  had  those  words 
been ! 

She  is  gone! — ^The  devoted  and  nnsftlfinh  girl, 
throwing  a  shawl  over  her  head  and  shoulders, 
has  hurried  out  into  the  cold  morning  air,  fcr- 
getful  of  self,  and  with  a  heart  sick  at  the 
thought  of  another's  despair.  Yet  both  ia  &oe 
and  form,  young  *£ya  was  of  a  loftier,  though  a 
less  showy,  beauty  than  Bobina  herself.  Whence 
then  l}ie  difference  ?  She  too  was  bom  a  beauty 
— she  was  I  but  she  was  not  bred  a  beauty  too. 
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CHAPTEE  XIX. 

MISESY,   AND   ITS   ALLEVIATION. 

Rudely  awakened  from  a  long  dream  of 
IIUbs,  and  the  tears  of  bitter  disappointment 
and  wounded  loye][driyen  back  upon  his  hearty 
by  the  comfortless  pride  of  manhood,  and  an 
arid  and  hopeless  sense  of  utter  desolation, 
Mr.  Luzmore  wandered  through  the  grounds 
of  Luzmore  Fark,  heedless  where  he  went,  for 
all  places  were  alike  to  him  now. 

After  hurrying  along  for  some  time^  and 
trying  by  the  rapidity  of  his  bodily  motion,  to 
lose  something   of  the  sense  of  unbearable 
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mental  anguish,  he  found  he  had  ptased  im- 
heedingly  through  a  succession  of  mesdswi, 
and  was  dose  to  some  hay- ricks ;  and  he  wis 
about  to  tlirow  himself  down  on  a  pik  of  loose 
hay,  which  lay  scattered  there,  when  the  sound 
of  low  and  regular  breathing  met  his  ear,  and 
looking  behind  a  large  and  sheltering  stack,  he 
beheld  a  sleeping  and  most  picturesque  group. 

On  a  pile  of  fragrant  hay  lay  a  young,  taD, 
and  sunburnt  man,  of  singular  beauty  of  tarm 
and  &ce,  and  on  his  extended  arm  slept  one  of 
the  loTeliest  women  Mr.  Luzmore  had  eitx 
beheld,  while  at  her  white  but  ezhaosled 
breast,  a  pale,  thin,  half-dad  infimt  had  &Ilen 
asleep. 

The  man  had  taken  off  the  long  Irish  great- 
coat of  dark  blue  fiieae  (which  rerealed  bk 
country)  to  shelter  his  wife  and  child;  and  oter 
his  own  shirtless  body,  a  worn  waistcoat  Was 
buttoned.  The  poor  young  wife  had  evidently 
tried  to  force  back  upon  him  some  part  of  Ae 
old  and  thread-bare  great-coat,  and  in  so  domg 
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lud  left  part  of  her  own  neck  and  fine  waist 
uncovered.  A  reaping  hook  by  the  young 
i&an's  ode,  conyinced  Mr.  Lnzmore  that  he  was 
o'ne  of  the  many  of  the  sons  of  poor  Ireland 
who  come  over  in  harrest  time  to  reap  the  rich 
fields  of  their  wealthy  sister  England^  and  there 
was  something  in  the  attitude  of  clinging  ten- 
derness— ^their  wealth  of  love  in  the  midst  of 
4eir  evident  want  and  poyerty — ^which  touched 
Mr.  Luxmore's  generous  hearty  and  drew  hiin 
for  a  moment  from  the  recollection  of  his  own 
more  refined  and  ideal  woes^  to  contemplate 
this  picture  of  the  actual  trials  and  mifieries  of 
life. 

The  poor  young  wife  (and  such  she  evidently 
was,  for  Mr.  Luxmore  remarked  with  satisfac* 
tion  a  wedding  ring  on  her  finger)  had  that 
rich  style  of  loveliness  not  uncommon  among 
the  Irish  peasantry.  The  glowing  hues  of  her 
Da  Vinci  complexion  were  set  off  by  floating 
masses  of  black  hair ;  and  long  dark  lashes,  wet 
with  recent  tears,  rested  on  her  cheek,  while  a 
I  5 
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smile  which  seemed  to  have  contended  widi 
those  tears,  parted  the  coral  lips,  and  showed 
the  pearls  beneath.    A  red  boddice  fitted  a 
very  fine    form,  and  a  yellow  kerchief  half 
veiled  a  beautifdl  though  somewhat  smiboznt 
bust ;   her  short  full  Mexe  petticoat  left  dii- 
closed  a  good  deal  of  a  fine  leg,  in  a  blue 
stocking,  whose  many  dams  spoke  of  industriooB 
poverty ;  and  a  buckle  on  one  of  her  little  worn 
shoes,  told  of  days  Yt^en  no  foot  was  lighter  in 
the.  daace  than  hers.    An  old  straw  hat  lay 
beside  her,  and    Luxmore  remarked  widi  a 
melancholy  smile,  that  the  hand  of  love  had 
adorned  it  with  a  few  wild  flowers.    There  was 
somethii^  touching  in  the  sportive  gallantry 
which  in  the  midst  of  so  much  misery  and 
privation  could  have  a  heart  for  such  a  tzibute, 
and  Lujunore  sighed  as  he  thought  that  those 
faded  com  flowers  were  dearer  to  that  poor 
wanderer,  than  to  Bobina  were  lihe  choicest 
gifU  his  boundless  love  had  lavished. 

Half-starved  and  not  half-dad,  and  no  shelter 
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from  the  damp  chill  air  of  an  autanmal  morn- 
ing— hunger  written  in  its  most  affecting 
characters,  the  lean  face  and  form  of  their 
in&nt — ihej  still  seemed  objects  of  Envy  to 
the  wealthy  owner  of  the  grand  place,  into  one 
poor  comer  of  which  they  had  so  stealthily 
crept, 

''He  is  no  cripple!"  thought  Luxmore, 
gazmg  at  the  fine  form  of  the  man ;  ''  he  is  not 
deformed — ^he  is  young,  and  she  loves  him !  In 
hiB  miserable  pilgrimage  of  wasting  &tigue^ 
ill-requited  toil,  exhausting  hunger,  and  threat- 
ened £unine,  I,  Arthur  Luxmore — ^I  envy  the 
poor  Irish  Beaper — for  the  wife  of  his  bosom 
dings  to  him  the  closer  as  the  storms  of  life 
dose  round  her.  Love  makes  that  wretched 
nook,  that  hay^  and  that  worn  old  coat,  far 
sweeter  to  her,  than  my  couch  of  down  can  ever 
be  to  Bobina  I  That  woman  in  whose  attitude 
I  read  her  love,  she  does  not  fear  that  the 
rofiudt  at  her  poor  breast  should  resemble  its 
father;  she  may  fear  lest  that  sad  breast  should 


180  MISBBT^  AKD  ITS 

yield  it  no  support;  yet  is  her  &te  happer 
than  I  have  made  Bobina's ! 

''A  little^  a  very  little,  will  change  their 
sadness  into  joy,  a  little,  send  them  rejoicing  <» 
their  way;  but  there  is  no  balm  for  me — no 
'help,  however  great,  can  aid,  no  comfort  can 
solace,  my  unrequited,  my  rejected  heart  Tet 
pause,  there  is  a  something  left ;  the  luxury  of 
making  others  happy  almost  atones  for  being  so 
sad  oneself  r' 

He  took  a  note  of  some  amoimt  from  his 
pocket-book,  tore  a  leaf  thence,  enclosed  the 
note  with  some  silver  for  immediate  use,  and 
wrote  on  the  paper : — *'  From  a  friend,  toucM 
by  the  evidence  of  an  affection  which  want  wad 
misery  seem  onbf  to  have  increaeed.**  .  He 
placed  the  note  in  the  empty  basket  which  lay 
by  the  poor  woman's  side,  and  convinced  it 
must  be  perceived  directly  either  awoke,  he 
hurried  away,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight 

The  only  balm  Mr.  Luxmore  could  have 
found,  he  found  in  this  good  deed.    In  dwell* 
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in^  on  the  delight  and  surprise  of  those  poor 
wJUiderezB^  he  forgot  his  own  distress;  and 
£Ta^  ^vrhezi  unperceived  bj  him  she  watched  his 
return,  "was  delighted  to  see  that  his  cheek 
wore  not  the  ghastly  hue  of  utter  misery^  and 
to  find  that  he  retired  at  once  to  his  own  room^ 
and  as  she  hoped^  to  rest. 
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CHAPTER  X3L 


THB  OPEyiKG   BUD. 


The  nurse's  prophecy  proyed  true  indeed! 
In  a  few  weeks  the  bud  began  to  unfold;  in  a 
few  months  the  proud  and  delighted  Bobina 
owned  her  child  a  perfect  beauty.  All  the 
gossips  of  the  neighbourhood  crowded  round 
it ;  all  the  servants  of  the  establishment  con- 
tended who  should  talk  most  nonsense  to  it, 
and  who  should  carry  it  out  in  its  cap  and  cloak 
of  light  blue  velvet  and  swansdown.  The 
gardeners  declared  it  was  a  rose  unique;  the 
nurserymaid's  greatest  delight  was  in  trimming 
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its  rich  laoe  caps,  and  deckmg  it  in  embroidered 
robes ;  and  eyen  the  old  cook,  who  had  been 
in  the  fiunily  twenty  years,  was  often  fonnd 
paying  a  fbrtiye  visit  ta  the  nursery,  and 
aaraiiz^  the  little  crowing,  laughing  baby* that 
she  was  ^'  the  biggest  beauty  on  earth,  and  she 
must  make  a  good  market  of  her  pretty  self, 
and  be  a  Duchess  at  the  leastest." 

And  cerftiinly  a  lovelier  and  fidrer  creature 
never  charmed  a  mother's  eyes,  or  gladdened  a 
fiuher's  heart.  Akeady  no  flower  could  surpass 
the  texture  and  the  tints  of  its  incomparable 
complexion;  already  the  soft  dark  lashes 
surroimded  the  large  sloping  eyes  of  a  most 
cerulean  blue ;  the  dimpled  mouth  was  fitultless 
in  its  rosy  arch,  and  the  little  form  gave  every 
promise  of  perfection.  Bobina's  thoughts  were 
much  engrossed  by  the  probable  colour  of  its 
hair,  (at  present  its  checelure  consisted  of  a  few 
soft  rings  that  seemed  stolen  firom  the  silk 
worm,)  and  by  a  question  whether  blue,  pink, 
or  white  became  it  best.    When  she  did  inith- 
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draw  her  mind  from  these  unportant  discuBnons, 
it  was  to  plan  its  fiitare  ball-dresses  and 
anticipate  its  future  conquests ;  but  from  tUi 
subject  she  hastily  withdrew  her  thoughts,  'when 
she 'remembered  that  before  her  daughtei^s 
beauty  could  reach  its  bloom,  her  own  must 
have  begun  to  &de. 

Of  this  melancholy  fact  there  was,  howeTsr, 
as  yet  no  evidence.  Sobina  arose  from  her 
confinement  lovelier  than  ever;  when  she 
nursed  her  child,  Mr.  Luzmore  thought  ^ 
the  beauty  of  the  in&nt  added  even  to  the 
young  mother's  charms ;  but  though  his  melan- 
choly gaze  often  dwelt  upon  her  with  raptoiei 
no  words  of  love  or  admiration  ever  now  eacxpeA 
his  lips.  He  believed  that  such  were  distaste- 
ful, and  he  forced  himself  to  silence. 

He  seldom  now  appeared  in  the  apartments 
where  Bobina  and  her  child  principally  dwelt— 
he  who  before  his  infimt's  birth  scarcely  e?er 
left  them;  and  to  Eva  there  was  something 
unspeakably  affecting  in  this  silent  and  Tolun- 
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tary  relinqtiishment  of  what  liad  been  the  great 
delight  and  solace  of  his  life. 

Bobina  noticed  the  change  with  a  feeling  of 
wonnded  yanity^  and  a  jealousy  which  often 
exists  in  hearts  where  love  never  dwelt.  She 
looked  in  the  glassy — she  saw  herself  fearer^ 
brighter  than  ever — she  took  her  infSBmt  in  her 
arms  and  gazed  on  the  picture  she  presented 
thus^  and  she  decided  she  had  never  appeared 
so  irresiBtible.  Tet  Luzmore  told  her  so  no 
more;  he  no  longer  took  a  deep  and  lively 
interest  even  in  every  ribbon  she  chose^  every 
cap  she  trimmed^  every  new  dress  she  selected ; 
he  no  longer  hovered  ever  near  her  with 
offidonB  tenderness^  supported  her  when  she 
walked^  sate  by  her  when  she  drove  out^ 
watched  by  her  when  she  slept. .  What  could 
this  change  mean  ?  It  was  attended  with  no 
resentment,  no  coldness,  no  hauteur,  no  iU- 
htmiouT ;  it  did  not  seem  as  if  he  were  offended. 
Could  he  have  Ceased  to  admire  her  beauty, 
and  love  her  person  ?    Could  devotion  so  entire 
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be  Bhortrlived?  Could  he  be  so  inconstaBt? 
Could  any  other  have  power  to  chaim  khii? 
Bobina  was  perplexed.  How  much  jealousy  is 
consistent  with  very  little  love !  Bobina  had 
grown  accuijtomed  to  the  entire  and  delicate 
devotion  of  one  so  -  intellectual  and  so  impas- 
sioned, and  she  missed  it  She  tried  to  recal  it, 
and  never  when  consecrating  to  her  his  eyery 
hour  and  every  thought,  had  he  been  the  object 
of  a  thousandth  part  of  the  interest  he  was  noW| 
that  he  spent  his  mornings  away  from  her,  his 
evenings,  in  company,  took  no  apparent  intoest 
in  what  she  wore,  made  no  comment  on  her 
appearance,  and  paid  her  no  more  attention  in 
public  than  every  gentieman  pays  the  woman 
he  has  married.  In  private  he  talked  on 
indifferent  topics,  and  never  spoke  to  her  of 
her  loveliness  or  his  love. 

To  her  surprise  ^d  mortification,  too,  he 
seldom  made  any  comment,  on  the  exquisite 
beauty  of  his  little  Angelina,  (such  was  the 
name  the  mother  wished  the  little  child  to  beVi 
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and  such  it  had  received  at  the  font.)  Cold  as 
was  her  own  hearty  her  baby's  beauty  could 
warm  it  into  rapture ;  but  Luxmore  would 
silently  loss  its  exquisite  cheeky  and  while  he 
wotdd  dilate  upon  eyerything  connected  with 
its  health,  he  would  .make  'no  comment  on  its 
beauty.  Bobina  did  not  know  that  when  she 
was  out  (and  he  quietly  promoted  her  driving 
out  daily,  and  visiting  in  the  neighbourhood  a 
good  deal,  accompanied  only  by  Eva),  his 
fiivorite  post  was  by  his  baby's  cot,  his  chief 
delight  to  feast  his  eyes  on  its  enchanting  and 
in&ntine  loveliness,  and  that  he  often  asked 
Umtelf,  as  it  smiled  in  his  &ce  &nd  crowed  in 
his  anns,  whether  the  time  would  ever  come 
when  it  would  discover  he  was  a  cripple,  and 
the  beautiful  daughter  would  shrink  from  the 
lore  of  the  Deformed  Father. 
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THS  CHANGS. 


Bobina  now  mixed  again  a  good  deal  in  the 
aiistocntic  society  of  Windsor  and  its  neigh- 
bourhood. She  was  admired^  courted^  followed^ 
and  pronounced  the  BeUe  par  excellence,  wher- 
era:  she  appeared.  Her  own  beauty^  and  that 
of  her  little  Angelina,  were  the  uniyersal 
theme ;  and  of  praise  and  flatteiy  no  Beauty 
eyer  boasted  a  more  ample  share.  Bat  all  this 
did  not  content  her;  one  only  seemed  indif- 
ferent to  her  uncommon  loTeliness^  and  that, 
one,  who  had  been  its  most  passionate  wor- 
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shipper.  A  frank  and  straightforward  woman 
would  have  sought  an  explanation,  would  have 
endeavoured  to  ascertain  from  her  husband  the 
cause  of  such  a  mortifying  change ;  but  Bobina 
could  not  act  openlj — she  was  a  dissembler  by 
nature,  a  manoeuverer  by  instinct — and  so  she 
watched,  and  waited,  and  planned,  and  sus* 
pected,  and  grew  £ur  more  anxious  to  recoyer 
her  husband's  admiration  and  devotion,  than 
she  had  ever  been  to  win  that  of  any  other 
man. 

But  he  continued  cabn,  courteous,  and  self- 
possessed.  He  spent  much  of  his  time  from 
home;  and  when  he  was  at  home,  Bobina 
observed  with  jealous  eyes,  that  he  seemed 
rather  to  court  a  walk  or  a  tite-<p-tite  with  Eva 
than  with  herself.  She  marked,  too,  that  his 
pale  thin  cheek  grew  paler  and  thinner,  and 
was  not  unfrequently  tinged  with  the  flush  of 
inward  fever ;  his  hand,  when  in  common  form, 
not  in  ardent  love,  he  touched  her  own,  was 
either  parched  and  hot,  or  chill  and  clammy;  he 
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seemed  to  suffer  much  inward  pain^  and  two  or 
three  times  Bobina  thought  she  detected  ghoices 
of  secret  understanding  between  Eva  and 
himself. 

The  vainest  people  -are  always  the  most 
jealous,  and  the  most  artful  are  always  the  most 
suspicious.  Bobina — ^the  unloving  wife— the 
vain  coquette — ^was  in  a  secret  fever  of  mortified 
vanity,  jealousy,  and  wrath.  The  suspicion 
once  formed,  everything  tended  to  confirm  it 
And  the  idea  that  her  husband  was  in  love  with 
another,  instead  of  lowering,  raised  him  in  her 
opinion ;  while  the  suspicion  that  the  yonng 
and  beautiful  Eva  was  secretly  and  ardently 
attached  to  him,  made  him  seem  to  Bobina's 
weak  and  imitative  mind,  an  admirable  and  eren 
a  loveable  man.  The  cold  coquette  seemed  in  a 
fiur  way  of  being  in  love  with  her  own  husband. 

But  while  the  jealousy  she  felt  towards  Arthur 
Luzmore  had  something  of  tenderness  in  its 
nature,  her  feelings  towards  Eva  Morris  were 
made  up  of  envy,  revenge,  and  fiist-increasing 
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hatred.  She  determined  to  be  rid  of  one, 
openly  bo  much  esteemed  by  her  husband,  and 
is  she  feared  the  object  of  a  much  deeper  feeling 
in  secret — one  too  whom  her  beautiful  little 
Angelina,  (already  arrived  at  the  witching  age 
for  showing  its  Uttle  preferences,)  seemed  to 
love  better  than  herself— one  who  often  shared 
"with  her  the  admiration  of  the  Many,  and 
secured  the  approbation  of  the  Few.  Bobina 
determined  to  watch  her  opportimity.  For 
worlds  she  would  not  have  been  suspected  of 
jealousy;  and  in  order  to  luU  Eva  into  security, 
she  appeared  more  fond  and  confiding  than 
usuaL  She  even  won  by  her  gentle  and 
affectionate  manner  so  much  on  Eya's  confi- 
dence, that  she  ascertained  from  Eva  herself 
that  she  was  anxious  and  unhappy,  and  half 
lured  her  into  an  admission  that  Mr.  Luzmore 
was  in  some  way  or  other  the  cause  of  her  fears 
and  sorrows. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Bobina  remarked, 
that   long  and  secret  conferences  frequently 
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took  place  between  Mr.  Luxmore  and  Eva,  and 
that  often  after  one  of  them  Eva's  cheek  wv 
paler  than  its  wont^  and  her  eyes  red  with 
weeping.  Often  Bobina  watched  them  walking 
together  in  earnest  conference  among  the  trees, 
and  once  her  jealous  eyes  perceived  Era 
clasping  her  hands  in  an  attitude  of  entreaty, 
and  Luxmore  (suddenly  pausing)  take  those 
hands  affectionately  within  his  own. 

But  Bobina  has  as  yet  seen  only  what 
convinces  herself;  her  own  suspicious  and 
jealous  heart  is  easily  convinced;  but  she  miut 
know  more — she  must  know  enough  to  be  able 
to  demand  Eva's  dismissal,  not  as  a  concessioa 
to  the  weakness  of  a  jealous  wife,  but  as  a 
punishment  to  an  intriguing  and  dangerous 
woman,  and  a  justice  due  to  virtue  and  pro- 
priety. Not  that  even  Bobina  suspected  that 
Luxmore  was  a  villain,  or  that  Eva  had  Men ; 
but  she  did  believe  that  he  had  awakened  in 
Eva  a  passionate  tenderness  it  was  a  guilt  to 
feel  for  a  married  man,  and  had  transferred  to 
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her  die  delicate  devotion  he  once  felt  for  his 
wife.  At  this  time  Bobina  was  to  be  pitied ; 
and  no  one  conld  blame  her  £>r  determining  to 
rid  herself  of  a  dangerous  rival,  in  that  her 
greatest,  though  till  then  imappreciated  blessing, 
her  husband's  love. 

And  was  it  so  ?  Have  they  been  tried  and 
found  wanting?  Has  the  evil  spirit  indeed 
lured  into  a  blamable  if  not  a  guilty  intimacy, 
a  creature  so  spotless  as  Eva,  and  one  so  high- 
minded,  so  virtuous,  as  Luxmore?  Have 
wounded  love  and  mortified  pride  on  the  one 
side,  and  pity  and  passion  on  the  other,  driven 
dieir  sotds  into  the  snares — ^and  do  they  totter 
on  the  brink  of  that  abyss,  which  yawns  for  all 
who  meet  with  an  acknowledgment  of  a  love 
it  were  sin  and  shame  to  indulge — and  yet 
continue  to  meet  ?  Alas !  for  human  nature,  if 
creatures  so  formed  for  virtue  and  for  light,  lurk 
in  secret  places — ^if  Eva  thrusts  the  secret  billet 
into  her  throbbing  bosom,  and  crimsons  as  she 
meets  Bobina's  inquiring  gaze-^if  she  is  con- 
VOL.  n.  K 
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Bcioufi  of  a  secret  the  wife  mtwt  not  know- 
shall  we  blame  Bobina's  watch^  and  in  what 
▼irtne  shall  we  put  our  trust? 

And  Bobina's  watch  was  a  secret^  a  silent, 
and  a  certain  one ;  and  such  a  watch  of  such  a 
woman,  nothing  shall  escape.  It  was  not  long 
before  chance  befriended  the  anxious  wife. 
Chance  is  prone  to  befriend  all  who  persevere 
in  any  undertaking ;  and  one  day  that  Bobina 
was  roaming  alone  in  the  now  leafless  woods, 
she  traced  Eya's  small  and  delicate  foot-prints  in 
the  slight  coating  of  snow  on  the  ground,  and 
following  their  track,  she  came  to  a  rustic 
bench^  where  she  perceived  Era's  reticule  had 
been  dropped. 

Bobina  caught  it  up,  and  never  very  scru- 
pulous, was  under  the  iofluence  of  jealousy  and 
suspicion  less  so  than  her  wont.  She  emptied 
the  contents  into  her  lap ;  she  looked  round-— 
there  was  no  one  near — ^the  color  rose  to  her 
temples,  and  receding  left  her  ghastly  psic; 
her  hands  trembled  so  that  she  could  scarce^ 
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(dutch  three  letters^  all  addreflsed  to  Era^  and 
in  Mi.  Lnxmore's  hand.  With  eyes  distended 
and  with  lipa  apart,  Bobina  read : — 

Abingdon  Hotels  midnight. 
Do  not  expect  me  home  to*morrow 
night.  I  depend  on  yoU,  dear  Eva,  to  qniet  all 
suspicion  in  Bobina's  mind;  and  if  you  cannot 
do  that,  do  your  best  to  divert  it.  Oh  Eva, 
shall  I  ever  seem  less  unworthy  of  the 
loTe  I  coyety  less  distorted,  less  deformed? 
Shall  I  not  always  be  the  poor,  unloved,  de- 
formed one  ?  How  full  of  hope  and  joy  your 
letter  makes  me !  how  my  heart  bounds — this 
heart  so  late  the  home  of  such  despair ;  and  I 
owe  it  all  to  you.  Be  secret  as  hitherto.  If 
Bobina  goes  on  a  visit  with  her  child  to  Lady 
Moreton's,  I  will  drive  you  over  here,  and  you 
shall  superintend  all  arrangements ;  but  beware 
of  Bobina's  suq;>ecting  aught. 

A.L. 

The  next  ran  thus : — 
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I  fear  I  cannot  bear  what  I  haTC  in- 
flicted on  myself  Eva^  my  health  is  ^^ing 
way^  the  hopes  you  hold  out  to  me  are  len 
sanguine ;  I  had  dreamed  I  might  yet  be  loved, 
yet  cease  to  look  a  distorted  object  and  a 
wretched  cripple  in  those  eyes  that  bsTe 
maddened  me.  Will  it  ever  be?  Oh,  Ets, 
pity  the  unhappy 

A.  L. 

These  incoherent  and  mysterious  letters 
awoke  the  most  dreadful  suspicions  in  Bobina's 
mind ;  the  third  was  more  explicit,  and  con- 
firmed her  worst  fears. 

On  Wednesday  night,  at  10  o'clock, 
everjrthing  will  be  ready,  and  as  Bobina  will  be 
at  Colonel  Ogle's  ball,  you  can  come  to  me  fear- 
lessly in  my  own  sitdng-room.  Do  not  an- 
nounce till  the  last  moment  that  you  do  not 
mean  to  accompany  Mrs.  Luxmore.  You  can 
plead  an  indisposition,  which  I  know  will  not 
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be  assumed,  for  head  and  heart  will  ache  I 
know^  though  on  the  verge  perhaps  of  the  reali- 
sation of  a  hope  almost  as  dear  to  your  fidthful, 
pitying  heart  as  to  mine.  The  enclosed  sum 
willy  I  trusty  satisfy  Mr.  P.^  Mrs.  B.,  and  the 
necessary  attendants.  I  trust  to  you  to  bestow 
it  Come  noiselessly,  not  to  awake  suspicion. 
Oh,  Eva  1  what  have  I  not  endured,  and  per- 
haps all  in  vain ;  but  oh,  this  deep,  this  bound- 
less love !  what  has  it  not  led  me  to  attempt ! 

A.  L. 

A  fifiy-pound  note  was  enclosed  in  this  last 
letter.  The  horror-struck,  gasping  Bobina  had 
no  doubt  that  Mr.  Luzmore  and  the  wretched 
Eya  intended  to  elope  together — that  the  fifty- 
pound  note  was  to  remunerate  the  guilty 
abettors  of  this  vile  intrigue,  and  that  her 
departure  for  Colonel  Ogle's  ball  was  to  be  the 
signal  for  the  carrying  into  execution  this  base, 
this  guilty,  and  heartless  plot 

Bobina  determined  to  conceal  her  emotions 
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of  horror^  jeaioiuj,  and  dismay,  till  die  moment 
when  her  fake  hnaband  and  gniltjr  trnl  thought 
miserable  triumph  secure ;  and  then  would  she 
appear,  with  her  in&nt  in  her  arms,  and  tax 
him  with  his  fidsehood,  and  drive  tihe  wretched 
Eva  from  the  home  she  had  mined.  And— bat 
her  plans  of  revenge  were  boundless  as  her 
wrath ;  and  in  order  to  conceal  her  emotioBs, 
Bobina  rose  to  hide  herself  in  her  room,  leaiiiig 
the  reticule  where  she  had  fixind  it,  and  efto- 
ing  as  much  as  she  could  her  foot  prints  in  the 
snow. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


THX  TOILBt. 


The  importatLt  day  came^  to  the  eyening  of 
which  Bobina  had  looked  forward  with  feelings 
she  could  scarcely  analyse.  Bevenge  and 
hatred  (mingled  with  contempt)  for  Eva — and 
jeaiouBj,  wrath,  and  something  of  tenderness 
and  ihB  late  remorse  of  lore  for  Lnxmore — ^for 
now  that  she  feared  she  had  lost,  dbe  began 
to  value  him,  and  to  suspect  that  a  little  more 
real  affecdon  in  the  penniless  orphan  he  had 
married  for  love,  would  have  been  only  his  due, 
snd  have  made  him  hers  for  ever.    She  acted 


900  THB  TOILET. 

oTer  and  over  again  to  herself  the  drama  in 
which  she  was  to  play  the  part  of  the  injuied 
wife — Liuonore  that  of  the  fiJse  and  fidthlesB 
husband — Eva  that  of  the  mean^  ungratefbly 
and  treacherous  rival.    She  planned  how  she 
should  appear  before  them  just  as  Eva  had 
stolen  to  her  base  and  secret  meeting  with  the 
husband  of  her  early  friend  and  benefitftress. 
How  before  the  vile  abettors  of  their  croel 
deceit  and  probable  elopement^  Mr.  P.  and 
Mrs.  B.,  and  the  menial  wretches  included  m 
the  letters^  she  would  appear  in  her  beauty  and 
her  ball-dress,  her  Angelina  in  her  arms;  how 
eloquently    she  would    iegmie    and  dismiM 
Eva,  the  seducer ;  how  touchingly  she  woidd 
accuse,  reproach,    and    perhaps   fixgive,  the 
humbled    and   penitent    Luxmore.      How — 
when  he  saw  the  mother  of  his  child  in  all  the 
dignity  of  injured  innocence,  diamcrnds,  and 
white  satin — ^how  would  the  pale  and  guiltjr 
Eva  cower  and  grovel  before  her ;  and  as  Lux- 
more  compared  the  spotless  and  majestic  beauty 
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of  his  wife,  with  the  pale  and  trembling  mean- 
ness of  her  riyal  (for  detected  guilt  must  look 
most  mean),  how  complete- would  be  her  tri- 
umph— ^how  entire  would  be  Eva's  disgrace — 
how  utter  her  ruin  and  her  fall  I 

In  order  to  make  her  yery  triumph  seem  the 
more  complete,  and  her  betrayer's  conduct 
appear  more  ungrateful  and  inhuman,  Robina, 
in  the  interval  between  the  finding  of  the 
letters,  and  the  guilty  assignation,  was  more 
than  usually  affectionate  to  Eva  and  devoted  to 
Luxmore.  But  both  seemed  engrossed  by  their 
guilty  secret,  and  more  than  once  she  detected 
glances  of  mutual  understanding  between 
them;  nay,  once  when  having  left  the  room 
she  lingered  a  moment  at  the  door,  she  heard 
Luxmore  say  in  a  voice  of  triumph,  ''She 
suspects  nothing,  Eva — oh,  that  this  night 
were  come !" 

"  And  past  !'*  murmured  Eva ;  and  she  burst 
into  tears. 

How  interminable  seemed  this  day  of  sus- 
k5 
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pense  to  all  I  How  even  Bobina  trembled  as 
the  eventful  evening  drew  near.  Ab  for  Mr. 
Luzmore^  before  Bobina  went  to  her  toilet  he 
had  retired  to  bed.  As  he  left  the  drawing- 
room,  where  Eva,  with  eyes  whidi  betra3red 
the  recent  tears,  and  lips  and  cheeks  ghastly 
pale,  was  presiding  as  usual  at  the  tea  and 
coffee  table,  and  Bolnna  was  arranging  her 
bouquet  as  if  for  the  balL 

When  she  saw  Mr.  Luxmore  rise^  and  ^en 
he  whose  parting  with  her  for  an  hour  was 
wont  to  be  the  signal  of  some  word  of  ineflbble 
tenderness  and  some  passionate  caress,  just 
touched  her  fingers  with  a  hand  burning  widi 
inward  fever,  Bobina  felt,  little  as  his  treachery 
and  inconstancy  seemed  to  merit  it,  a  wish  to 
embrace  him  for  the  last  time  that  lie  could 
even  seem  to  merit  her  affection;  and  running 
playfully  after  him,  she  laid  her  hand  on  his 
arm,  and  said  :-* 

''  What  I  not  one  parting  kiss,  dear  Arthur f^ 
Arthur  started,    and  fixing  his  large  and 
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melancholj  eyes  upon  her  beautiful  and  up- 
turned face^  he  gazed  at  her  for  a  few  moments^ 
and  gently  parted  and  put  bapk  with  his  fevered 
hand  the  golden  curls  that  hung  round  her 
brow;  he  bent  his  lips  towards  her,  as  if  about 
to  kiss  that  white  and  polished  forehead/  but 
suddenly  he  checked  himself. 

''Not  yet^  not  yet^  Bobina!  You  cannot 
covet  the  kiss  of  the  Cripple,  the  Deformed,  the 
Unloved.    Poor  Bobina,  &rewelL'* 

As  he  spoke,  he  gently  placed  her  on  a  60&, 
and  left  the  room.  Bobina,  mortified  and  yet 
touched,  looked  towards  Eva,  and  perceived, 
though  her  back  was  tcdned,  that  she  was 
weeping. 

''Some  jealous  glance  of  hers,"  thought 
Bobina,  "checked  his  first  impulse,  but  her 
hour  is  ahnost  come,  and  my  revenge  will  be 
complete  as  her  disgrace  and  down&l.  So 
musing,  Bobina  took  her  candle,  and  repaired 
to  her  toilet. 

With  a  beating  heart,  Bobina  arrayed  her- 
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self  as  if  for  Gk>lonel  Ogle's   ball;   and  lo 
engrossed  were  her  thoughts  by  her  anticipated 
discovery  and  revenge,  that  the  enthiuuBtk 
flatteries  of  her  maid  fell  on  an  inattentive  etr. 
It  was  the  first  time  of  her  wearing  the  Lox- 
more  diamonds,  which  had  been  re-set  for  her; 
a  white   satin  dress,  trimmed  with  beaatifbl 
lace  and  white  roses,  had  been  sent  down  from 
the  first  nuUiner  in  London  for  this  baU.    It 
was  expected  to  be  the  best  ball  that  had  been 
given  in  tiie  neighbourhood  for  many  yean, 
and  Mrs.  Luxmore  had  expected  to  be  the 
undisputed  b^  of  the  evening.    Her  maid, 
who  knew  that  such  had  been  her  wish,  had 
done  her  best.    No    Parisian  coiffewr  could 
have  displayed  to  greater  advantage  the  chesnut 
tresses,  and  the  diamond  tiara.    like  a  painter 
before  the  picture  he  has  just  completed,  die 
maid  stood  entranced,  adding  a  touch  here  and 
there;  and  then 

•*lmgendrtill. 
Deeming  those  chums  the  lyflhi^ng  of  her  akQ], 
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T^nimiig  the  silTerjr  satin'B  gnoeM  flow, 
And  dasping  pearli  lost  on  that  bosom's  snow." 

And  she  was  right  when  she  assured  her  absent 
and  unconscious  lady  that  she  had  nerer  looked 
80  beautifiiL  The  Abigail  knew  not  the  why, 
but  so  it  was;  but  it  was  not  the  robe,  the 
roses,  and  the  gems  that  gaye  a  charm  to  Bobina 
unseen  before ;  it  was  the  absence  of  the  yain 
coquettish  wish  to  shine — ^the  absence  of  the 
offensiye  consciousness  of  beauty;  it  was  the 
concentratiott  of  thought,  of  purpose,  and  of 
feeling,  that  had  displaced  the  self-complacent, 
unmeaning  stare.  An  expressire  and  delicate 
paleness  had  supplanted  the  flush  of  vanity, 
and  the  provoking  expectation  of  homage 
and  conquest  no  longer  offended  the  eye  of 
taste. 

Her  maid  was  astonished  when  her  lady, 
without  one  parting  gaze  into  the  mirror,  one 
pettish  rebuke,  or  one  self-extoUing  remark, 
passed  in  her  unheeded  splendor  to  the  nursery, 
and  gased  long  and  fondly  at  the  little  Ange- 
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lina,  as  she  lay  like  an  isfint  Psyche  adeep 
under  the  soft  draperies  of  white  muslin  and 
rose-colored  silk;  the  exquisite  litde  hands 
were  extended,  and  a  soft  flush  like  the  centre 
of  a  shell  beautified  the  little  round  cheek 
which  rested  so  happily  on  the  miniature 
pillow;  the  soft  dark  lashes  made  the  white 
lids  seem  whiter  stQl,  and  in&ncy  asleep,  ne?er 
presented  (fascinating  as  it  always  is)  so  had- 
nating  a  picture. 

''How  beautiful  she  will  be!"  murmured 
the  mother;  ''but  what  beauty  can  rivet  a 
man's  affections  ?  Already  I  feel  that  the  life 
of  a  Beauty,  is  not  all  triumph ;  and  if  I  find 
it  thus  already,  what  will  it  be  when  beautj 
wanes?  Why  did  I  so  pray  for  beauty  as  such 
a  boon  for  my  child  V* 

Already,  with  a  little  less  confidence  in  self, 
came  a  little  more  anxiety  &r  another.  As  self- 
love  decreases,  better  affections  take  its  place. 
Eobina  might  not  haye  been  a  yain  and  heart- 
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less  ^otist^  had  she  never  by  flattery  and  folly 
been  taught  to  think  solely  of  herself.  She 
might  have  been  a  fond  wife  and  a  good 
mother^  had  she  not  been  bred  a  beauty. 
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CHAPTER  XXm. 


THE  DENOUEMENT. 


It  was  a  few  minutes  before  ten  that  Robins 
having,  to  the  amazement  of  her  coachman  and 
footman,  returned  by  the  back-waj  to  her  own 
house,  stole  noiselessly  up-stairs^  startled  the 
nursery-maid  out  of  her  first  sleep^  took  her 
infiEUit  in  her  arms,  and  proceeded,  with  a 
beating  heart  and  a  pale  cheeky  to  Mr.  Lux- 
more's  study — ^the  place  of  rendezrous. 

Her  suspicions  had  been  quite  confirmed  bj 
discovering,  as  she  drove  home^  a  post-chaise 
evidently  waiting  for  some  one  at  a  little  dis- 
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tanoe  «firom  the  housej  and  Bobina  had  little 
doubt  she  shotdd  come  upon  Eva  and  her  hus- 
band just  as  they  were  about  to  elope  together. 

Mr.  Luxmore's  bed-room,  dressing-room,  and 
study  were  all  en  suite,  and  Mrs.  Luzmore 
stood  for  some  little  time  at  the  door  of  the 
study  before  she  could  summon  courage  to  go 
in. 

The  door  was  closed,  and  at  first  Bobina 
could  only  hear  Era  speaking  in  earnest  tones 
to  some  one  whose  voice  she  recognised  as  a 
woman's.  But  presently  she  distinctly  heard 
Mr.  Luxmore  cry  from  the  inner  room,  "  Eva, 
dear  Eya,  come  to  me  I" 

At  these  words  Mrs.  Luxmore  threw  open 
the  door.  Eva,  pale  as  death,  in  tears  and  with 
clasped  bands,  had  just  risen  to  obey  the 
sonunons.  She  started,  and  turned  crimson,  at 
the  unexpected  appearance  of  Mrs.  Luxmore 
and  her  sleeping  m&Dt  in  her  arms.  She 
hastened  towards  her,  and  extended  her  arms 
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as  if  to  interpose  between  the  wife  and  die 
husband's  dressing-room. 

Bobina's  quick  eye  noted  on  the  taUe,  a 
bonnet  and  shawl,  which  she  knew  did  not 
belong  to  Eya.  She  heard  too  a  female  Tcnoe 
in  the  inner  roouL  liyid  and  half-choked  iridi 
jealous  passion,  she  pushed  Eya  violently  aside, 
and  saying  with  a  contempt  so  real,  that  even 
in  her  it  had  something  sublime,  pointing  to  die 
bonnet  and  shawl  on  the  table: — *'  Eya,  I  haTe 
long  despised  and  hated  you,fi>r  I  beUeyed  you 
to  be  a  rival,  and  even  in  my  scorn  of  your 
treadiery  and  ingratitude,  I  felt  some  pity  fixr 
those  errors  which  I  traced  to  unhappy  and 
lawless  love  for  another's  husband;  but  now 
you  have  sunk  beneath  my  hate,  cohtempt,  ud 
pity,  for  I  see  in  you  only  a  vile  pander  to 
another's  vices,  and  I  should  do  well  to  order 
my  menials  to  thrust  you  ferth  from  the  boose 
you  have  degraded  by  your  presence  1" 

Eva  seemed  stunned  at  these  words,  and 
made  no  reply ;  and  Bobina,  flinging  open  the 
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dreadng-Toom  door,  stood  with  her  mfant  in 
her  arms^  transfixed  with  horror  and  amazement 
at  the  scene  before  her. 

On  a  sort  of  reclining  boards  fitted  up  with 
many  screws,  bolts,  gyves,  and  other  machinery, 
lay  the  frail  form  of  Mr.  Luxmore.  A  tall 
powerM  man,  with  his  short  sleeyes  tacked  up 
above  hii  elbows,  and  with  a  countenance  ex- 
pressiTe  at  once  of  cunning  and  cruelty,  was 
taming  a  kind  of  instrument  in  which  poor 
Luzmore's  crippled  limb  was  fixed,  and  en* 
deavouring,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Luxmore's  groans 
and  livid  hue,  to  draw  it  to  the  same  length  as 
its  IsUow  Umb.  At  the  same  time  an  attendant 
was  rubbing  the  joints  with  hot  oil  to  make 
them  supple,  and  endeavouring  to  force  one  (to 
the  luxation  of  which  his  lameness  was  chiefly 
owing)  back  into  the  socket,  which  it  had  left  at 
his  birth.  Another  attendant  demon  was  screw- 
ing a  species  of  iron  band,  to  confine  the 
shoulder,  which  was  somewhat  out  of  place; 
and  a  woman  of  about  fifty,  with  something  of 
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the  appearance  of  a  better  order  of  nnrse^  wm 
Buppordng  Luzmore's  kead^  bathing  his  farows 
with  vinegar^  and  holding  salts  to  his  noatiili. 

Just  as  Bobina  made  hor  appearance  at  the 
door,  the  horrid  superintendent  had  succeeded 
in  forcmg  the  limb  down  into  a  certain  ring. 
Wiping  his  knobby  forehead,  he  was  exdaim- 
ing:  ''Hard  work.  Sir — hard  work  for  aD 
parties !  bat  it'll  do — we  shall  make  a  man  of 
70U  yet.  Sir — ^well  shew  'em  something  of  1 
figure  yet !  Holloa,  Mrs.  Quickly — a  spoonfol 
of  brandy." 

Mr.  Luzmore  had  fointed. 

A  suspicion  of  the  truth  dawned  acrosB 
Bobina's  mind;  she  grew  dissy,  foint,  and 
sick.  Luckily  Era  had  followed^  and  snatched 
the  little  Angelina  firom  her  arms.  Mrs.  Luz- 
more fell  in  a  swoon  on  the  floor;  when  she 
recoTcred  she  found  herself  in  the  study— Bts, 
and  the  quack  Doctor,  (for  such  he  was)  beside 
her. 

"What  does  it  all  meanT  asked  Bdiina, 
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hysteric  tears  and  sobs  coining  to  her  relief: 
"  they  are  killing  him." 

''  No,  noj  Ma'am/'  replied  the  vulgar,  for- 
ward quack  —  ''we're  making  him  killing. 
Your  humble  servant.  Ma'am!  allow  me  to 
introduce  myself— Dr.  Ghrinlay,  not  altogether 
unknown  to  fame.  Why,  you've  surprised  us. 
Ma'am;  this  little  affair  was  meant  as  a  sur- 
prise to  you.  Ma'am.  Fancy  meeting  Mr. 
Luzmore  some  fine  day,  as  straight  as  a  dart, 
and  with  two  legs  of  one  length !  oblige  me  by 
taking  a  look  at  this.  Ma'am." 

He  handed  a  card,  and  sick  at  heart,  Robina 
read. 

''Thb  Deformed  Transfoemed!  Hope 
for  the  hopeless !  Beauty  for  those  blighted 
and  blasted  from  their  birth !  The  curse  of  the 
cripple  removed,  by  the  skill  of  the  celebrated 
Dr.  Brutus  Grinlay,  of  Carlsbad,  M.D.,  P.R. 
T.G.  and  A.SJS.,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

**Dr.  Brutus  Grinlay,  of  Carlsbad,  under- 
takes by  a  method   peculiar  to    himself,  and 
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with    instruments    of  which   he   is  the  lole 
inventor  and  proprietor,  to  remedy  or  remoTe 
all  defects  and  deformitieB^  either  natonl  or 
accidental^  in  any  part  of  the  human  body— 
whether  the  spine,  limbs,  joints,  or  mmdei. 
No  case  of  lameness  or  distortion,  of  howerer 
long  standing,  has    been  able  to  rerist  Dr. 
Grinlay's    scientific,    original,   and   admiiable 
mode  of  treatment.    Models  of  cases  of  gbgtilar 
deformity  and  perfect  cure,  submitted  to  sbj 
one  who  consults  Dr.  B.  G.     Seferences  to 
several    distinguished    and    nfioiy   respectaUe 
individuals — ^inspection  of  the  machinery  used, 
and  details  of  the  plan  pursued,  freely  offered, 
and  access  to  several  patients  under  opentioii 
allowed. 

**  Dr.  Brutus  Grrinlay  does  not  absurdly  pro- 
fess  for  litUe  emolument  and  with  no  pauh  ^ 
to  restore  the  distorted  Hunch-back,  or  limpsg 
Cripple,  to  the  beauties  of  proportion  and  tbe 
delights  of  agility ;  the  process  is  tedious,  and 
must  be  remunerated  handsomely.     It  is  gene- 
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rally  peixifQl^  and  must  be  endiired  with  forti- 
tude. Courage  and  liberality  are  necessary  in 
any  one  who  wishes  to  become  a  patient  of  Dr. 
Grinlay's ;  and  such  a  person  may  rely  on  en- 
tire secrecy  and  a  perfect  cnre. 

"  Dr.  Bratns  Grinlay  can  be  consulted  daily 
at  his  residence,  800,  Hatton  Garden,  and 
letters,  post  paid,  and  endosing  a  fee,  will  meet 
with  prompt  attention. 

*'  N.  B.  Parties  in  the  country  yisited  on 
remuneratire  terms.*' 

^  Well,  Madam,"  said  the  Doctor,  eyeiag  the 
pide  and  horror-stricken  Bobina,  with  some- 
thing between  the  pride  in  the  pompous 
adyertisement  of  his  own  authorship,  and  admi- 
ration of  her  beauty — (the  odious  fellow  was  a 
professed  flirt) :  ''  you're  a  littie  more  tgt  to  the 
thing  now,  I  take  it.  Mr.  Luxmore's  great 
object  was  to  keep  the  matter  snug  from  you 
tiU  the  cure  was  comidete,  and  he  could  present 


S16  THB  DBKOUSliSirT. 

himself  before  you  as  '  stndglit,  if  not  as  tall,' 
as  a  poplar  tree." 

And  the  Doctor  threw  his  own  huge  limbs 
into  an  attitude  meant  to  show  them  off,  and 
fixing  his  cunning,  squinting  eyes  upon  her, 
added :  ''  None  but  the  brave  deserye  the  fidr ; 
you  see.  Ma'am,  what  we're  ready  to  go 
through  for  your  sweet  sakes.  A  more  obsti- 
nate and  painful  case,  and  a  more  resolute, 
brave,  and  enduring  patient,  I  never  met, 
Ma'am.  We've  made  little  progress  yet, 
Ma'am ;  it's  a  lameness  of  forty  years'  standing, 
I  believe — ^he!  he!  he!  ha!  ha!  ha!  Bat 
Mr.  Luxmore  tells  us  not  to  spare  him,  and 
well  set  him  *  straightupon  his  pins/  or  perish 
in  the  attempt.  Excuse  me.  Ma'am,  you're 
new  to  these  little  matters.  Let  me  recom- 
mend a  glass  of  wine.  Ma'am ;  as  for  me,  t 
case  like  this  ''  takes  a  good  deal  out  of  me" 
and  even  I,  when  it  comes  to  a  crisis,  am 
obliged  to  keep  my  spiriis  tgv,  iypourmg  spiriU 
down—hxi\  ha!  ha!" 
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He  helped  himself,  as  he  spoke,  from  a  spirit 
stand  on  the  table,  deliberately  mixed  a  glass  of 
strong  punch,  drank  it  with  evident  delight, 
and  then  said :  ''  So  now  I'm  a  new  man ;  I 
most  just  step  and  see  if  he's  come  out  of  his 
little  attack  of  syncope/' 

Dr.  Brutus  Grinlay  stalked  into  the  inner 
room. 

'^£ya !''  asked  poor  Bobina,  while  her  tears 
fell  £ast — '*  can  you  forgive  me  V* 

^^Nay,  I  pity  you,  dear  Bobina;  if  this  horrid 
a&ir  has  nearly  killed  me,  what  must  it  be  to 
his  wife  ?^ 

''And  why,  why  has  he  done  this  V^ 

"For  your  love — ^to  seem  fidrer  in  your 
eyes ;  he  &ncies  you  hate  him  because  he  is  a 
cripple.** 

''  But  what  can  have  made  him  think  so  ?" 
Altered  the  conscience-stricken  Bobina. 

''He  oYerheard  you  say  as  much  when  first 
you  saw  your  child.  Tour  words,  Bobina,  at 
such  a  time,  drove  him  well  nigh  mad,  and  this 
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is  the  result;  I  can  explain  in  no  other  maimer, 
the  fact  of  a  man  so  gifted^  patting  bimtdf 
under  that  &ise,  odious^  boasting  qtUK^." 

"  Cotdd  you  not  have  deterred  him,  Era, 
from  so  deadly  an  experiment?** 

''Alas^  no!  I  only  offended,  nay,  eoraged 
him  by  the  effort.  1  saw  there  was  something 
on  his  mind,  and  I  guessed  what,  for  I,  too, 
had  overheard  your  iU-ftted  question  as  to 
whether  your  child  was  a  cripple.  I  drew 
from  him  the  truth  which  was  l»reakiiig  his 
heart,  and  I  did  my  best  to  comfort  him ;  hat 
m  vam. 

"  But  when  did  you  first  discorer  that  he 
had  fallen  into  the  snares  of  this  odious  and 
murderous  quack?*' 

''  One  day  we  were  all  in  the  library  togeAer; 
I  had  remarked  that  on  that  dayhe  was  more 
than  usually  pale  and  dgected.  He  was  read- 
ing the  morning  paper,  the  part  d^ToCed  to 
advertisements ;  I  happened  to  be  looking  at 
him,  and  I  was  diinkix^  how  wan  and  ill  he 
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looked,  when  I  suddenly  saw  liim  change  colour ; 
he  looked  up  to  see  if  you  were  watching  him, 
and  his  eyes  were  bright  with  hope  and  joy. 
He  took  down  a  name  and  address  irom  the 
newspaper,  and  shortly  after  he  left  the  room 
and  ordered  his  carriage/' 

"  What  was  I  doing,  that  I  saw  nothing  of 
this  ?'  asked  Bobina. 

''You  were  retrimming  the  Brussels  cap 
which  you  thought  Bobbin  had  made  so  un- 
becoming," answered  Eva,  quietly. 

Even  Robina  blushed. 

"Well,"  continued  Eva,  "I  took  up  the 
paper — ^Dr.  Brutus  Grinlay^s  falae  and  boasting 
advertisement  soon  caught  mj  eye;  it  was 
much  the  same  as  that  you  have  read  on  his 
card.  I  felt  convinced  that  Mr.  Luxmore, 
blinded  by  passion  and  despair,  was  already 
the  dupe  of  its  delusive  promises,  and  I  deter- 
mined to  interfere,  and,  if  possible,  to  deter 
him.'' 

L  8 
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"And  why  did  you  not  consult  me?"  asked 
Bobina,  a  little  piqued* 

Eva  hesitated;  at  length  she  said:  ''In all 
he  had  confided  to  me  of  his  disappointment, 
his  fears,  and  his  sorrows,  he  had  so  bound  me 
to  secrecy,  I  conld  not  ventare  to  betray  him. 
Perhaps  my  interference  in  the  affior  might 
seem  forward  and  unmaidenly ;  but  remember, 
Robina,  he  is  the  only  true  friend  I  erer  had; 
true  gratitude  is  very  daring..    On  his  retan, 
'  I  detected  on  his  cheek  the  fever  spot  of  seoel 
hope ;  I  saw  too  he  had  something  on  his  mind, 
which  he  longed  to  confide  to  me.    I  induced 
him  to  do  so.    He  had  privately  posted  to 
London — he   had  seen  this  Grinlay'— he  re- 
turned (here  Eva  wept)  cased  in  a  cruel  iron 
belt,  which  was  torture  to  his  delicate  frame; 
but  his  noble  and  doToted  heart  was  ftJl  of 
hope.    Dr.  Grinlay  had  pledged  himself  to  a 
perfect  cure.    Mr.  Luxmore  was  so  entranced 
with  his  new  hopes,  I  could  not  bear  to  damp 
his  ecstasy  by  expressing  the  doubts  and  aua* 
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picions  I  felt ;  indeed.!  must  own  that,  without 
his  excuse,  I  was  weak  enough  to  grow  san- 
guine as  to  the  result  myself,  when  he  revealed 
to  me  the  plausible  arguments  and  professions 
of  Dr.  Grinlay.  I  agreed  to  do  my  best  to 
help  him  through  his  dreadful  ordeal  and 
torturing  operations,  unknown  to  you;  and  I 
have  often  wept  (after  I  had  ceased  myself  to 
believe  or  to  hope)  to  hear  him  painting  to 
himself  your  surprise,  your  delight,  and  even 
your  love,  when  he  should  be  a  cripple  no 
more.  This  night,  Bobina,  is  the  crisis  of  the 
operation;  this  night.  Dr.  Grinlay  will  either 
realize  Mr.  Luxmore's  hopes,  or  dash  them  for 
ever.  As  to  mine,  they  are  gone ;  I  have  no 
&ith  left  in  him ;  I  see  he  is  a  &lse,  grasping, 
boasting,  illiterate  quack;  and  I  have  only 
been  privy  to  the  cruelties  of  this  dreadful 
night,  and  present  at  this  terrible  scene,  be- 
caTise  1  knew  I  had  no  power  to  prevent  the 
operation,  and  I  thought  that  I  might  be  some 
little  comfort  to  the  sufferer — some  little  check 
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on  die  craeky  and  cupi^ty  of  this  set  of  im- 
potftors — atid  some  fitde  use  in  conaoling  07 
benefactor  in  &e  despair  which  I  know  wiQ 
attend  this  wretch's  fidlure/' 

''  Nay,  Eva^  that  diall  be  my  task,''  eai^ 
Robina — the  affeeting  tale  of  mad  derolioii 
and  rasb  courage  which  she  had  jnst  heard, 
awakening  some  woman-tendemeis  ^yen  in  her 
worldly  heart  At  that  moment  a  low  cxj  of 
intense  agony  was  heard ;  Bobina  mshed  into 
the  dressing-roottiy  and  Eya,  having  laid  die 
litde  Angelina,  still  adeep,  on  die  sofii,  ibl- 
lowed  her. 

'^No  ladies,  na  ladies  here.  Madam,''  add 
Dr.  Brattts  Grinlay,  his  mnscnhr  arms,  with 
the  shirt  sleeves  tacked  irp,  giving  him  the  air 
of  a  butcher :  '^  I  never  admit  ladies.** 

•'Bnft  I  am  his  wife/'  said  Robina,  ''and  I 
will  not  leave  him.'' 

"  The  very  reason  why  you  must  Narae, 
look  to  him,  he  has  fidnted." 

''  Oh,  I  will  not  go  I  I  cannot  go,  and  leave 
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him  with  such  a  butcher/'  said  Bobina^  beside 
herself^  as  she  looked  on  her  husband's  fitce, 
distorted  and  deathrl^ce  in  his  agony.  '^  Dearest 
love!  husband r*  she  cried^  throwing  herself 
on  her  knees  beside  Mr.  Luxmore — ^'be  your- 
self—look up^  beloved!  dismiss  these  cruel 
quacks !  I  do  love  you^  dear  one^"  she  whis- 
pered; and  even  in  his  torture  the  words 
brought  a  &in%  flush,  to  his  ghastly  cheek; 
"  and  if  you  will  send  them  away^  I  will  love 
you  dearly^  devotedly," 

'^  Ton  cannot  love  a  crij^e^  my  Bobina/' 
murmured  the  pale  lips  of  Mr.  Luxmore.  '^  I 
can  bear  it  aU^  my  girl  I  and  more^  indeed  I 
can,  if,  when  it  is  done^  and  I  am  no  longer  a 
de&rmed,  distorted  object,  you  can  say  with 
truth,  'Arthur,  I  Iot^  youP  But  go  now, 
dearest ;  you  only  unman  me— go  !  Doctor, 
this  is  no  place  fcr  Mrs.  Luxmore — ^it  must  not 
be.    My  handkerchief.  Nurse.'' 

The  Nurse  quietly  wiped  his  parched  Ups, 
and  tried  furtLvely  to  withdraw  tbe  handker- 
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chief;  but  Bobina  saw^  to  her  ineffiible  honor, 
that  it  was  stained  with  blood. 

''Arthur  I"  she  cried — ^the  woman  and  the 
wife  speaking  at  once  from  her  pale  lips— . 
''Arthur!''  and  she  threw  her  arms  aroimd 
him  and  rested  her. head  on  his  breast--''I 
will  not  see  you  murdered ;  I  will  not  leaTe 
you  with  these  ruflians/' 

"A  fine  subject  for  a  painter^  'pon  my  word, 
Ma'am/'  said  Dr.  Grinlay,  purple  with  passioB, 
and  foaming  with  impatience. 

And  though  he  spoke  in  sarcasm,  it  was  a 
fine  and  touching  subject.  On  the  horrid 
Quack's  bed  of  torture,  lay  the  slight  fonn  of 
the  "Unloved,"  the  Cripple  Husband,  his  ey» 
gazing  with  melancholy  tenderness  on  Us  youBg 
wife,  while  his  pallid  cheek,  his  white  lips,  and 
the  large  drops  on  his  fine  brow  told  the  agony 
he  was  enduring.  One  wan  hand  he  had 
pressed  in  unutterable  fondness  on  her  cheek 
as  it  lay  on  his  breast  Tes,  there  she  kneb 
beside  him,  heedless  of  her  gorgeoas  robes 
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trailing  on  the  floor^  her  matchless  locks  float- 
ing over  the  husband's  tortured  form,  and  her 
costly  tiara,  which  in  the  enthusiastic  penitence 
of  the  moment  she  would  haye  gladly  bestowed 
even  on  the  odious  Grinlay,  could  she  have 
saved  her  devoted,  ill-reqidted  husband  one 
pang. 

'' Arthur  I   she  cried,    clasping   her  hands, 
'*  I  will  not  go  I    Do  not  send  me  away." 

'*You  must,  my  love!  you  must,"  £dntiy 
murmured  Mr.  Luxmore. 

''  He  is  about  to  swoon.  Sir,"  said  the  nurse 
to  Grinlay. 

"  He  is !"  replied  the  diabolical  and  ruthless 
quack. 

"Arthur!"  shrieked  Mrs.  Luxmore — ^"Ar- 
thur! Eva!" 

'*  By  your  leave,  fidr  Lady,"  said  the  dread- 
ful Grinlay,  putting  his  butcher-like  arms, 
uncovered  as  they  were,  round  her  waist,  and 
lifting  her  in  spite  of  her  screams  from  the  side 
of  her  now  insensible  husband — "Bj  your 
L  5 
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leare^  fair  lady ;  Miss  Morris,  attend  to  Urs. 
Luxmore— I  allow  no  ladies  here — ^it's  agiinit 
the  rule;  too  many  cooks — ^you  know  die 
rest.*' 

He  carried  Bobina  by  force  into  the  stady. 
Eva,  indignant  at  the  bold  outrage,  hastened 
to  her  side.  Bobina  struggled  and  reproached 
him  in  rain.  He  placed  her  in  a  diair,  and 
while  she  burst  into  a  loud  hysteric,  he  with  a 
horrid  laugh  left  the  study,  and  hafftening  into 
the  dressing-room,  bolted  the  door. 

Bobina  and  Eva  gazed  at  each  other  in  mote 
anguish  and  alarm,  which  increased  to  positiTe 
terror,  when  Bobina,  listening  at  the  door,  dis- 
tinguished the  ill-suppressed  groans  of  angiusb 
of  the  tortured  and  deluded  yictim  of  die 
butcher  Quack  and  his  cruel  myrmidons. 

''  Dr.  Grrinlay,*'  cried  Bobina  in  a  Toice  load 
with  excitement  and  indignation^  ''if  you  do 
not  at  once  admit  me  to  my  husband's  presence, 
I  shall  send  for  his  usual  medical  attendant, 
Dr.  Hydrarg,  who  will.be  able  to  decide  better 
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than  I  can^  what  hope  there  is  of  (he  au^^cess  of 
your  operatio];iSj  md  -what  U  more  important 
stilly  what  danger  there  may  be  to  Mr.  Lux- 
more  fipom  thifl  protracted  agony." 

At  these  words  the  Quaok  Doctor  threw 
open  the  door;  his  mocking  and  fefocious 
manner  was  ezchaoged  fer  a  si^e^ldng  deference : 
—''I  qvlj  wished  to  spare  yoi^  f^elings^ 
Ma4ap/'  h(^  9^  "  We  haye  fpupd  it  nece^- 
wy  to  bleed  Mr.  liipai^ore,  ax^d  now^  as  I 
think  he  ci^mQt  be^r  much  more  just  at  present^ 
we  will  loosen  his  ircm  corsetj  and  Nurse  wiU 
put  him  to  bed." 

ilobina  gU^iced  at  her  husband, 

'^Good  God!  sir^  he  is  insensible/'  she 
cried. 

^'3y  no  meiHiSf  MiMlamI  Ipte  is  oiily  in  a 
sort  of  dose,  wbjbch  generally  succeeds  an  opera- 
tion so  painful  as  this  has  been;  be  quite  easy 
—an  hour  or  two  of  rest  will  rehire  him  so 
that  we  shall  reduce  the  rebel  shoul4er,  an4> 
I  think,  force  down  the  qippled  lip^ ;  in  th^ 
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mean  tune  I  will  beg  a  little  sapper  at  por 
fair  hands.    It  is  hard  work  for  all  of  us.'" 

"  I  will  order  you  some  refreshment,"  saii 
Bobina,  with  tmspeakable  disgust;  ''but  I 
request  that  that  torturing  corset  may  be  le- 
moTed — ^I  am  sure  it  will  kill  him.'' 

''  No,  no  1  my  love  1''  groaned  Mr.  Lanaatt, 
"I  can  bear  it,.indeed  I  can;  do  not  undo  all, 
and  make  my  sufierings  of  no  avail  i  I  have 
known/'  he  added,  in  a  whisper,  as  she  stooped 
to  kiss  his  white  lips — "  much  keener  tortoics 
than  these,  Bobina — tortures  you  took  no  note 
of,  though  inflicted  by  yourself."    « 

Weakened  by  his  recent  agony,  the  large 
tears  gushed  down  his  pale  cheeks,  and  tbe 
Doctor  saying,  ''this  excitement  is  most  dan- 
gerous for  him  just  now,  madam,  indeed  it  is !" 
— ^Bobina  rose  and  left  the  room* 

**Eva !"  she  cried,  "my  mind  is  made  up— 
they  will  kill  him;  I  send  this  instant  for 
Dr.  Hydrarg;  that  brute,  led  on  by  cruelty  and 
cupidity,  will  be  his  death.    Hark!  do  you 
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hear  chat  groan?  it  decides  me.  The  irillaio 
Grinlay  has  asked  for  some  supper ;  while  he 
is  at  table,  I  will  get  Hydrarg  here.  I  fancy  the 
batcher  will  make  a  hasty  retreat  before  an 
orthodox  physician  of  such  high  repute,  and  that 
Dr.  Hydrarg  will  undeceive  my  poor  Arthur  as 
completely  as  that  scoundrel  has  deceived  him.'^ 

So  saying,  Eobina  left  the  room.  In  a  little 
while  the  odious  Grinlay  was  seated  before  a 
hindaome  supper.  Bobina  was  by  her  hus- 
band's bed-side,  and  Eva  was  carving  for  the 
^ixlious  Quack,  who,  announcing  that  his  ex- 
ertions had  made  him  ^*  uncommon  sharp  set," 
had  just  been  helped  to  a  plate  of  turtle- 
ttiup,  and  with  tears  of  rapture  was  enjoying  a 
brge  piece  of  green  fat,  when  a  footman 
C'peDed  the  door,  and  said : — 

"Dr.  Hydrarg's  compliments,  and  he  will  be 
'here  directly,  madam !^' 

The  Quack  turned  pale,  even  to  the  purple 
CbUs of  his  double  chin;  he  started  up,  dashed 
•way  the  napkin  he  had  put  on  d  la  AiA— ex- 


no 

dumed,  ''this  k  Tery  nnliaiidsoiiie  1 
ma'am,  and  joull  hkre  canae  to  repeat  it— die 
I08B  is  youn^  not  mine — I  noTer  aDow  my 
other  medical  -man  to  interfiare  in  a  case  I  u- 
dertaka — ^I  always  consider  it  a  signal  afl&oat, 
and  resent  it  accordingly." 

All  diis  time  he  was  hastily  swallowisgM 
mnch  as  lie  coold  of  the  turtle-eo^p,  tong  off 
a  tombler  of  port,  and  remoiing  his  ^roa. 
He  then  hastmifld  into  the  drrssiiifl  rnnm,  1 
moned  hi*  attendsnts,  packed  np  his  i 
of  torture,  and  was  about  to  rpmoj^  his  iroa 
corset  fix>m  Lozmore's  emamafayi  and  hslf- 
insensiUe  form,  whenlooking  from  the  windmr, 
he  perceiyed  in  the  itistanoe  the  lamps  of  s 
csrriage,  which  was  bowling  rapidly  along. 

''Tou  may  thimk  yourself,  ipadam,"  he  cnsd, 
''  that  your  husband  will  be  a  cripple  f<v  erer 
and  a  day ;  and  you,  Mr.  Luaanore,  you  inaj 
dumk  your  good  lady  there,  lor  pnttiiig  a  spoke 
in  the  wheel.  Dr.  Brutus  Giinlay  is  a  manaot 
to  be  trifled  with.    I  presume,  sir,  as  amsnof 
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honor^  joall  pay  me  what  is  still  owing  so  me. 
Ton  are  in  my  debt,  sir — another  day  will 
do!" 

"Doctor,  I  beg*' — ^fidtered  Mr.  Luxmore, 
bat  half  alire  to  what  was  going  on ;  ''  do  not 
leave  this  dreadful  but  important  work  un- 
finished, I  implore  you.  Doctor  I" 

Bat  the  Doctor  saw  the  lamps  nearing,  and 
having  his  dwn  reasons  for  not  braving  a 
rencontre  with  Dr.  Hydrarg,  he  made  a  sign  to 
his  myrmidons,  and  the  whole  detestable  crew 
hurried  away  with  their  vile  apparatus  of 
torture,  and  dashed  out  of  die  park  in  their  old 
postKdiaise  just  as  Dr.  Hydrarg's  carriage 
glided  in. 
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Dr.  Hydrarg  was  only  just  in  time.  A  few 
hours  more  of  the  ine£Ssible  and  useless  tortaxe 
the  deluded  Luzmore  had  undergone,  would 
have  ended  his  sad  career. 

It  seemed  that  Dr.  Brutus  Grinlay  had  good 
reason  to  dread  the  advent  of  the  celefarated 
and  orthodox  member  of  the  &culty  Dr.  Hydrarg, 
for  on  two  occasions  the  testimony  of  the  latter 
had  gone  nigh  to  cause  a  yerdict  of  manslaughter 
to  be  returned  against  the  cruel,  grasping,  and 
remorseless  Quack. 
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A  long  and  dangerous  illness  was  the  result 
of  Luxmore's  credulous  folly  and  mistaken  forti- 
tude^  and  the  tutclier  Grinlay's  barbarous  ope- 
rations. During  this  illness,  a  change  came 
oirer  Mr«  Luxmore's  mind ;  the  scales  feU  from 
his  eyes.  He  began  to  see  Robina's  character 
and  bis  own  delusions,  more  clearly  than  he  had 
done  before  J  and  though,  in  the  first  excitement 
of  horror  and  remorse,  she  had  eyinced  some 
Etde  of  the  natural  feeling  of  the  woman,  and  the 
anxiety  of  the  wife,  it  was  not  an  anxiety  suffi- 
ciently deep,  nor  a  tenderness  sufficiently  earnest, 
to  stand  the  te^t  of  a  long  illness  and  a  tedious 
watch-  Long  before  Mr.Luxmore  was  recovered 
^om  the  sufferings  her  heartless  indifference 
kad  entailed  on  him,  Sobina  was  no  longer  hum- 
bled by  his  supposed  indifference  to  her  and 
adniiratioii  of  Eva — ^no  longer  alarmed  for  her 
power  or  doubtful  of  her  charms,  but  fully  rein- 
stated in  her  overweening  opinion  of  herself, 
by  this  tragic  proof  of  her  husband's  devotion. 

Yes,  even  after  such  a  lesson,  *'  the  Beauty" 
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WM  her  Qwn.'mxk,  ^jotastLoaL,  DiifeeUng  self  Qnoe 
iQATQ.  ShQ  was  the  brilUantbdle  of  the  County, 
th^  rdgppiog  toast  of  tho^  jpyialdays^'wheDBic- 
oho^was  gftUa^^t  enoBghto  require  that  warn 
daughter  of  Beanty  should  hallow  eveEj  cop. 
y  699  the  heaoti&ijt  Mirs.  Luzmpre  y^  ^  ^^^^ 
ofeiyeiyball — ad]ixire<}9eiiyied9£blh^W6d4C0i]i1edl» 
abuoedl^  diq^aged,  cexisi]JK|d»  and.  Qren  ibui- 
doted;  but  such  is  the  fate  of  a. beauty. 

The  yaoity  instOled  by  the  first  silly  nanoj* 
BMidj  whp  taught  her  nqt,  to  cry  for  fesr  d 
spodljsg  her  pretty  eyes,  and  not  to  play  in  ^ 
sun  for  fear  of  tauwing  h^  pret^  sldn,  and  asl 
to  roB9  for  £ear  of  qK)iIing  h^  pcet^  frad^ 
and  to  he  a  good  girl  that  she  mgh^  haye  s 
smart  new  hat  and  fealhers*  beoaoae  dbe  was  a 
beanty>  that  she  waa — thk  yanity  wsa  nan 
festered  by  a  train  of  ooxcombs — ^fed  aamvch^ 
the  women's  hatred  as  the  men's  deyotion;  and 
the  extraordinary  loyeUness  of  the  little  Aoge- 
Uuay  instead  of  softening  her  heart  1^  eitend* 
1x9  its  affectiona  to  another  and  holier  object, 
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only  centred  it  more  completely  in  herself.  As 
a  beautiful  moss-rose  is  set  off  by  a  lovely  bud, 
so  did  Robiua  consider  that  the  charms  of  her 
little  one  added  grace  and  dignity  to  her  own.  So 
erery  hour  she  could  snatch  from  the  adornment 
of  her  own  person  was  devoted  to  the  extrava- 
gant and  almost  ridiculous  decoration  of  her 
child's ;  and  so  finery  and  looking  glasses  were 
the  first  things  the  baby  learnt  from  its  mother 
to  delight  in^  and  beauty  was  the  first  thing  it 
heard  enthusiastically  praised^  and  coveted,  and 
discussed. 

All  thifl  time  Eva  did  all  that  she  could  do, 
without  giving  c^ence,  ta  counteract  in  Ange- 
Una  the  frital  effects  of  being  bred  a  beauty ; 
but  her  opportunities  were  few,  for  the  child 
was  a  fitvourite  omament  to  the  vain  and  silly 
mother.  She  never  excited  such  admiration, 
nor  eUdted  such  applause,  as  when  she  appeared 
abroad  with  her  exquisite  little  daughter,  (al- 
i^eady  passionately  fond  of  its  pretty  Mamma,) 
and  never  read  such  admiration  in  the  eyes  of 
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her  leyee  of  Cozcombe  as  when  her  beautafoUy 
drest,  loyely  duld,  slept  on  her  bosom,  or  sported 
with  her  long  ringlets. 

Daring  the  first  four  years  of  Angelina's  life, 
her  poor  fetther  was  principally  confined  to  bis 
dressing  room.  His  health  was  very  much  im- 
paired, his  spirits  firequently  much  dejected,  and 
his  poor  form,  owing  to  the  villain  Grinky'i 
cruel  quackery,  far  more  deformed  and  crip- 
pled than  erer ;  but  his  heart  was  still  the  same 
— and  a  new  and  intense  affection,  holier,  purer, 
and  far  more  consolatory  in  its  nature,  Uun  had 
been  his  love  for  Bobina,  had  sprung  up  in  hii 
heart,  for  his  beautiful  and  endearing  little  gid. 

Gently  considerate,  and  erer  ready  to  sacri- 
fice self,  in  all  things,  he  did  not  like  to  take  her 
firom  her  mother,  when  the  vain  coquette  wish- 
ed, by  showing  herself  with  her  child,  to  douUe 
the  impression  of  her  charms;  indeed  he  did 
not  suspect  the  motive  which  made  her  covet 
the  company  of  her  child  so  much — (for  the 
truly  generous  and  amiable  seldom  suspect  the 
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modyee  of  others)  and  so  Mr.  Liuanore  attributed 
to  maternal  lore^  what  owed  its  origin  chiefly 
to  yanity,  and  gave  up,  without  a  murmur, 
to  Bobrna — ^who  was  wooed  by  pleasure  in 
erery  shape,  and  whose  life  was  now  one  round 
of  amusements — ^the  beautiful  and  endearing 
Utde  companion,  whose  playful  fondness  and 
artless  charms  robbed  seclusion  of  its  ennui, 
and  sickness  of  half  its  misery,  and  who  oftien 
made  his  quiet  room  and  lonely  couch  brighter 
and  merrier  than  the  gayest  drawing-room,  or 
the  most  gorgeous  festiyaL 

Bat  Bobina*s  sdfishness  did  hot  stop  here. 
She  not  only  liked  admiration,  but  liked  that 
others  should  see,  and  that  Mr.  Luxmore  should 
hear,howmuch  she  was  admired;  and  so  she  often 
compelled  the  pale,  pensiye,  and  unwilling  £ya 
to  leaye  the  book  slie  was  reading  to  poor  Lux- 
more,  or  the  task  she  was  teaching  in  the  de- 
lighted £either'^  presence  to  the  apt  and  loyely 
Httle  girl,  merely  that  she  might  haye  some  one 
to  whom  she  could-boast  of  her  conquests,  nar- 
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rate  her  tritmtphfl,  and  who  could  behold  mi 
report  the  power  of  her  charms. 

And  this  selfish  and  unfeeling  conduct,  Lux- 
more  was  more  disposed  to  attribute  to  a  wish 
that  Eva  should  share  her  pleasures  snd  her 
sports,  than  to  any  indifference  tohisooinfiirtoi 
fOTgetfulness  of  his  loneliness.  Bobbia  sdroitiy 
implied  that  such  was  her  motiye,  and  her  bus- 
band  was  too  sincere  himself  and  too  amiabk 
to  doubt  her. 

Things  were  going  on  thus  at  Luzmore  FtfL 
Mr.  Luxmore  had  gained  strength  enoogb  to 
leave  his  couch,  and  to  drive  and  walk  a  little. 
Bohina  had  grown  more  vain  and  selfish  dun 
ever:  for  with  the  mind  as  the  body, there ib bo 
«tand"«till ;  and  if  we  do  not  imps ove,  we  in- 
evitably deteriorate.  Angelina  was  the  sMrt 
intelligent,  warm-hearted,  fascinatmg,  and  bril- 
liantly beautiful  little  girl  in  the  woiid,  snd 
would  have  been  almost  as  fiiultless  in  ittind 
and  temper  as  she  was  in  ftceand  £nni,had  she 
not,  aksl  iieen  Inred.a  beauty;   but  owing  to 
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this  real  and  great  misfortone^  Affectation  was 
already  beginning  to  blight  her  infantine  graces 
— a  consciousness  of  beauty  to  destroy  half  the 
charm  of  her  sweet  face — ^irritabiUty  to  be 
engendered  of  the  injurious  excitement  of  too 
much  praise — self  to  become  too  promin^it  in 
one  who  had  inherited  the  unselfish  uature  of 
her  poor  &ther— "-and  ain  and  feelings  of  self- 
importance,  and  glances  that  courted  or  chal- 
lenged admiration,  to  spoil  one  of  the  most  be- 
witching and  perfect  of  all  the  little  daughters 
of  Vanity  and  Eve. 

Miss  Morris  was  Uttle  changed.  Her  regular 
and  classic  beauty  was  of  a  style  to  alter  little 
m  five  years ;  and  the  beauties  of  her  character, 
Hke  those  of  her  person,  were  of  a  lasting  na- 
ture. 

It  was  just  at  this  time  that  the  isol^ed  situ- 
ation and  the  constant  lamentations  of  Bobina's 
mother.  Lady  McChigor,  affected  the  sensitive 
heart  of  her  son-in-law;  for,  tingrateful  and 
scornful  as  she  had  been  to  him,  she  was  lonely 
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and  unhappy,  and  he  had  sympathy  with  all  irlio 
were  bo.     Under  pretence  of  buainesa  ooiinected 
with  some  property  near  Edinburgh,  Mr.  Loz- 
more  determined  to  visit  the  ct-dmiii^  beauty, 
and  offer  her  again  a  home  in  his  house;  and 
it  was  just  as  he  was  about  to  accomplish  this 
amiable  object  that  we  first  introduced  him  to 
the  reader.     Our  retrospect  carried  us  so  fiur  in 
the  life  of  one  Beauty — a  beauty  of  a  former 
day — and  we  have  gone  at  some  length  into  its 
history,  not  only  because,  as  the  French  say,  '*  La 
vie  d'une  jolie  femme  est  toujours  un  ttmuk,^ 
but  because  the  faults,  foibles,  and  peculiar  situ- 
ation of  the  mother,  hare  so  much  to  do  with 
the  education  and  position  of  our  more  decided 
heroine,  the  daughter.   Having  then  traced  AmX 
mother's  career,  to  the  time  when  a  mother's 
influence  for  evil  or  for  good  is  all-powerfiil 
over  a  daughter's  mind,  we  twine  together  tke 
thread  of  the  story  of  a  heroine  of  the  past  and 
of  the  present  day,  and  proceed  to  watch  with 
a  more  lively  interest,  and  perhaps  a  deeper 
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sjmpathy,  the  more  eventful  history  of  Ange- 
lina Ltixraore^  and  the  more  interesting  life  of 
a  beauty  of  the  present  day. 


▼OL-    II. 


Mi 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


THB    CI-DBVANT    BBAI7TT. 

Five  years  of  fretting^  card-playing,  and 
pecuniary  difficulties  had  much  diminiahed  die 
well-preserved  charms  of  the  ci-devant  beauty 
Lady  McGrigor ;  and  Miss  Miranda  McJDou- 
gal,  who,  for  the  sake  of  the  gaieties  of  Edin- 
burgh, still  availed  herself  of  the  auld  Leddy't 
chaperonage,  had  to  put  up  with  much  conceit, 
vanity,  and  ill  temper.  Dr.  Johnson  says 
shrewdly  enough,  that  it  is  difficult  to  grow 
old  gracefully,  and  certainly  to  none  is  it  00  diffi- 
cult as  to  a  professed  Beauty. 
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Miss  Miranda  was  a  greater  sentimentalist 
and  a  greater  scare-crow  than  ever,  and  not 
succeeding  in  securing  the  attentions,  or  arrest- 
ing the  admiration  of  gentlemen  of  her  own 
class.  Miss  Miranda  (we  grieve  to  say  it)  so  far 
forgot  her  own  dignity,  and  that  of  the  house 
of  McDougal,  as  to  make  a  hero  of  romance  of 
a  young  haberdasher,  at  whose  shop  she  cheap* 
ened  ribbons,  and  to  believe  that  a  handsome 
hairdresser,  who  on  state  occasions  curled  her 
Brutus  crop,  was  a  nobleman  in  disguise. 

Sir  Davie  McDougal  had  not  worn  the 
willow  long.  He  had  suddenly  and  privately 
married  a  very  pretty  young  housemaid,  (no 
other  than  our  shrewd  friend  Shooade)  Robina's 
former  attendant,  whom  Miss  McDougal  had 
herself  engaged  and  admitted  into  the  service 
of  the  last  of  the  McDougab ;  and  who,  during 
a  long  and  painful  fit  of  the  gout,  had  nursed 
.  him  (his  elder  sisters  being  laid  up  with  rheu- 
matism, and  his  younger  one  in  Edinburgh) 
widi  so  much  gentle  and  cheerful  skiU,  that  he 
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resolved  to  secure  her  for  hfe,  and  to  bind  her 
to  him,  not  merely  by  the  silken  bond*  of  lore 
and  gratitude,  but  by  the  strong  and  lasdiig 
chain  of  wedlock. 

When  this  appalling  '  mifsalliane^  came  to 
the  knowledge  of  the  eldest  Miss  McDongal, 
her  grief  and  rage  were  so  violent  that  the 
bride  was  not  safe  in  her  presence ;  and  whik 
the  eldest  sister  stormed  and  raved,  the  second 
sneered  and  sulked.  Sir  Davie,  really  good- 
natured,  pitying  their  disappointment  and  dis- 
tress, (for  they  had  expected  him  to  many  a 
Countess  at  least)  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart 
(after  so  wounding  their  affection  and  their 
pride)  to  drive  them  from  the  home  of  their 
fathers ;  for  they  would  much  sooner  hare 
starved  in  a  jail  than  have  sat  at  their  brother's 
board,  if  headed  by  her  whom  they  persisted 
(in  spite  of  her  silk  stockings  and  French  shoes) 
to  call  a  bare-legged,  bare-fiu^  hinie,  and  a 
low-bom  serving  wench.  Sir  Davie  then, 
urged  by  his  young  wife,  (whose  position  was 
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t  painAil  one,  and  whose  influence  with  her 
Lord  was  unbounded)  detennined  to  travel  for 
a  few  years,  to  show  his  Shoozie  something  of 
the  world,  and  to  get  rid  of  her  rusticity  and 
lus  own  gout. 

Hii  sisters  saw  him  depart  in  coldness  and 
displeasure,  but  availed  themselves  of  his 
generous  permission  to  reside  at  the  Castle,  and 
commenced  forthwith,  a  system  of  stinting  and 
tyramusing  over  the  females  of  the  household, 
wbich  they  had  never  been  able  to  effect  in  Sir 
Davie's  time — he  so  resolutely  opposed  it. 

Lady  Mc.Grigor  received  Mr.  Luxmore  with 
no  emotion ;  her  only  care  seemed  to  be  to  keep 
lier  back  to  the  light,  that  he  might  not  see  the 
ravages  five  years  of  discontent  and  struggle 
had  made  in  her  beauty.  She  coldly  acceded 
to  his  proposal,  that  in  Aiture  she  should  make 
his  house  her  home— stipulated  for  the  services 
of  her  maid,  Mrs.  Betty,  and  her  '  ain  mon,' 
Maimaduke — observing  that  '*  they  would  be 
'sma'  expense'  and  great  credit  in  ony  esta- 
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blishment;  and  as  for  mysel/'  she  added,  ^I 
gie  na  trooble,  and  for  the  motter  o'  expenBe,  if 
Mrs,  Lnzmore  will  be  guided  hj  my  experience, 
I'D  save  je  £ax  mair  than  I'll  coost.  If  s  a 
great  socrifice,  Mr.  Luzmore,  to  leave  a'  my 
friends,  ond  my  country,  ond  a  circle  of  which 
I  may  say,  without  vonity,  I  am  the  admow- 
ledged  centre;  but  I'm  na'  selfish,  and  aye 
forget  to  look  afler  my  ain  interests,  or  ebe  Td 
na'  be  here  the  day." 

Mr.  Luxmore  was  bent  only  on  doing  his 
wife's  mother  a  service,  not  on  securing  her 
gratitude ;  he  knew  she  had  been  bred  a  beauty, 
and  he  marvelled  not  that  she  was  thanUesi, 
and  considered  herself  more  than  entitled  to 
all  that  any  one  could  do  for  her. 

She  was  accustomed  to  Miranda's  flattery 
and  companionship;  and  inconsiderate  about 
others,  as  the  vain  and  selfish  generally  are, 
she  said : — *'  My  friend  Miranda  McJ)ougal  is 
mod  to  see  London,  sa  Fve  pressed  her  to 
spend  a  few  months  with  me  there.    Te  canaa 
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object,  I'm  thinkings  to  sae  wed-bom,  weel- 
Vred,  and  canny  a  has;  ond  I  pr69ume  it's 
enoo'  thot  ahe's  my  parteecular  friend,  and 
that,  isolated  aa  FU  be  in  the  Sooth,  I  canna 
veel  oanaent  to  part  with  her." 

MnLuzmore  did  not  at  all  like  this  pro- 
posal, nor  the  manner  in  which  it  was  made. 
He  oonld  easily  have  refused  to  comply  with 
aa  arrangement  he  disliked,  and  conld  justly 
haye  resented  a  li|^rty  which  displeased  and 
disgusted  him ;  but  he  waa  of  too  d^icate,  too 
geaezous,  too  chivalrous,  too  pitying  a  nature. 
He  could  not  bear  to  wound  any  one,  however 
offending,  who  waa  made  sacred  in  his  eyes  by 
the  benefits  he  waa  conferring,  the  protection  he 
was  extending,  the  comfort  he  was  securing  to 
her.  He  would  not  see  in  his  mother-in-law, 
the  vain,  provoking,  thankless  egotist.  He 
would  look  upon  her  only  as  a  bereaved  woman, 
a  desoUte  widow,1iis  wife's  mother—- and  there- 
fore to  be  cherished  as  if  she  were  his  own.  A 
woman  who  had  been  a  beauty,  and  who  had 
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therefore  felt  all  the  delights  of  being  loTed, 
all  the  pride  of  conquest,  all  the  feMcmalion  of 
power,  all  the  self-reliance,  all  the  confidence, 
all  the  vain  but  exciting  interests,  in  the  life  ofa 
beauty — and  who  now  was  a  beauty  no  more  I 
Eyery  Beauty  is  a  sort  of  Queen,  and  eyerj 
woman  who  has  been  a  beauty  is  a  deposed 
sovereign ;  how  can  she  escape  then,  the  e?er 
haunting  regret,  aye,  even  the  remorse  of  one 
who  has  known  powerj^  i\pd  abused  its  privi- 
leges ;  and,  alas!  who  has  not?  But  berides  the 
loss  of  beauty,  which  is  one  of  the  many  pitifel 
and  unpitied  woes  of  Vanity,  Lady  McGrigor 
had  lost  her  husband,  her  child's  company,  her 
home,  her  position,  affluence,  nay,  eyen  com- 
fort ;  and  therefore,  ungracious  and  eyen  ofien- 
riye  as  was  her  conduct  to  Mr.  Luaonore  at 
this  meeting,  he  would  not  allow  himself  to 
feel,  much  less  resent  it.  And  this  is  the  spirit 
of  Christianity,  '  put  in  action.'  The  straggle 
and  the  triumph  were  known  only  to  his  own 
feeling  and  most  generous  heart    There  ire 
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deeds  of  showy  yirtue  which  make  a  great 
noise  in  die  Christiaii  world,  and  there  are 
many  men  regarded  as  Saints  on  earth  for  their 
patience  under  suffering  and  their  fortitude  in 
trial ;  but,  to  my  mind,  Mr.  Luxmore,  when 
with  a  real  tenderness,  bom  of  true  charity,  he 
kissed  the  cold  cheek  of  his  haughty  mother- 
in«Iaw,  and  told  her  that  it  would  be  his  study 
to  make  her,  and  any  she  chose  to  bring  with 
her,  as  happy  as  he  could,  he,  did  what  was 
more  pleasing  in  the  sight  of  Heaven  than 
many  who  do  greater  deeds,  and  o^er  up  more 
palpable  sacrifices. 

''And  sa  my  dochter  is  at  a  flower  show 
then,"  said  the  Leddy.  "  Tell  her,  son-in-law, 
that  in  my  young  days,  a  show  o'  filial  duty 
cam  before  a  flower  show." 

''Talking  of  flowers,"  said  Mr.  Luxmore, 
(who  hated  even  an  implied  disapproval  of  his 
very  firalty  wife)  "there  is  no  flower  to  my  mind 
so  fiur  as  our  little  Angelina.  I  am  sure  you 
will  be  surprised  when  you  see  her." 
M  5 
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"  I  doot  thot^  son-in-law — ^I*m  na'  sa  unnaed 
to  beauty^  I*m  thinking^t  was  aye  an  ottxi- 
bate  o'  my  fomily.  In  my  ain  yonng  days,  I 
was  kenned  far  and  wide  as  na  ither  than  '^The 
bonny  bhie  belle/'  but  that  was  a  tribute  at 
once  to  my  personal  charms,  and  the  aecom- 
pleeshments  o'  a  mind,  fiur  mair  gifted  ond 
mair  cultiyated  thon  was  common  in  my  days. 
It'll  be  a  gude  thing  for  your  bairn,  aoihin- 
law,  to  be  brought  up  under  my  een,  I'm 
thinking/' 

"There  i4  nothing  like  example,''  said  Mr. 
Luxmore,  evading  a  direct  reply-— ^  it  is  our 
first  teaoher ;  we  see  and  even  note  die  condnet 
of  others  before  we  can  understand  their  pre- 
cepts." 

''Your  bairn  and  my  grand-daughter  wH 
want  neither  for  precept  nor  exomple,  sir,  and 
it  will  be  her  ain  fault  if  she  prove  not  a  veiy 
extraordinary  person.  Her  mither  would  na* 
hae  turned  out  as  she  did,  had  I  had  my  way ; 
but  Sir  Grigor  was  a'  fi>r  a  foehionable  school 


ia  the  Soothe  and  I  waa  a  pottem  wife  for 
compiedaiice  and  oflfectioii.  I  wush  I*d  hod 
a  better  opeenion  o'  my  ain  judgment,  and 
less  o'  his,  puir  mon;  things  would  a'  hae 
ganged  anither  gate ;  but  I  was  aye  for  sacri- 
ficiiig  mysel  in  a'  things.  I  hae  repented  but 
ance,  and  that's  my  hail  life.  I'll  dine  with 
you  to-morrow^  and  bring  Miss  Miranda  Mc. 
Dougal ;  and  tell  Kobina  thot  if  I  consent  to 
mak  her  hoose  my  hame,  it's  for  na  convenience 
to  mysel  I  do  it,  but  to  benefit  her  bairn  and 
you— «ad  that  it  hod  been  mair  becoming,  had 
she  attended  here  to  beg  me  hersel,  to  make 
sic  a  socrifice ;  and  noo  I'm  ganging  to  a  tay- 
party  wi'  Miranda,  sa  I'll  e'en  say  gude  ev'n, 
son-in-law !" 

The  auld  Leddy  made  a  formal  curtsey,  to 
which  Mr.  Luzmore  repUed  with  a  bow,  low 
enough  to  satisfy  even  a  ci-devant  beauty ;  and 
when  he  was  alone,  he  whispered  to  himself: 
*'  Her  misfortunes  are  interesting,  if  she,  alas  ! 
is  not    I  will  not  censure*-I  will  not  even 
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xeyiew  her  conduct;  she  has  accepted  my  jpo* 
tectton,  and  she  is  Iienceforth  sacred  ia  mj 
eyea/' 


less 


CHAPTER  XXVL 


lOBANDA  MCDOtJOAL. 


The   liuzmores  had  elegant  apaitmento  at 

the    first    hotel    in    Edinburgh,  and    a  very 

handflome  dinner  waited   some  time  for  the 

anld  Leddy,  and  the  £ur  Miranda.    At  length, 

firom  the  drawing-room  window  Mr.  Lnzmore 

descried  hia  mother-in-law,  on  foot,  (though  the 

day  was  wet)  accompanied  by  Miranda,  and 

foOowed  by  Marmaduke  and  Mistress  Betty, 

the  former  carrying  a   parcel,   the   latter    a 

bandbox. 

The  mixture  of  pride  and  penury  touched 
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Luzmore's  kind  heart.  The  auld  leddy  on 
foot  in  the  rain^  and  yet  with  so  showy  a  fixX- 
man  behind  her. 

"  Do  you  see  your  mother^  my  love  T*  he 
said  to  Bobina,  (who  sate  at  another  window, 
with  Angelina  on  her  knee,  twisting  round  kor 
Mr  and  taper  fingers,  the  long  spiral  ringlets  of 
shaded  gold,  which  hung  on  the  loTely 
shoulders  of  the  litde  beauty).  "  Tou  see  now 
that  Eva  and  I  were  right,  and  that  we  ought 
to  have  sent  the  carriage.  How  vexed  I  sm 
we  did  not" 

"  We  should  have  had  a  long  walk  in  the 
wet  ourseWes/'  pouted  Bobina,  ''for  I  had 
ftithfuUy  promised  that  Angelina  and  I  would 
give  Mctint  a  sitting  to*day;  besides  msBUBs 
has  only  a  few  steps,  as  it  were,  to  come— 
and" 

"Ahl"  said  Luxmore,  playfully,  "a  few 
steps  in  ^  wet  at  your  mother's  age  are  more 
than  as  many  miles  to  younger  and  stranger 
people." 
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"Well/*  retorted  Robam,  ''you  may  be 
yoong  and  atrong  enough  not  to  mind  trudging 
two  miles  in  the  mud^  but  I  own  I  am  not'' 

All  selfiah  people  grow  coarser  as  they  grow 
older.  This  was  the  case  with  Bobina;  she 
often  said  things  now,  which  she  would  not 
hare  dreamt  of  saying,  in  the  greater  delicacy 
and  tinudity  of  girlhood,  and  often  fimcied  she 
▼as  witty  when  she  was  only  ill-natured  and 
peisooaL  Mr,  Luxmore  fdt  wounded^  but  he 
only  said,  with  a  sickly  smile,  "  At  any  rate  I 
am  not  an  old  woman,  Bobuuu'* 

^  Ton  grow  something  very  like  it/'  retorted 
Bobina,  ooaraely.  Some  flatterers  had  per- 
•naded  her  that  she  had  a  genius  for  repartee — 
a  fiital  delusion  I 

Sya  looked  up  from  a  copy  abe  was  setting 
for  little  Angf^lina,  and  saw^  with  a  sinking 
haait,  Luzmore's  lip  quiyer. 

"^  Besides,"  added  Bobina^  eoaxingly-^^tying 
W  child's  sash^  and  gaxing  at  it  with  maternal 

canity-—''  the  nasQr  rain  would  haye  got  our  | 

I 
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beauty's  hair  out  of  curl — ^wouldn't  it,  my  pet? 
and  wetted  the  little  fairy  feet,  and  gpoiled 
Angelina's  pre(ty  new  hat,  and  gay  silk  fro^ 
Naughty  papa,  to  want  to  get  baby's  pretty  hair 
out  of  curl — wasn't  he  naughty,  my  beauty  f ' 

''Shall  I  beat  him,  mamma f  hsped  the 
diild.  ''  Naughty  papa,  to  want  to  det  my  hair 
out  of  turl."  And  slipping  off  her  mamma's 
knee,  she  ran  up  to  Mr.  Luxmore,  and  dendi- 
ing  her  litde  rosy  hand,  began  to  pummel  him 
in  the  back. 

Luxmore  looked  round  to  reprove ;  but  the 
comic  wrath  of  her  exquisite  little  fi^ce  over- 
powered him,  and  catching  her  in  his  arms,  he 
hid  her  &ce  in  his  breast,  and  kissing  her 
beautiful  head  again  and  again,  said,  ''We 
spoil  you,  we  spoil  you,  my  child — and  I  am  as 
guilty  as  any — and  I  shall  weakly  let  it  be  thy 
curse,  and  mine,  and  the  curse  of  all  who  loTe 
thee,  that  thou  wert  bom  and  bred  a  bean^." 

The  seriousness  of  his  yoice  arrested  die 
duld's  attention,  for  she  was  aocustomed  only 
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to  the  soundB  of  flattery  and  cajolery.  By 
nature  senaitiye  and  affectionate^  his  sad  tone 
affected  her  little  heart  (though  she  knew  not 
why) ;  she  looked  up  into  his  &ce,  fixed  on  his^ 
her  large  soft  pellucid  eyes^  of  violet  blue^  and 
gaimg  on  him  with  that  cafan  serious  wonder 
peculiar  to  children,  she  said,  dimbing  up  on 
his  knee,  and  pressing  the  rosy  palms  of  her 
litde  hands,  first  on  his  pale  thin  cheeks,  and 
then  on  his  eyes :  **  Don't  look  to  torry,  dear 
papal  Andelina  isn't  very  angry  and  won't 
best  dou  any  more ;  but  dou  must  never  do  it 
adsin;  my  hair  must  never  det  out  of  turl, 
because  I  am  a  beauty,  you  know  V* 

"  But  it  isn't  pretty  to  say  you're  a  beauty  1" 
said  the  papa,  trying  to  be  serious,  and  hugging 
her  up  in  spite  of  himself,  as  he  saw  her  pity, 
for  what  she  believed  to  be  his  sorrow  at 
having  offended  her,*  had  sent  a  tear  from  the 
long  dark  lashes  of  her  sloping  eyes,  to  her 
downy  and  most  roseate  cheek — ''No  one 
will  think  you  a  beauty  if  you  say  so  yourself." 
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''Isn't  it  true,  deiH*-«iid  didn't  Ion  tell 
Delina  always  to  tell  de  tmt  V* 

Mr.  Lnzmore  was  pusiled ;  he  knew  not 
what  to  say ;  but  £ya,  mare  aocnatomed  to  tdk 
with  children,  said:  ''Yes,  Ang^elina,  when 
you're  asked ;  but  no  one  will  erer  aak  yon  if 
you  are  a  beauty,  so  you  wiU  never  be  oUq^ed 
to  say  you  are.  Now  I  often  think  you  are  a 
very  naughty  little  girl,  but  I  don't  often  teD 
you  so !" 

"  I'm  not  a  naughty  little  girl  den,  Eva,  oo 
nasty  ting,  oo  ugly  ting."  And  she  rusked  at 
Eva,  her'  little  hand  raised  for  imraediatp 
vengeance.     Eva  seixed  both  her  hands. 

"  Isn't  it  naughty,"  she  said,  ''to  beat  papa? 
Isn't  it  naughty  to  be  so  proud  and  ae 
passionate?  Isn't  it  naughty  to  slap  poor 
EvyP' 

By  this  time  the  little  spoiled  beau^,  enraged 
at  this  restraint  ^and  these  reproaches,  had  sat 
up  a  succession  of  violent  screams  and  roars ;  sht 
struggled,  stamped,  and  kicked,  and  finding  sH 
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this  of  no  avails  she  burst  into  a  loud  and  pas* 
donate  fit  of  crjisig. 

Bobina  no  sooner  heard  her  sobs  and  saw 
her  teara^  than  she  came  forth  pale  with  anger. 

''BeaUy.Miaa  Morris,"  she  said/' Pm  not  at 
all  satisfied  with  your  conduct  to  my  child. 
Why  she'll  not  be  fit  to  be  seen  to-morrow — 
shell  spoil  her  eyes  and  complexion.'' 

"  Hioae  are  not  the  most  important  things 
that  will  be  spoilt  in  her/'  said  Eva,  calmly. 

''Oh,  I  despise  all  that  nonsense/'  said 
Bobina,  vainly  trying  to  pacify  her  darling. 
"Qirla  who  take  care  of  their  charms,  and 
make  the  most  of  them,  generally  prosper,  I 
beliere,  while  those  who  only  set  up  for 
moraliatB  and  prudes,  are  apt  to  sink  into  depen- 
dent old  maids  I" 

"  Mrs.  Luzmore/'  said  Eva,  calmly  rising  to 
leave  the  room,  and  only  betraying  her  emotion 
by  the  sudden  pallor  of  her  cheek — ^'you 
iiyure  yourself  &r  more  than  me,  by  language 
like  this.  If  you  are  weary  of  my  dependence. 
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believe  me  I  am  not  less  so,  and  now  that  from 
latent  dislike  you  have  proceeded  to  open  ub- 
kindness,  it  is  high  time  I  should  quit  a  scene, 
where^  the  wish  to  benefit  jour  child  has  akme 
detained  me;  that  object,  now  that  you  penist 
in  breeding  her  up  a  conscious  and  profesMd 
Beauty,  is  of  course  impossible,  and  my  ooca- 
pation  here  is  gone  I*' 

''Stop,  Eva!  stop,  I  implore  you,**  sud 
Mr.  Luxmore,  coming  forward,  his  eyes  flash- 
'ing,  and  an  unwonted  flush  on  his  dieek— 
''  Stop,  Eva,  I  implore  you — and  you,  Bobms,'* 
he  added  sternly — ^for  Bobina,  having  snatched 
her  sobbing  child  to  her  bosom,  was  hurrjing 
away,  to  re*arrange  its  hair  and  its  dre«, 
before  its  grand-mamma's  ^ilr^i^— (that  aoguit 
lady  and  her  friend  Miranda  having  been 
shown  into  a  dressing-room,  to  put  on  the  finerj 
they  had  brought  with  them)—"  Stop,  Bobini, 
/  i>(mmand  you.** 

Bobina  turned  pale  and  quailed,  but  did  not 
disobey.    It  was  the  first  time  she  had  seen 
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her  husband  in  a  passion— the  first  time  he  had 
addressed  her  with  a  raised  voice,  and  flashing 
eyes — the  first  time  he  had  ever  used  the 
language  of  authority. 

'^Tes,  Bobina,  I  command  you  to  apologize 
to  our  best  and  truest  friend,  our  adopted 
sister,  if  so  she  will,  permit  me  (most  respect- 
fully) to  call  her,  for  a  rudeness  and  an  ingra- 
titude at  which  I  know  your  better  feelings  will 
in  a  calmer  moment  revolt.  And  you,  dear 
Eva,  for  the  sake  of  those  whom  your  own 
constant  kindness  and  great  benefits  have  made 
of  some  value  to  you,  forgive  the  mother  for 
the  sake  of  the  helpless  child,  already  sur- 
raunded  by  all  the  perils  which  await,  the  &tal 
gift  of  beauty.  Watch  over  her — protect, 
purify,  and  strengthen  her — ^you,  who  though  so 
beaatifnl,  escaped  the  curse,  of  being  bred  a 
Beauty.  God  grant  my  girl  may  escape  it  too ; 
but  so  &r  I  plead  gmlty — I  have  lent  a  hand 
to  my  child's  ruin.  But,  by  heaven  I  so  heart- 
less, so  selfish,  so  frivolous,  do  I  now  consider 
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all  conscious  and  acknowledged  beantieB  to 
be,  that  I  will  do  my  beat  to  prevent  my  Ange- 
lina from  being  bred  a  beauty;  and  in  tUs 
great  work  I  caU  on  you,  Eva,  to  hdp  me. 
Robina,  I  expect  you  to  express  your  deqp 
regret,  and  to  offer  your  hand  to  the  tniest 
friend  of  your  child  and  ourselves." 

Robina,  weak  and  startled,  saw  there  wu  no 
escape ;  she  made  a  merit  of  necessity,  and 
gracefully  expressed  her  contrition,  and  em- 
braced the  amiable  and  forgiving  Eva. 

The  affectionate  but  passionate  child  seeing 
this,  stretched  out  her  infantine  arms,  and  heU 
up  her  ruby  little  mouth,  saying :  *  Tiss  me  too, 
Eva !  Delina'll  be  a  dood  little  girl,  indeed  she 
will*' — and  just  at  this  moment,  a  serrant 
announced  ''L%dy  McGr^r"  and  Miss  Mi- 
randa McDougaL  The  auld  Leddy,  in  black 
velvet  and  a  Mary  Stuart  cap,  (whidi  the 
Duke  of  H.  had  admired  in  her  youth),  and 
Miranda,  in  a  white  frock,  blue  sash,  coral 
necklace,  Brutus  crop,  and  with  long  black  kid 
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glores  and  red  shoes,  tripped  in  after  her 
august  chaperon,  like  a  Farce  after  Tragedy, 
and  with  a  mixture  of  playfolness  and  senti- 
ment bounded  into  Robina's  arms  I 

The  dinner  was  a  dull  one ;  Eva  was  pale 
and  thoughtful,  Bobina  still  felt  a  keen  though 
hidden  resentment  towards  Mr.  Luxmore  and 
the  poor  proteg^ ;  it  was  so  new  to  her  to  be 
reproyed,  commanded,  humbled  by  him;  her 
hosom  swelled  wifii  wrath  and  revenge  when- 
ever she  thought  of  it  Mr.  Luxmore^  gentle 
and  dignified  as  erer,  had  in  his  manner  even 
an  additional  tinge  of  sadness;  fear  for  his 
child's  future  destiny,  was  mingled  with  a  sad 
conviction  that  his  own  might  have  been  a  hap- 
pier one,  had  he  never  beheld  Bobina.  Lady 
McGrigor  was  out  of  humour,  for  her  feet 
w^e  damp ;  and  Miranda  had  not  only  been 
disappointed  when  going  to  her  fitvorite  shop 
to  get  two  yards  of  sixpenny  ribbon  changed ; 
bvit  her  haberdasher  beau,  engaged  with  more 
profitable  customers,  had  not  waited  on  her:  but 
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as  misfortanes  and  disappointmenlB  nerer 
alonei  the  young  hair-dresser  had  been  muble 
to  attend  her  summons. 

^'  Ye  may  e'en  tak  it  as  a  great  complemeiit, 
dochter,  my  coming  out  the  day/'  said  the  lold 
Leddy.  '*  I  thought  ye  would  ha'  mad  a  point' 
to  gie  me  a  cast  in  the  corriage,  for  I  hae  na* 
my  ain  equipage  in  use  just  noo;  my  add 
coachmon  morried  awa'  fira'  me,  and  its  na'  diot 
easy  to  replace  a  mon  in  sic  a  troosty  sitoatian. 
As  Lord  Ogle  said  to  me  on  the  subject:  '  Te 
hae  too  mony  friends,  ond,'  he  was  pleased  to 
add, '  admirers,  Leddy  McGrigor,  and  are  too 
completely  the  centre  o'  a  circle,  to  run  oaj 
risk,  that  might  entail  a  great  misfertnne  on  sic 
a  number ;'  but  when  I  remember  me  o*  tbe 
fomily  coach,  ond  the  six  long-tailed,'  blad^ 
horses,  wi'  whilk  I  paid  my  visits  in  my  younger 
days,  I  wonder  at  mysel  that  I  am  troodge 
alang  in  the  mood,  like  ony  tradesmon's  gode 
wife;  ond  Fm  the  mair  conreenoed  o'  die 
notural  humiUQr  o'  my  disposition,  a  humility 
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whilk  the  world's  homage^  has  na'  been  able  to 
destroy^  ond  I  canna  but  feel  how  great  a  prize 
pnir  Sir  Grigor  drew  in  the  motrimonial 
lottery  r 

"  Ah— how  cotdd  you  ever  make  up  your 
mind  to  marry  ?"  sighed  Miranda ;  ''  dearest 
Lady,  it  is  a  fearful  step,  to  one  who  feels  that, 
in  making  one  happy,  she  must  make  so  many 
miserable.'*  And  Miranda  glanced  at  a  waiter, 
good-looking  and  well-dressed,  but  evidently 
quite  new  to  his  situation  and  its  duties,  and 
who,  not  yet  sufficiently  accustomed  to  people's 
oddities  to  marvel  at  nothing,  was  wondering 
m  his  own  mind  whether  Miranda  was  yoimg 
or  old,  sane  or  insane,  and  what  she  meant  by 
the  coy  glances  she  cast  at  him,  and  her  affected 
rimper. 

'' Wi'  regard  to  making  mony  miserable  in 
occepting  ain,"  said  Leddy  McGrigor,  ^'I 
cmna  say  I  fasbed  mysel  moocb  aboot  it,  lassie. 
Men  mak  fules  o'  sa  mony  o'  my  sex,  thot  I'm 
glod  when  ain  o'  us  has  charms  eno'  to  poonish 
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a  few  o'  them^  and  avenge  the  wrangg  o*  woman- 
kind. But  eno'  on  this  soobject;  I  bopSj 
Bobina,  we'll  see  the  wee  lassie  after  dinner; 
I'm  tauld  she's  a  perfect  beauty,  and  do  not 
marvel  at  it,  for  beauty  was  aye  an  ottribute  o' 
my  fondly/' 

But  at  this  moment,  a  piercing  cry  from 
Miranda  startled  the  company.  The  inex- 
perienced waiter,  in  putting  a  mould  of  ice  on 
the  table,  destroyed  the  equilibrium  of  tlie 
quivering  pyramid,  and  in  trying  to  remove  it, 
the  dish  slipped  from  his  trembling  hand,  and 
the  whole  mass  of  ice  fell  on  die  neck  and 
shoulders  of  the  destined  Miranda, 

The  poor  waiter,  crimson^and  aj^alled,  stam- 
mered forth  an  apology.  Miranda  rushed  out 
of  the  room,  and  Bobina  and  Eva,  in  ocnuDon 
good  breeding,  rose  to  follow  and  asraat  her. 

They  found  her  in  the  dressing-room,  not 
engaged  in  removing  the  traces  of  the  accidea^ 
but  wringing  her  hands  and  weeing  no- 
lently. 
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•*0h!  Bobina,**  she  cried,  "why  did  I 
come?    Oh  why!  oh  why  T 

''Nay,"  said  Bobina,  "do  not  take  it  so 
much  to  heart;  being  white,  it  will  easily  wash 
^there  is  no  real  harm  done/' 

"What  will  wash?  Oh!  Bobina,  he  must 
wash  oat  this  madness  in  his  tears,  perhaps  in 
ins  blood ;  should  Sir  Davie  ever  know  it ;  but 
wfafltsmltodor 

"^  What  he  do  you  allude  to  V^  asked  Bobina, 
fimcying  her  guest  must  be  insane ;  "  I  say  the 
dress  can  be  washed,  and  in  die  meantime  I 
can  lend  you  one." 

"Oh,  Bobioa,**  cried  Miranda,  "do  you— 
my  diosen  friend,  my  confidante,  my  early 
companion--do  you  know  me  so  litde?  Do 
ytm  bdieve  I  weep  thus  over  a  paltry  dress  ? 
Let  me  speak  to  you  alone.'* 

Bobina   looked  rather  unwilling,   and  felt 

ahnost  as  if  a  mad  person  had  made  the  same 

request;  but  Eva,  who  found  no  delight  in 

isoghing  at  a  fettow  creature's  absurdities,  took 

n2 
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the  hint^  and  returned  to  the  drawmg-room. 
Then  did  Miranda,  having  first  dosed  and 
bolted  the  door,  (a  proceeding  Bobina  did  not 
at  all  like)  exclaim: — ^'What  I  weep  fi>r, 
Bobina,  is  that  man's  folly — that  nnfortonate's 
infatuation." 

"  What  man  T '  Altered  Bobina. 

''What  manr  cried  Miranda;  ''why  Aat 
distinguished-looking  being — ^that  unhappy  Tie- 
tim  of  a  mad  devotion — ^that  $oi-disantwvtaV* 

"  That  waiter  I  what  waiter  f 

"  He  who,  to  common  eyes,  might  seem  a 
waiter;  but  is  to  mine,  some  noUeman  dis- 
guised* Oh,  do  not  shake  your  head,  BoUni ; 
such  things  have  often  been;  Ij  alas!  know 
too  many  instances  of  them ;  I" — and  she  cast 
down  her  eyes — **  have  been,  alas  I  the  filial 
cause  of  so  many  similar,  and,  to  me,  hairowing 
disguises."  • 

Bobina  could  not  help  laughing. 

"Ah,  Bobina  1"  cried  Miranda,  "do  not 
lower  yourself  so  much  in  my  estimation ;  do 
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not  langli  with  the  cold  and  heartless.  Oh^ 
this  world  1  this Vorld  I  I  remember  when  my 
Bobina  had  a  tear  for  the  woes  of  passion^  and 
the  sorrows  of  sentiment— when  a  tale  of  wild 
deyotion^  and  unhappy  loye^  would  have  called 
forth  her  tears^  and  not  her  smiles/' 

''Ton  allude/'  said  Bobina,  resolved,  if  pos- 
sible, to  look  serious — '^  to  the  unhappy  attach- 
ment you  confided  to  me  when  at  McDougal 
Castle.    Is  it  at  an  end  V* 

*'  In  my  heart  it  is ;  in  his  I  fear  it  is  eternal 
now." 

"  Do  you  mean,  he  is  dead  V* 

''Nay,  I  have  no  absolute  proofs  of  his 
death ;  but  I  do  not  think  he  can  have  survived 
my  reproaches  and  those  of  his  own  conscience 
—I  believe  he  is  dead.  And  I  wish  that  he 
had  died  worthy  of  Miranda's  love,  for  then  I 
should  only  mourn  him  with  a  pleasing  sad- 
ness." 

"But  what  did  he  do,"  asked  Bobina, 
smothering  her  laughter  with  her  handkerchief 
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— ^to  forfeit  the  very  high  opision  I  hum 
you  had  of.him  f  * 

''Ah,  now/'  said  Miranda,  iwiBtalring  her 
laughter  for  tears—''  now  I  xeoognise  Bohina— 
now  can  I  nnburthen  my  sad  boaom  of  ki 
weight  of  secret  woe/' 

"  First  I  let  me  ask,  who  was  he  ?  yon  nerer 
told  me  his  name,  or  his  positum." 

"At  that  time  I  knew  it  not  mysel£  He 
took  advantage  of  that  ignoranee  to  decei?e  me. 
Oh,  so  cmelly  i  and  yet,  Bobina,  I  conld  hsre 
forgiven  that  deception,  for  Love  prokqits 
many  such — ^Love  'which  lays  the  shepherd's 
crook  beside  the  sceptre.'  But  worse  than  Ids 
deceit— he  was  weak,  Bobina ;  another  woman 
wooed  him,  and  he  forsook  me — but  to  repeat 
it  bitterly." 

"  Then  you  have  heard  of  him  since  f ' 

"Ohnol" 

"How  did  you  know  then  of  his  repent- 
ance T 

"A  voice  in  my  own  heart  suggested  it»  sod 
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an  echo  soid^  'Amen' — ^AmenJ  It  was  his 
&Yoimte  expression ;  it  was  kb  deep,  emphatic^ 
flonofons  'Ainen/  whenerer  I  tittered  a  senti- 
ment, or  expressed  a  wish,  that  won  my  soul/' 

<*Tell  me  then  who  he  Was,  and  how  it 
ended.  You  say,  when  I  Was  at  McDougal 
Gsitle,  yoa  knew  nor  his  name,  nor  his  posi* 
tion." 

^  I  blnsh  to  own  it— I  met  him  one  day  in 
a  ne^hbooring  Tillage ;  a  troop  of  idle  boys 
were  near  at  hand,  playing  ih  a  field ;  he  sate 
upon  a  fidlen  tree,  and  looked,  BobiHA-^he 
looked  more  than  honian,  sealed  on  that  sttimp  I 
The  idle  boys  molested  jrour  Miranda ;  he  flew 
to  my  succour,  and  drove  them  off  with  some 
weapon  (I  iiorget  now  what)  but  an  efficient 
<ae,  for  they  fled.  I,  blushing,  thanked  my 
preserrer.  We  met  again,  again,  and  yet  again. 
He  told  me  he  was  poor,  but  nobly  bom — his 
name  Fits-Hodgeyille — and  that  he  was  in  the 
ehtoeh.  He  wrote  me  many  letters,  in  a  hand 
an  angel  might  be  proud  of.    We  met  often. 
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too  often^  for  at  last  I  forgot  what  I  owed 
myself^  a&d  that  a  poor  parson  was  no  fit  matdi 
for  Miranda  McDougal.  At  his  request  I 
realised  and  confided  to  him  what  property  I 
had,  and  I  agreed  to  elope  with  him.  Oh, 
Bobina,  when  we  parted  upon  that  undentsnd- 
ing,  and  I  said,  '  When  next  we  meet,  liti- 
Hodgeville,  we  meet  to  part  no  more'— he 
raised  his  fine  eyes,  and  his  wild  and  deep 
'Amen !'  awoke  not  merely  all  the  echoes  of 
the  grove^  but  those  of  my  maiden  hetrt, 
besides/' 

''And  then?"  asked  the  carious  BoUna. 

"And  thoQ,  I  saw  him  no  more !" 

"But  did  he  carry  off  yonr  propertjrr 
asked  Bobina,  who  was  yery  matter-of-fiict 

"  I  know  not  what  became  of  it/'  replied  the 
simple  Miranda;  "for  a  time  I  believe  I  was  a 
maniac ;  besides  my  acquaintance  with  him  had 
been  clandestine^  and  I  dared  not  even  aUude 
to  it.  What  I  belieye  is,  that  his  fiital  beaotjr, 
and  his  deep  sonorous  voice,  induced  some  bold 


MI&AKPA  MC.DOUGAL.  273 

adventiiress  to  make  those  advances  to  him 
which  your  coy  Miranda  never  wotdd  have 
dared  She  probably  beguiled  me  of  his  affec- 
tions, and  him  of  my  funds,  for  he  toeu  dis- 
interested and  seemed  scarce  to  see  me  or  to 
heed  me,  when  I  put  them  in  his  pocket." 

^' And  was  he  what  he  had  represented  ?" 

"Alas,  no  1  I  am  ashamed  to  own,  he  was  no 
Fiti-Hodgeville,  but  simply  Mr.  Hodge.  Bo- 
bina,  he  was  in  the  church  indeed,  but  not  a 
dergymaa;  I  blush  to  own  he  was  nothing 
but  a  derk  I" 

''No  marvel  then,*'  laughed  Bobina,  ''at 
his  wonderful,  'Amen,' " 

"Enough  of  that r  said  Miranda.  "The 
boys  from  whom  he  rescued  me,  no  wonder  he 
could  awe  them — ^they  were  his  village  school ! 
And  yet,  Bobina,  so  devoted  was  I  to  this  too 
fatal  man,  that  derk  and  schoolmaster  as  he 
was,  had  he  but  really  been  Fitz-Hodgeville,  I 
would  have  followed  him  in  beggary  through 
tbe  world  I  but  enough  of  him.  Since  then, 
v6 
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your  poor  Miranda  haa  been  wooed  by  numy 
— and  in  many  disguiaesj  ahe  detecta  the  daring 
lovers.  Two  baye  occupied  her  aad  heart  ci 
late  more  perhaps  than  becomea  its  widowed 
state ;  one  has  condescended  for  her  poor  sake 
to  the  drudgery  of  a  shop,  merely  to  touch  her 
finger  as  he  matches  the  artide  she  proflfers— 
another,  fer  the  silly  purpose  of  iipcfiting  widi 
her  tresses,  assumes  the  hair-dreeser— «nd  now 
I  see  another  victim  in  this  waiter  !*^ 

Bobina  turned  away  to  hide  her  mirth. 

"  Ah,  weep,  Bobina,"  she  exclaimed;  ^  b«t 
weep  for  me,  not  them.  You  must  have  marked 
his  bearing,  his  fixed  gaae,  his  mexperieaoe, 
and  finally  his  agitation;  how  can  I  meat  hia 
eyes  again !" 

''  You  must,  and  so  the  sooner  the  better. 
Let  me  ring  for  my  maid  to  help  yen  to  dreae. 
I  fear  I  must  now  hasten  badr  to  mamma ;  ahe 
longs  to  see  AugeTina ;  remember  my  wardrobe 
IB  at  your  service^  and  if  yon  really  Aread  to 
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see  that  disguised  adorer  again,  perhaps  I  can 
c^ntriye  to  dispense  with  his  attendance  T' 

''Oh  no!  oh  dear  noP'  said  Miranda,  ''do 
not  trouble  yourself,  dear — ^I  would  rather  awe 
than  eTade  him*    Let  me  not  detain  you." 

Miranda  longed  to  array  herself  in  some  of 
Bobina's  finery.  Bobina  left  her  to  the  pleasing 
taak^  and  hastened  up-etairs  in  search  of  her 
litde  Angelina. 
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THB  TOILBT  OF  AN  IKFAKT   BBAXTTT. 

Bobina  found  her  child  attended  by  her  old 
nurse,  (Mrs.  Posset,  whom  the  reader  may 
remember  at  her  birth)  Bobinet,  her  manmu'i 
maid,  and  Mademoiselle  Fichu  (her  own.) 
These  three  silly  women  were  all  engaged  in 
adorning  and  flattering  the  little  Beauty,  whom 
they  had  placed  on  an  ottoman  opposite  • 
cheval  glass,  and  who  seemed  already  to  take 
a  coquettish  pleasure  in  gasing  at  the  channs 
they  so  lauded. 

The  mother  (vain  fool !)  was  pleased  ratber 
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than  shocked  at  the  scene  which  met  her  yiew^ 
as  she  opened  the  door ;  Bobinet  was  £Bistening 
a  tiny  pearl  buckle  into  the  -  white  satin 
slipper  of  the  in&nt  Beauty^  who  stamped  her 
Htde  foot  with  impatience ;  Mademoiselle 
Fichu  was  trying,  with  some  odious  French 
pommade,  to  confine  to  one  formal  boundary 
the  rich  masses  of  the  Beauty's  golden  hair. 
The  old  nurse  was  tying  the  broad  silk  sash 
that  marked  the  little  waist 

'^Well/'  said  Bobinet,  affecting  not  to  see 
Mrs.  Luzmore — *'  you  sweet  darling  little 
beauty !  you  do  take  arter  your  mar,  that's  for 
certain — a  more  perfect  cherubim  I  never  did 
see  !'• 

*'  TTl  kick  off  my  shoe  if  you're  any  longer/' 
cried  the  impatient  child ;  "  and  I'll  kick  dou 
— ^I  want  to  go  and  see  de  company,  and 
mamma  wants  me,  because  I'm  such  a  beauty, 
you  know !" 

''Ah  that  you  be!"  cried  the  nurse,  "you 
blessed  little  hangill;  and  I'm  glad  you  knows 
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you're  eich  a  beauty ;  then  perhaps  you  won't 
go  for  to  throw  yourself  away  some  of  dteie 
days ;  haye  a  proper  pride  in  your  pretty  leli^ 
my  pet^  and  then  you'll  make  a  good  market  of 
yourself  j  look  in  the  glass^  and  then  you  wos't 
go  for  to  stoop  and  pidc  up  nothing.  Wxft 
goodness  graciotts,  patience  from  HeafO!,  if 
there  aint  Missus^  a  listening  to  all  my  noa- 
sense ;  but  I  can't  help  telling  the  baby  whst  a 
Beauty  she  is." 

h  sach0  la  pM^  oojueUe!  elU  ed  hJh  i 
miracle!  n^utcepae  man  choM,  turn  Hen  joli$9 
n*e$t  06  pas  ni  amour  ?" 

*'  Otiij  ma  homnei^  lisped  Angelina. 

As  ber  mamma  proudly  ^yaw^w^  \gi  dsr- 
lu^s  dress-—''  I  see  nothing  amiss  hers^"  she 
said  at  lengthy  afker  a  dose  sarutiny, ''  ezospt 
that  that  bow  is  rather  large.  Nurse!  and  I 
think.  Fichu,  you  might  tie  her  hair  with  fahe 
bows." 

''Ah,  Madame,  a  Hen  raimmr   said  Ife 
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French  nudd;  ''  le  bleu  (fut  U  ford des  hhndes 
^Madame  ut  adorable,  twee  cette  counmne  de 
bleuets,  ei  cette  robe  lieu  de  dd--^  Mademoi- 
seUe  tient  de  Madame  un  feint  de  Ue  et  de 
roies.** 

"  Taisez  ume,  ma  bonne  Fkhu^^  cndd  Bobina^ 
evidently  much  pleased. 

''And,  Bobinetj  put  on  her  little  blue  French 
8hoe»— they  make  her  feet  look  smaller  stilL'' 

''Qh^desewiU  dor  said  the  wearied  child ; 
''  dose  blue  shoes  hart  my  toot*" 

''No,  dearest  child,  tfiey  fit  you  eauctly; 
come,  be  a  good  girl-^  is  so  pretty  to  have  a 
very  small*lbot,  my  beauty !" 

"  But  it  isn't  tomfortable/'  said  the  child. 

"Lor  bless  her  heart,"  said  the  old  niMe, 
"no  more  it  'taint  Donfee  pinch  up  her 
little  feety  ma'am-^ifll  only  spoil  'em—^now 
donfeel" 

"Nurse!"  said  Bofaina, witk all  the  dignity 
of  a  mother— '^  never  interfere  in  these  matters, 
I  b^;  if  there  is  one  thing  more  than  another 
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that  I  dislike  and  despise  in  a  woman,  it  ift-* 
a  large  footi  Now  let  me  see  if  all  is  ri^ 
Is  her  hair  thoroughly  brushed  V* 

**  I  brushed  it  myself,  ma'am,  for  two  honn," 
said  Bobinet. 

''Her  eyes  seem  a  little  red — ^I  hope  she 
hasn't  been  crjning  or  poring  over  that  stapid 
primer  T* 

''  La,  bless  ye,  ma^am,  her  eyes  be  as  bright 
as  diamonds,  and  as  like  youm  as  two  peas." 

''  I  think  she  is  a  Utde  tanned,  nurse !"  cried 
the  mother,  with  real  alarm. 

''  Tanned,  ma'am,  why  the  blessed  babe  has 
a  double  veil,  and  a  parasol  held  orer  her 
whenever  she  goes  out." 

"A  nasty  veil,'"  said  the  child;  "I  tant 
breathe,  mamina.  Let  me  go  down — ^I  want  to 
see  papa,  and  Eva,  and  grandmamma,  and  the 
lady,  and  to  have  a  cake  and  strawberries." 

<<  You  must  eat  nothing  but  what  Igive  yon^ 
my  beauty ;  eating  sweet  things  will  make  yoa 

ugly." 
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"  Come^  come,  mamma !"  said  the  little  im- 
patient Mrj,  dancing  on  before — ^'^  there,  do 
hare  done>  nurse !" 

*'  Stop,  my  love,  walk  prettily,  like  a  young 
lady,  and  a  beauty — don't  romp — don't  get 
your  hair  out  of  curl." 

"  Has  she  taken  her  lesson  of  Monsieur  le 
Zephyr,  Fichu  r 

"  Ouij  Madame,  et  U  nCoBWure  que  Mademoi' 
idkproJUe  beaucaup  et  qtieUe  donee  d^'i  comme 

"Very  weU,  then  all  is  right — I  am  quite 
satisfied ;  if  she  looks  beautiful  and  dances  well, 
she  will  do,"  laughed  the  vainest  of  vain 
mothers. 

'^  Ouiy  Madame,  a  tanl  d^eepnJb  la  beauti  et  la 
danse,  voUa  tout  ce  qu^il  faut,  avec  oela  ou  peut 
detemr,  Madame  la  Ducheeee.^' 

The  auld  Leddy,  who  had  not  seen  her 
grand-child  before,  was  a  little  startled  out  of 
her  coldness  and  hauteur  by  the  uncommon 
beauty  of  the  little  &iry,  who,  with  a  firank  kind 
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of  fasdnatioii^  loyely  in  all,  but  inresiBdibU  in  a 
beauty,  went  up  to  her,  and  pattiog  htt  Httk 
hand  into  her  grandmamma's,  said:  ''I  Ion 
you  because  you^re  gtandmamma ;  wiU  yon 
lore  me  f  ererybody  loves  Delina,  beeaose  Fm 
a  beauty  !*' 

''She's  euedy  idiat  I  was  at  her  age,**  slid 
the  old  lady,  actually  lifting  the  child  into  tbs 
lap  of  her  damask  satin  dress.  **  Why  shell  be 
the  belle  of  her  age,  as  his  grace  the  Duke  of 

H was  pleased  to  say  I  was.    BoUns,  I 

congratulate  you  I  Beauty  is  the  gresteit 
treasure  woman  can  poososs  for  Beantj  n 
power,  influence,  wealth,  consequence,  and  ihe 
added,  curling  her  lip,  love  for  those  who  pio- 
fess  sentiment,  which  I  own  I  never  did. 
Bobina,  you  are  a  happy  woman^-yonr  child  ii 
a  perfect  Beauty-^you  were  a  pretty  giri—bnt 
your  litde  one  is  what  I  was  mysdf  I  ihall 
take  a  great  interest  in  her,  and  I  do  hope  die 
will  indeed  make  the  most  of  such  eattraordiosry 
advanti^es.     Education  wiH  do  a  good  dssl, 
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bat  I  do  not  wiih  her  lent  to  schooL  Ton,*' 
she  wluspered  to  her  daughter-^'' you  did 
pretty  well,  but  I  beUere  brought  up  under  my 
own  eye,  you  would  haye  done  much  better; 
instead  of  a  wealthy  commoner,  you  might  now 
be  a  wealdiy  peeress.  I  hope  Axigelina  will 
ispie  to  the  strawberry  leares  at  least  1" 

''Oh,  I  hope  sot**  fervently  ejaculated  the 
mother. 

Poor  Utde  Beauty  1  at  this  moment  she  was 
nach  more  intent  on  the  strawberries  than  on 
the  strawberry  leaves;  but  each  age  has  its 
)bject,  and  the  Beauty  of  four,  wept  as  bitterly 
^hen  her  mamma,  urged  by  her  grandmamma, 
»ok  away  her  strawberries,  lest  fruit  should 
njure  her  complexion,  as  a  belle  of  nineteen 
night  weep  in  secret  if  she  saw  the  leaves  she 
^  plotted  for  and  pined  for,  snatched  from 
lier  grasp. 

"  Thank  Heaven  !**  thought  Eva,  who  fondly 
ioved  her, ''  she  is  so  much  and  so  really  a  child 
that  their  destructive  praises  of  her  beauty 
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cannot  conBole  her  for  the  loss  of  her  straw- 
berries. I  had  rather  see  her  greedy  than 
▼ain,  for  at  any  rate  the  former  fknlt  is  natozil 
to  her  as  a  child.** 

And  while  Lady  McGrigor  and  her  daughter 
discussed  together  future  plans  fer  the  Beauty's 
aggrandizementr— end  Mr.  Luzmore  formed  a 
counterplot  for  her  education  as  a  ntioDal 
being  —  Eya  stole  quietly  to  the  nursery, 
whither,  for  the  sake  of  her  looks,  her  mamma 
had  sent  her  to  bed ;  and  dismisKing  Fichu  and 
Mrs.  Posset,  who  were  glad  enough  to  go— the 
former  to  her  'Uasse  de  cafP^  and  French 
noyel,  the  latter  to  her  tea  and  ''  leastest  drop 
of  rum" — she  tried,  with  a  gentle  patience  and 
an  earnest  love,  to  root  out  all  the  vain  and 
worldly  lessons  of  the  day,  and  to  plant  in  their 
stead  the  seeds  of  piety  and  truth  and  yirtue. 
She  told  the  little  one,  who  to  all  other  gifts 
added  the  dangerous  one  of  genius  and  its 
hand-maid,  lively  fancy,  many  a  pret^  story. 
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proving  the  worthlessnefis  of  being  beautiful^ 
and  the  merit  of  being  good. 

''But  I  am  a  beauty^  you  know^  £ya^'*  lisped 
the  child^  with  a  fsutcination  and  expression 
which  almost  made  Eva  catch  her  to  her  quiet 
hearty  so  exquisite  did  it  make  that  beauty — ''  I 
am  a  beauty^  you  know ;  I  tant  help  dat ;  but 
111  be  a  good  girl  too  I'* 

^'Tes^  God  grant  itl  God  in  his  mercy 
grant  it  I'*  fidtered  Era,  her  tears  gushing  forth 
oyer  the  child's  upraised  &ce.  ''And  now  what 
did  DeUna  promise  Eva  never  to  forget  ?" 

"  To  say  my  prayers  every  night  and  every 
morning;  and  so  I  will — only  don't  cry— come, 
m  say  them  now." 

And  kneeling  in  Eva's  lap,  with  clasped 
hands,  and  £eu)e  resting  on  her  best  friend's 
bosom,  the  little  child  prayed — as  I  would  we 
could  all  pray;  Too  young  to  have  erred  much 
—too  young,  to  doubt,  to  cavil,  to  mcestigaie, 
or  rather  to  darkeni — ^Innocence  and  Faith, 
these  were  in  the  little  one's  heart — ^Innocence 
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which  can  only  rise  to  Tirtoe  when  it  his  been 
sorely  tried — and  Faith  which  taught  her  to 
believe  lips  that  she  felt  conld  never  lie.  And 
the  wisest  of  wise  men,  after  the  study  of  alife, 
could  do  no  more  than  that  little  child,  nain^, 
believe  what  he  can  never  understand.  Happy, 
thrice  happy,  if  his  science  and  his  lore  bnng 
him  to  her  wisdom  1 

With  the  Saviour's  name  i:q^n  her  Up,  <mx 
little  one  fell  asleep.  And  oh,  we  will  not 
quite  despair  even  of  a  Beauty— even  of  Ange- 
lina, bom  and  bred  a  beauty — if  through  life* 
its  many  temptations  and  its  many  trials,  die 
preserve  ihe  one  habit  instilled  at  this  esilj 
season  by  poor  Eva  Morris — the  habit  of  giring 
her  last  waking  thought  to  Heaven ;  in  otbei 
words,  of  dosing  the  noisy,  garish,  and  beguil- 
ing day,  with  those  beat  va^ers,  tiie  prayer  of 
Imiooence  and  Fai^L 
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THE    LIFE  OF  A  BEAUTY. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE     FLIOHT     OF     TIMB. 


Years  rolled  on^  and  Time  brought  its  wonted 
changes.  The  proud  were  grown  prouder — 
the  Tain  were  grown  yainer — ^the  cold,  colder — 
the  take,  more  &lse — the  weak,  weaker — the 
Mglj,  uglier — ^the  old  were  older  than  ever — and 
even  many  fiedr  were  fedr  no  more  I  on  the  other 
hand,  the  true  were  truer — ^the  kind,  kinder — 
the  good,  better — ^waning  stars  were  set  for 
VOL.  hl  b 
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eTer,  and  creecent  moons  were  reaching  their 
full.  Among  the  old  who  had  grown  older, 
and  the  proud^  prouder^  Lady  McGhrigor  took 
a  foremost  place ;  among  the  weak  who  were 
weaker ;  Miranda  McDongal  figured;  asMiig 
the  vain  and  falscj  we  find  Bobina;  and  among 
the  good  and  true,  who  were  better-  and  truer, 
Eva  Morris,  and  Mr.  Liuunore. 

In  the  hospitable  home  of  the  latter,  Lady 
Mc.Grigoij  and  her  constant  companion,  the 
romantic  Miranda,  had  bow  principally  resided 
for  some  years.  No  kindness,  no  forbearance, 
no  courtesy,  and  no  true  Christian  charity,  (in 
its  most  general  sense)  had  been  wanting  in 
the  noble-hearted  Luxmore,  towards  his  Tery 
haughty^  thankless,  and  egotistical  mothei-iB- 
law,  and  his  coquettish  and  heartless  wift ;  but 
each  bom  and  bred  a  beamty„  in  her  own 
generation,  received  eyery  wtdeserred  token  of 
hia  goodness,  as  a  tribute  due  to  her  own  meritt 
and  the  opinion  of  each  was  not  how  anch 
he  gave,  but  how  much  more  she  deserred. 
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Sm  Maixis^  ttill  lovely^  and  among  f^  goo^ 
who  were  crea  better^  had  glided  ntttora&y 
and  qfoietlj  mto  the  preceptreaa  of  the  yonng 
Angftfinji;  and  tkoagh  hev  mother^  her  grand- 
BoAlMr,  and  all  her  BUfloamed  frientb,  did 
their  utmoal  to  poiaon  witli  flattery  her  young 
heart  and  mind,  Eira  and  Mr.  Lwzmore  had 
done  ao  wdi,  that  at  fonarteen,  more  lovely  in 
pacsQi^  and  in  taloBt  more  admired  and  Hare 
flattered  than  any  other  damxing  beauty  of  thie 
day^  ahe  waa  not  quite  apoihu 

BriHianry  ol  intellect^  and  gontume  warmth 
of  hearty  which  lend  even  to  a»  moderaitely 
pcetty  wonian,  a  begoilttg  and  inexplicable 
&«Gmaition,  uailad  with  the  rare  Wellness  of 
^  youa^  Angelina  to  make  her  in^^Hy  anA 
ixre«atiUy  bowit^hing.  With  fiur^  £ur  more 
poBtjonal  beaaQr  th3n  hei  mother  (even  in  hor 
beqt  diqia)  eo^ld  boaat^  sh^  had  the  aoul^  the 
8MrtaTOCTt»  tke  fine  brow^  and  the  deep  and 
^bqncgat  eyce  of  hev  ftlher;  and  added  to 
thflK  laore  and  real  chavms,  ahe  had  cai;ight  % 
b2 
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Bomethisg  of  the  gentle  dignity  and  femixune 
elegance  of  the  quiet  Era  Moms.  Not  bat 
what  the  yainity  of  the  petted  and  courted 
beauty^  would  constantly  laugh  and  sparkle  oat 
of  those  exquisite  eyes — and  then  she  wu  a 
younger  and  a  loyelier  Bobina;  but  a  word 
sadly  kind  from  Era,  a  mournful  glance  from 
her  poor,  her  fond  and  invalid  fuher,  woold 
change  the  saucy  glances  for  the  large  teut— 
the  rich  rose  of  her  cheek  for  the  lovelier  snow- 
drop— and  bring  her  to  her  father's  arms,  or 
her  friend's  bosom — a  fairer  and  more  be- 
witching Eva. 

Though  some  years  were  wanting  of  the 
time  appointed  for  the  introduction  of  die 
Beauty  into  the  ''  British  World  of  Fashion/' 
she  was  already  celebrated.  Portraits  of  Ai^ 
Una  Luxmore,  under  the  names  of  **  The  Boss 
Unique/*  and  ''L'akge  aux  yeux  hlbux," 
and  ''The  Toumoest  of  the  Giiaces/'  had 
already  smiled  from  the  print  shops,  delightiDg 
her  mother's  yain  heart,  and  offending  her 
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Other's  better  taste.    Whenever  she  walked 
out,  she  was  gazed  at^  pointed  out^  followed;  a 
little  crowd  would  press  round  her^  when  in 
early  girlhood,  with  the  heart  of  a  child,  bat 
too  much  of  the  stature  of  the  woman  tor  her 
years,  she  delighted  herself  with  the  toys  and 
baubles  of  the  bazaars ;  and  the  innocent  and 
young  delight  she  took  in  ^*  seeing**  was  soon 
exchanged  for  a  far  more  questionable  pleasure 
in,  ^*  being  seen.**    How  early,  alas !  her  interest 
in  looking    at  a  doll,  was   exchanged  for   a 
coquettish  satisfaction   in   the  comments,  the 
gaze,  and  the  glances  of  those  who  were  only 
emptier  and  more  pernicious  puppets.    How 
early  she  wished  to  discard  the  frilled  trowsers, 
the  sash,  and  the  round  hat,  which  stamped  her 
a  child— and  how  already  she  longed  for  the 
time  when  she  might  openly  receive  all  that 
homage  which  now  was  only  paid    her    by 
stealth,  and  under  the  sanction  of  her  being 
''a  child.''    And  a  child,  her  vain  mother  was 
now  anxious  she  should  be,  as  long  as  possible* 
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For  as  her  own  beauty  and  jouth 
anxiety  about  iter  rank  as  a  Mb 
She  was  vain  indeed  of  her  daugbte 
ing  loTeliBess^  but  she  felt  noth 
mother's  natural  and  sublime  de^j 
moting  that  daughter's  making  the 
mate  and  xioble  Mse  she  might,  of  tb 
of  beauty — ^namely,  the  securing, 
freshness  was  gone  from  her  own  ck 
own  feelings^  an  honest  heart  ai 
home.  £obma  was  always  on  t 
make  her  daughter  out  younger  tb 
became  she  hoped  thereby  to  take 
m  the  world's  opinion^  from  the  ye 
laling  faster  than  she  wished  up 
head. 

She  coukl  not  deny  herself  the 
seeing  Angehna  admired,  of  seein 
plftely  eclipse  many  an  eayied  A« 
whenever  mhe    had    company  (ani 
wbeneyer  she  did  not  dine  outj 
appeared   at   dessert,    and    the  a 
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Iko^lit  tkat  «ll  the  gay  moi  imd  «oimoisseiirB 
m  beacatf  wlican  flhe  ftncied  alliired  by  her  own 
aUtractkaifl^  bore  with  the  long  diimer  Ibr  the 
mkt  of  fbe  brief  hatf-honr^  dtcring  which  Wm 
Loxmore  wb8  allowed  to  coiBe  down  and  take 
half  a  ^Laea  of  wine  and  hdf  an  orange,  or  a 
co&ple  t>f  strawbemes.  it  was  a  very  awkward 
peotion  for  a  Teiy  womanly  girl  of  fifteen,  aoid 
nothing  but  the  natnral  grace,  tact,  and  lor^- 
neaa  off  Angefina,  conld  have  carried  her 
thxough  it. 

Her  mother  too,  ibr  the  tnke  of  her  own 
jayenility,  would  have  her  daaghter  dressed  i 
fenfcad  on  these  occasions.  She  fid  not  know, 
that  widi  her  scarlet  silk  aash,  her  embroidered 
troweers,  ntd  her  rich  hair,  hanging  braided  to 
its  fen  lenglih  and  tied  wilh  ribbons,  Angdiina 
looked  &r  more  like  a  young  snitana,  or  a 
ftivorite  Odaliqae,  than  an  English  t^d. 

Most  Tain,  most  heartlem,  and  most  frirokniB 
llie  Beauty  nroat  hare  become,  under  the  goid*^ 
ance  of  Lady  Mc.Grigor  and  her  daugher,  but 
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for  Era  and  Mr.  Luzmore.  And  eyen  as  it 
was^  it  is  80  much  more  easy  to  learn  foUj  than 
wisdom — so  much  more  pleasant  to  yield  to, 
vanity  than  to  resist  it — so  much  more  begoiling 
an  occupation  to  the  young  girPs  heart,  to  diesSj 
and  flaunt,  and  smile,  and  be  admired,  than  to 
think,  and  study,  and  stay  at  home  and  be 
esteemed — ^that  in  spite  of  mornings  in  Mr. 
Luzmore's  dressing-room,  and  soUd  reading  to 
the  poor  invalid  beside  his  couch — and  in  spite 
of  sweet  counsels  and  eyening  confeanons  with 
Eya  Morris — ^Angelina  the  Beauty  was,  at  sx- 
teen,  alas  I  a  Coquette  1 

Not  a  Coquette  in  the  worst  acceptation  of 
the  word — ^not  feigning  loye  for  the  purpose  of 
winning  it — ^not  deliberately  delighting  in 
another's  anguish,  repaying  truth  with  perfidy, 
and  devotion  with  scorn — not  degrading  the 
innocence  of  girlhood  and  the  dignity  of  her 
sex,  by  making  advances  and  courting  homagef 
but  still  delighting  to  receive  it,  still  preferring 
flattery  to  truth,  the  admiration  of  the  Many  to 
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the  esteem  of  the  Few— often  leaving  her  tried 
and  devoted  friend  Eva  Morris,  for  the  inter- 
ested praises  of  envious,  but  yet  flattering, 
women,  who  accepted  the  generoos  girl's  pre- 
sents, and  wished  to  be  always  asked  to  her 
mother's  parties — still  more  fascinated  by  the 
idea  of  being  a  brilliant  star,  to  dazzle  and  to 
shine  in  public,  than  a  calm  and  holy  light 
to  enliven  and  to  cheer  some  dear  and  quiet 
home. 

The  only  person,  who,  though  not  at  all 
blind  to  Angelina's  beauty,  and  even  more 
keenly  alive  to  the  rarer  graces  of  her  mind 
and  manners,  and  endearing  tenderness  of  her 
warm  though  faulty  heart,  was  a  young  man 
distantly  related  to  Mr.  Luxmore — ^very  poor, 
but  dignifying  poverty  by  a  modest  pride  and 
noble  self-dependence.  They  had  been  play- 
mates in  in&ncy — had  Angelina  Luxmore  and 
George  Damly ;  they  had  been  companions  in 
dildhood ;  and  Mrs.  Luxmore  had-  so  great  a 
dread  that  they  might  become  lovers  in  youth, 
B  5 
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that  ahe  bad  wmtziTed  csmsity  to  wouaid  George 
Dimlj'f  mother^  «od  that  wm  indeed  to  wovad 
and  offend  hizoBeli 

Poor  Gaoiyel  he  had  mwh  to  slruggk 
agaiiuit;  that  nother  whom  he  loved  io  weU, 
bo  bad  areafon  to  fear,  when  he  grew  old 
enough  to  reason  as  well  as  to  feel,  that  she  bsd 
Utde  dsim  oa  tlist  loye**-4»id  <m  his  reipQCt 
uooe  I  The  stoqr  went  that  a  cousin  of  Hr. 
Lazmore*s  had  wooed  and  won  her ;  it  was  the 
old  tsle~?nwrni^  prcmised^ruin  onljreatiied, 
woman  weak,  and  man  ungratefol;  bat  Amy 
Parnly  was  poor  and  of  low  estate;  her  low 
was  of  abigband  hai^bty  ftmilj ;  theycsUed 
themselves  prond  and  &r  shore  sndi  an  iumm» 
they  &rbade  it,  threatening  bim  wilb  their 
purse. 

They  fi)iu»d  out^  bowerer,  that  be  was  oftea 
seen  in  diegnise  Inrkiiig  in  the  neighbonrbood 
of  poor  Amy's  home  >  but  be  talked  of  manias 
and  maintenance  no  more  to  them,  and  ibej 
fi>7ga?e  bim.    Tbey  oovld  fosi^vt  a  sws  ers^ 
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if  ht  meanlf  deo^ved  and  •edooed  a  poov 
oonfiding  girl,  but  tkej  must  hare  disowned 
one  who  married  b^ieath  him  I  for  Ibey  were 
of  this  world.  Well^  as  the  old  uUyij  eyer  ]»^ 
and  as  this  was  whispered  too^-first  oama  the 
LoTe  that  ccmqaers  Shame,  and  then  the  Shame 
that  comquers  Love;  in  other  words»  Amy 
loved  and  became  a  mother,  and  shame  drow|k- 
ia;  the  mother's  instincts  in  her  heart,  she  oon- 
oesled  the  birth,  and  caused  the  child  to  be  left 
one  day  in  a  bower  in  Luzmore  Park,  where 
diefiiat  olgect  on  which  it  opened  its  large, 
dnrk,  wondering  eyes,  was  Mr.  Luzmore— our 
floead. 

He  guessed  the  story,  for  he  knew  something 
of  Us  cousin  and  of  this  poor  Amy. 

His  cousin  was  serring  with  his  regiment 
abroad.  Mr.  Luxmore  det^mined  to  write  to 
Um,  to  see  Amy,  and  in  the  meantime  to  have 
«v^  care  taken  of  the  Uttle  one.  It  was  Tery 
eady  morning,  when,  being  (as  the  unhappy 
t^nerslly  are)  a  yery  early  riser,  he  had  dis- 
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covered  this  child^  well  wrapped  up,  and  lyifig 
on  the  seat  He  determined  to  go  to  the  hotise 
and  fetch  a  woman  to  attend  it,  when  he 
thought  he  saw  a  rustling  among  the  trees; 
and  in  a  moment  more  he  heard  hurried  atept. 
Hastily  concealing  himself,  he  watched;  itwai 
poor  Amy:  pale  as  the  dead,  her  long  hair  wel 
with  the  morning  dews,  and  misery  in  ewy 
feature,  she  came  back;  a  thousand  fean  and 
misgivings  had  beset  her  mother-heart  directly 
she  could  see  the  bower,  where  she  had  left  her 
child,  no  more.  Love  again  triumphed  oTer 
SSiame,  and  she  came  to  carry  it  away  with 
her,  and  with  it  to  &ce  the  cold  and  jeering 
world. 

''I  cannot  leave  thee,  poor  outcast P' ahe 
cried,  sinking  on  her  knees  beside  it,  and 
snatching  it  to  her  bosom*;  "  the  world  will 
brand  thy  mother— judge,  condemn  unjusdy,  if 
it  did  but  know  my  story ;  yet  still  it  will  con- 
demn and  punish ;  but  I  am  thy  mother  stiBt 
and  I  cannot  leave  thee,  even  to  the  chaaoe  of 


tHB  FUOHT  OF  TIMS. 


IS 


being  fostered    by  the   best^   the    noblest  of 


men! 


She  covered  the  child  with  her  mantle  and 
hurried  out.  Mr.  Luxmore^  too  delicate  and 
considerate  to  surprise  her^  waited  till  she  was 
moving  through  the  shrubbery,  and  then  he 
joined  her.  He  spoke  in  words  of  pity,  and 
she  wept — ^the  first  refreshing,  cooling  tears  she 
had  wept  for  months.  He  promised  protection 
and  help,  and  he  spared  her  the  anguish  of 
tell^  her  story. 

He  never  forsook  her;  he  secured  her  a 
small  competence,  and  placed  her  in  a  cottage 
of  his  own  and  on  his  own  estate.  Bobina,  who 
soon,  when  she  dwelt  at  Luxmore  Park,  found 
out  the  beautiful  recluse,  admitted  her  to  a  sort 
of  half  acquaintanceship,  partly  from  curiosity, 
partly  fit>m  a  love  of  patronage.  Mr.  Luxmore, 
in  those  days  of  delusion,  believed  she  did  it 
from  the  overflowings  of  an  innocent  heart; 
and  that  she  might  not  in  ignorance  encourage 
an  intimacy  she  might  in  after  years  and  riper 
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wpmeace  ooademn,  he  told  her  poor  An/i 
story,  Bobina  wished  to  seem  only  too  amiifak 
and  too  unwoildlj,  besides  she  finmd  mid 
vnaseaient  in  poor  Amy's  society,  in  her  mmkdf 
and  untutored  wit-^while  her  boundless  edmin^ 
tion  fi>r J  and  derotion  to,  her  beantifbl  petrofr' 
ess,  flattered  the  selfish  Lady  of  Lnsasie 
Park. 

The  boy,  too,  was  a  source  of  gvaat  aams- 
ment  to  the  somewhat  ohildish  Sobina;  hi 
was  a  lovely,  amusing,  frank  little  fidlow  of  fife 
years  old.  When  first  she  saw  him,  the  de- 
lighted to  pky  with  the  rich  corls  of  his  dsik 
brown  hair,  and  to  see  his  Isrge  ^es,  (of  iksl 
most  ezpressiYe  of  all  ooburs,  iron  gray,) 
sparkle  through  their  long  Uack  laahes.  She 
liked  to  hear  his  arched  and  ruby  Upe  call  ha 
''  The  Beautiful  Lady  P"  and  she  dcdighted  m 
drefsing  him  out  in  fimdfiil  finoy,  just  as  a 
£sw  years  befi>re  she  had  drest  her  doIL 

All  this  was  yery  kind,  and  giaeeftJ^  md 
pret^,  and  looked  so  innonen^  ao 
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eacedy  and  contzMted  bo  prettily  with  £Ta» 
irlio  tfaongli  ahe  deeply  pitied^  eould  aeyer 
beoQme  very  intimate  irith  one  she  ooxdd  not 
bat  look  i;^n  as  a  &llen  aiiter;  £ox  Bobina 
took  care  she  should  know  the  story  aa  she  had 
iMrd  and  helieved  it  But  if  Era  rather 
sToided  the  modiBr^  she  grew  iatenaely  fond  of 
the  noUe  and  endeatii^  boy^  whoae  birth  she 
islt  would  one  day  be  ao  terrible  a  curse  to  his 
ardent  spirit  and  sensitiye  heart  She  tried  to. 
teadi  him  a  sort  of  prospectiye  resignation  to 
tbe  ilk  that  she  knew  must  await  him.  Alas  I 
in  opening  hia  mind^  she  also  refined  his  taste 
and  his  feelings ;  and  when  he  talked  of  being 
(oe  day  a  great  and  good  man,  and  of  nuorry- 
ing  his  beautifiil  litUe  playfellow  Angelina^ 
Bya  could  hare  wept  oyer  him.  And  the  little 
girl  was  yery,  yery  Ibnd  of  George  Damly ; 
he  was  j^tt  the  daring,  manly,  resolute  boy  to 
oaptiyate  a  female  &ncy  of  any  age — ^so  rashly 
1m?e,  so  indifferent  to  pain  and  danger,  so 
bold  m  0pirit»  and  so  strong  in  body.    He  had 
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an  influence  over  the  little  spoiled  Beiotj 
greater  than  even  Eva's  or  Mr.  Lnxmore's,  and 
often  she  wonld  do  for  George  Damlj  what  no 
one  else  could  obtain  from  her  in  any  way. 

The  intimacy  of  her  little  girl  with  this  ill- 
fitted  but.  most  endearing  boy^  neyer  struck  the 
silly  Bobina  with  any  alarm^  till  Angelina^  after 
a  long  absence^  returned^  almost  a  woman  is 
appearance^  to  Luxmore  Park — and  Geoi{p 
Damly,  who  had  gone  out  as  a  cadet,  (Mr. 
Luxmore's  interest  having  procured  him  a 
cadetship)  came  home  to  see  his  mother,  who 
was  very  ill.  The  first  morning  Greorge  Danlj 
called  as  usual  at  the  great  house,  and  Angelina 
awaited  him  with  a  coquettish  impatience,  to 
show  off  to  her  earliest  admirer  her  heightened 
beauty,  her  acquired  graces,  faahionaUe  aooom- 
plishments,  and  London  finery.  She  was  a 
little  withdrawn  from  her  vain  delight  in  her- 
self, by  a  feeling  of  the  even  greater  change  a 
few  years  had  made  in  George;  his  suliUiy 
training  had  so  marvellously  improved  his  per- 
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m,  his  air^  and  his  manners.  The  worlds  the 
iddy  heartless  world  of  the  thoughtless  and 
^  young,  had  taught  him  who  and  what  he 
ras — a  cruel  lesson;  such  knowledge  would 
ave  made  a  meaner  nature  humble,  cringing, 
amplaisant ;  it  had  made  George  Damly  re- 
erred,  proud,  and  in  some  degree  repelling. 

He  came  to  see  his  beautiful  playmate  of 
lappier  days,  perhaps  with  something  more 
ban  the  emotion  of  former  times,  but  without 
be  same  happy  ignorance  of  their  relatiye 
K)sitionB.  He  must  take  his  tone  from  her. 
i  she,  too,  was  now  sensible  of  the  distance 
>etween  them,  he  would  make  her  still  more 
o,  and  any  future  intimacy  must  be  entirely  of 
ler  seeking.  Angelina  had  acted  oyer  again 
md  again  to  herself  this  first  meeting  with 
Seorge ;  she  had  heard  he  was  grown  a  yeryi 
tiandsome  young  officer,  and  she  had  no  doubt 
be  would  be  desperately  in  loye  with  her ;  for 
before  he  went  abroad,  there  was  no  tree  he 
▼ould  not  dimb  to  look  into  a  nest  for  her,  if 


IS  T8X  JfUGHT  or 

the  cbly  wkktd  t»  know  wiutt  was  ia  it;  ke 
would  pliCBge  into  anj  wnter^  lamfPfii  iMf^ 
(p  gei  htx  A  btoi  or  m  water«JiI]r;  iMWoiMi 
wiJk  luay  duAuoe  in  tmj  wwtfaer  to  fiatifyflj 
o«ptioe  of  hcM ;  and  if  lie  wooid  d»  «tt  iIhi 
whem  due  was  a  mere  ramp,  sod  he  a  bojr^^riMt 
would  he  Bot  dp  now  that  «ho  was  afinhed 
WUo— -an  Bccompliilied  endumtMoe  a  perfect 
beauty,  with  ail  the  aid  of  dross  aad  hdmt, 
nd  ntaniior* 

<She  had  iateaded  to  bo  rather  stalalf-^ 
{day  off  eeme  town  giaoes— to  tdk  to  hsn  it 
first,  not  of  old  times,  bat  of  new  fcahkina  sail 
dven  if  fas  wasTeryuneheiltiipindeediyif  he 
borst  jnio  tsars,  as  liM  wayward  boy  hal 
soBBstixaes  done  in  fonaer  days,  when  Ae 
teansd  hxai  past  ondaxance,  dMn  she  wodd  be 
his  Utde  Angelina  again,  and  roam  with  Vm 
tfaiQS«k  aU  their  old  faaimto,  and  teach  him  Ae 
new  dances,  and  ran  vaees  with  ymasef]fere, 
and  row  on  the  rir^,  and  phy  aft  hide  tad 
seek  with  ban,  (ibr  theia  was  a  gooddedrf 
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tbe  duid  about  her  «iiU*-there«hriqrB  is  in  wy 
one  gifted  w  cursed  widi  gmam  vnd  a  lieait.) 
She  was  edfl  m  some  respects  ul  uxrrorldly 
prl ;  if  she  kad  decided  on  seoutti^  %  proad, 
iistast  manner  towards  Oeoxgtt  Damlj,  it  was 
oat  with  anjr  refsrence  to  die  aoddent  <d  their 
burtka  and  posttons— it  wsa  not  to  show  her 
graad^sur  as  the  heireas  of  Luxmore  Euk-^nt 
bar  nmk  aa  the  beawtjr  of  the  day. 

HoweTCDTj  George  could  not  know  ihia^ 
Geoige  had  lately  found  so  man  j  raady  to  vidt 
OA  him  the  fiuilts  of  his  parents,  that  he  was 
icciislomed  to  tcseeerery  alight  to  his  tinhsppjr 
birth. 

Angeliaa  expected  George  would  rush  in,  as 
in  fiirmer  years^  ^  catch  her  in  his  arms,  and 
kisi  her  again  and  agun;  and  sh^  had  prepared 
s  dignified  anrpriaa,  a  graoefid  eraBion,  and  a 
pdUte  wava  of  her  hand  to  motbn  him  to  a 
isat  She  had  awaited  him  for  some  time, 
draaed  Co  the  greatest  possible  adyantnge,  and 
looking  loTely  beyond  description;  she 
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to  grow  impataent  and  angry  at  his  long  dehj. 
In  former  days  he  was  always  before  his  tinei 
but  then  he  had  the  happy  confidence  of 
ignorance ;  now  he  did  not  feel  that  he  came  a 
wdcome  equal  to  his  darling  little  playmate.  He 
came  worse  than  humbly  bom^  and  herfidicr'i 
proteg^ — an  outcast  of  the  world ;  on  Angelina 
it  must  depend  whether  he  ever  came  9gusu 

At  length  a  martial  step,  unlike  Geo^ 
Dandy's  bound,  made  the  Beautjr's  heart  beat 
The  door  opened,  she  appeared  not  to  heirH, 
and  sate  in  a  graceful  attitude,  which  she  had 
studiously  assumed  to  show  off  the  beauties  id 
her  form  and  the  folds  of  her  drapery: 

George  Damly  drew  near.  He  did  not  take 
the  opportunity  of  her  abstraction  to  ftld  her 
to  his  heart.  Jle  approached,  and  after  con- 
templating for  a  moment  an  increase  of  loTdiaeis 
which  startled  eyen  himself,  he  said,  cahnly 
extending  his  hand:  "Will  Miss  LozuKHe 
allow  me  the  honour  of  renewing  her  aoquaist- 
aaoef' 


THE  FUOHT  OF  TIMB. 


SI 


Startled  by  his  voice^  and  the  cold  touch  of 
his  hand^  Angelina  looked  up^  and  rising  with 
that  inyoluntary  deference  all  women  feel  for 
men  who  respect  themselves^  she  said :  ''  I 
should  rather  hare  expected  Mr.  Damly  to 
tpeak  of  renewing  our  intimacy  than  our  mere 
acquaintance." 

Her  eyes  met  his^  as  she  spoke ;  she  looked 
at  him  with  surprise.  The  laughing^  careless 
gaze^  the  roseate  bloom^  the  gay  self-abandon- 
ment, of  his  youth  were  gone ;  his  eyes  were 
full  of  thought^  his  complexion  at  that  moment 
Tery  pale,  his  manner  reseryed,  his  expression 
that  of  a  proud  humility ;  but  as  this  change  in 
him,  (awakening  some  strange  woman  instinct 
in  her  heart,)  sent  the  tears  to  her  most  beautiful 
eyes,  and  drore  the  soft  rose  firom  her  lovely 
cheek,  poor  George  forgot  all  his  former 
resolutions,  all  his  experience,  all  his  philo- 
sophy. 

''Oh,  Angelina!"  he  said,  ''am  I  still  to  be 
indeed  the  friend  of  former  days  ?    May  I  still 


tt  nor  luoBsr  «r  rao. 

oU  Ife  BcMft  <rf  Ili»  Univvne^  Ike  Jewtl  rf  Ae 
Wavld^mjlMbvifer 

Tbe  Beaoly  saw  l»r  power-Hkt  Goqpilto 
liesolTed  to  csercwe  k.  Ho  h^d  tbioim  Ik 
9cakXfmsi}x9x;  duadrevfacnelf nraj. 

''N«!P,  lir.  DanUj/'  4»  snl,  ''Am 
country  fiuhioiiB  do  not  suit  ns  now  «e  k^w 
Wall  better  tMght— J[  tUnk  jov  axe  ererMd 
i^^Md  I  I  im  not  tew  the  Ufede  wfld  rooip— i 
am  Mka  LnaoMre^  sir— ^beadjr  tficnifeoaBted  ta 
BO  Utde  retpeet,  belioTe  me-^-Mise  LvzsMBt, 
whp»be}D(g  apGMstomed  to  the  dee|»eet  defiBRBce 
and  hwhleat  devotaon  6om  the  aohka  of  dw 
l^ad^  ia  »ot  going  to  eneomage  the  fioniliaritf 
e£— ^  joiNKg  eficer  i" 

''Ofenonileaatr  aaid  Gaorge,  bittoriy. 

At  tb]»  nioBBieBt»  Bobinet  came  fram  lin* 
lAUomr^  tp  saqueat  Misa  Lumon  to  oofaw  le 
h^r  inunediaitely^  aa  abe  wanted  bftr  in  her 
room  for  the  rest  of  the  morning.  Geotgahad 
wdbad to thie  window;  he  waa bokaag ohL 

Aqg^lina  waa  Tery  ansiona  to  oae  Ua  fa^ 
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but  W  did  9«l  giTO  hew  aa  oppcntmulrf ,    H« 
took  kit  hifc    Aagclkia'a  KeMt  mugATc  Her. 

''Di»t  gt^  Mx.  Geovge,"  ike  •aid;  ''I  ir» 
b«  back  direclly — ^M  amna  does  not  know  yen 

Slie  tripfied  oiat  cf  the  rooii*  G^eorge 
boved^how  graeeftil,  haw  dqpaiied,  was  thaA 
bow!  AogtUiuiliiHteiMdL  to ker  mother.  I%e 
foq^d  Ike  anld  Leddy  M cChrigor  and  Mrs. 
lAxnore  doseted  together  in  the  koadow  of 
the  lUteY^  Tkejr  had  keem  discussing  ike  im- 
pc<9riet7  of  tdfeiiag  any  int^uK^  to  exisi 
betwea  the  keaiati&l  heiarese  and  tke  low«»kor» 
Ge(»f|p&  Damljr.  AngftKna  heaid  all  diey  had 
to  say — the  haughty  opinions  of  the  anlA 
Leddjr^  Ike  Taut  ooninseli  of  ker  keaitless 
laother.  She  Msomed  an  indifierenee  ske  was 
fcr  k^m  fi^ling^  aaid>  with  the  iastmct  secrecy 
of  ker  sex  wkcf  e  any  leal  pveferenee  ia  eon^ 
comedy  Ati  vpok^  aa  if  ske  were  at  least  aa 
anikitieiQ9  and  «s  vain  as  thensdras;  soitd  sa 
w^  did  ske  disgiuae  tke  dawning  bife  ef  wlaek 
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perhaps  eyen  ske  was  scarcely  awarei  (lo 
suddenly  had  it  unfolded  one  of  its  pak  im- 
mortelles  in  the  midst  of  all  the  gaudy  flowm 
and  weeds  of  her  heart)  that  both  agreed  dbe 
must  in  common  politeness^  and  not  to  make  n 
enemy,  return  to  say  good  monung— 4o  iniifie 
him  to  dinner — ^and  to  show  even  in  ker 
courte^y^  her  indifference  and  contempt 

"  She's  the  pottem  o'  myself"  said  the  anld 
Leddy  proudly,  as  she  left  the  room ;  ^  IVe 
na'  taken  sa  mooch  pains  wi*  her  tor  naetkiiig. 
She'll  be  a  Dutchess  yet,  as  I  mysel  might  hare 
been,  hod  I  na'  been  too  humble-minded  and 
too  little  o'  a  manceuyerer  for  this  intzigiiiog 
world  !*' 

"  I  hope  she  will  make  the  most  of  her 
singular  beauty  I"  sighed  the  mother.  ''lam 
sure  it  ought  to  secure  her  all  the  blessiiigs  d 
life — a  title,  a  splendid  fortune,  a  noble  settle- 
ment, a  first-rate  equipage,  opera-bos,  set  of 
diamonds,  and  all  the  minor  etcetera  of  weaUi. 
She  is  weU  trained — she  despises  this  base-bon 
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boy  as  much  af  we  do ;  of  course  he  will  be 
madly  in  love  with  her,  and  it  will  be  some  fuiij 
till  she  comes  out^  and  he  might  be  a  detri- 
mentalj  to  watch  his  agonies,  now  I  see  that  she 
is  safe." 

Angelina  was  hmrying  down  stairs  on  her 
way  back  to  George  Damly,  whom  she  longed 
to  leaze  a  little  more  by  her  coquetry^  dazzle 
by  her  beauty,  irritate  by  her  scorn,  and  then 
soothe  by  her  kindness.  As  she  passed  the 
virgin  bower  of  Miranda  McDougal^  she  heard 
two  or  three  loud  deep  sighs,  and  then  her  own 
name*  Miranda  came  to  the  door.  She  still 
wore  her  hair  in  a  ringlet  crop,  but  it  was  thin 
and  very  grey.  She  was  almost  a  skeleton 
with  perpetual  sentimental  fretting;  and  a 
constant  habit  of  weeping  had  made  her  eyes 
very  weak.  She  was  attired  in  a  white 
wrapper,  round  the  demi-train  of  which  (tor 
she  still  sported  a  demi-train)  she  had 
Worked  in  green  worsted,  a  wreath  of  weeping 
willow;  a  green  fillet  bound  her  brow.  Old 
TOL.  tii.  0 
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romances^  and  an  embroidery  firame^  were  on 
her  table.  She  was  working  a  gorgeoiis  monu- 
ment to  Early  Loye^  in  white  worsted,  on  a 
black  ground^  with  an  elaborate  border  of 
everlasting  flowers.  A  willow  and  a  qrprett 
were  in  tubs  in  her  room^  and  several  bouquets 
of  immortelles  adorned  her  mantel-piece. 

'' Angelina  1"  she  said,  wiping  away  her 
tears — ^''I  have  been  present  at  a  discuanop 
between  your  grandmother  and  your  mother; 
they  have,  alas  1  no  soul,  no  sentiment  1  Ihey 
know  nothing  of  the  delicious  joys  of  sensibilityi 
the  pleasing  pangs  of  love.  Do  not  listen  to 
them.  Oh,  Angelina  I  behold  in  me  the  victim 
of  an  early  disappointment,  the  wretched 
sacrifice  of  my  own  coy  and  maidenly  reserve. 
If  you  love — ^love  not  wisely,  but  too  well  I—be 
sure  it  is  the  oasis  of  life's  wilderness— the 
lote  tree  of  the  desert — ^it  is  the  all  in  all  of  life! 
Oh,  my  Fitz-Hodgville  I  shade  of  my  £xst 
love  1  Oh,  that  when  I  warn  this  maiden  not 
to  be  like  me,  I  could  hear  through  the  fiita 
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of  the  past,  thy  deep  Amen.  Another  day,  my 
Angelina,  I  will  tell  thee  the  tale  of  my  life ; 
but  now  I  only  say,  if  you  love,  sacrifice  on  the 
rosy  altar  of  that  sublime  affection,  all !  yes, 
all !    Would  that  I  had  done  so.     Go,  go !" 

Angelina  J  stifling  her  laughter,  went.  Poor 
Miranda  was  now  insane — a  hai-mless  lunatic, 
and  therefore  under  no  restraint,  but  sentiment 
mad, 

A3  Angelina  left  the  room,  she  met  Eva 
Morris,  Eva  Morris  was  now  a  beautiful 
woman  of  two-and-thirty— dignity  in  her  step, 
reflection  on  her  brow,  and  every  virtue  in  her 
feeling  heart. 

'^  A  word  with  you,  my  own  Angelina,"  she 
said. 

"Well,  only  one,"  laughed  Angelina, 
"dearest  Eva;  for  George  Darnly  is  waiting 
for  me," 

'*  Exactly,  Angelina,  you  could  never  make 
^p  your  mind  to  marry  a  man  of  no  fortune, 
G  2 
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low  birth,  and  looked  down  upon  by  the  world 
— could  you  V* 

"  Oh  no,  of  course  not,  Eva !" 

"  Thien,  do  not  try  to  win  his  heart ;  he's  a 
good,  a  noble  creature;  but  he  is  misenble 
enough  without  having  to  add  to  all  his  other 
sorrows,  that  keenest,  that  most  incuiaUe— 
hopeless  love ! 

Forego  the  petty  pride  of  giving  pein. 
Nor  think  that  conquest  justifies  disdain.*' 

Angelina  laughed,  but  the  tears  were  in  her 
eyes.  She  kissed  Eva,  and  hurried  to  the 
drawing-room. 

George  Damly  was  gone ! 


CHAPTER  11. 


FIBST  LOVB. 


The  beautiful  Angelina  could  not  believe 
tlrat  George  Damly  was  really  gone.  She 
looked  anxiously  round  the  room^  then  has- 
tened to  the  glass^  and  was  re-assured.  She 
tliought  he  must  be  hiding  as  in  h&ppier  days^ 
^rben  he  often  did  so  in  sporty  for  the  pleasure 
of  surprising  her.  He  was  hidings  it  is  true^ 
but  not  there ;  he  had  rushed  from  the  house^ 
sped  through  the  park^  and  when  he  had  gained 
a  wood,  beyond  the  boundary  of  Mr.  Lux- 
more's  estate,  he  had  thrown  himself  on  the 
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ground^  and  wept  some  of  the  bitterest  tean 
that  ever  welled  from  a  young  and  disappointed 
heart. 

Again  and  again  he  vowed  to  forget.  Alul 
that  is  always  the  sure  waj  to  remember.  How 
very  beautiful^  how  graceful,  how  dignified, 
she  was  I  How  fresh  and  flower-like  was  her 
loyelinessl  how  full  of  soul  were  those  be- 
wildering eyesl  How  unlike  aU  the  pak, 
faded,  and  forward  Misses  of  the  balls  in  India, 
worn  out  with  the  heat  of  the  climate  and 
perpetual  flirtation :  women  who  had  so  smiled 
upon  him  till  they  knew  his  story,  and  then 
had  so  heartlessly  avoided  or  cut  him. 

Poor  George!  in  the  miserable  eTcit/miCTt 
of  disappointment  and  mortification,  he  formed 
a  thousand  rash  schemes ;  in  each  and  all  some 
prompt  and  violent  death  was  to  be  his  refbge. 
He  would  woo  Danger  and  wed  Death,  and  his 
dearest  hope  was  that  Angelina  might  weep 
over  his  early  grave,  and  its  blighted  lasreL 
The  shades  of  evening  found  him  still  stretcked 
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on  the  cold  damp  ground.  The  moon  came 
out  and  looked  calmly  upon  liim  with  her 
eternal  smile^  bright  and  cold  alike  for  the 
triumphant  and  chosen  bridegroom  of  beauty 
and  the  miserable  and  disappointed  outcast. 

At  length  he  thought  of  his  mother;  and 
though  with  the  thought  came  much  shame  and 
much  anguish^  he  remembered  her  long  and 
boundless  love,  her  wild  anxiety,  and  intense 
derodon ;  he  remembered  that  she  had  nothing 
hot  himself  to  shield  her  from  a  cruel  world ; 
snd  he  rose  to  go  home. 

He  found  his  mother  in  high  spirits.  Mr. 
Luxmore  had  been  to  call  on  her  son,  and  had 
invited  him  to  dine  at  the  House  the  next  day. 
He  had  read  to  the  poor  mother,  some  praises 
of  her  son,  which  he  had  received  from  his 
Commanding  Officer.  Her  ears  had  been  en- 
chanted by  praises  of  his  gallantry,  his  zeal, 
ills  steadiness,  and  prophesies  of  his  advance- 
ment. 

**And  are  you  invited,  dearest  mother?" 
aakcd  George* 
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''  Oh  no !  I  never  dine  out." 

''But 'they  might  have  asked  you  I"  he 
said. 

"  They  might  if  they  knew  all/*  she  replied, 
suddenly  looking  at  her  son,  with  a  &ce  in 
which  there  was  an  expression  which  surprised 
him. 

''Mother!"  cried  her  son,  "speak,  what  is 
that  all  ?  Do  not  deceive  me.  Tell  me  any* 
thing  that  can  take  from  my  heart  its  deep 
sense  of  undeserved  degradation — ^tell  me,  and 
I  will  bless  you." 

"  No,  no,  I  have  nothing  to  tell,''  said  the 
mother,  bursting  into  tears;  and  she  left  the 
room. 

George  was  much  inclined  not  to  go,  but  he 
felt  he  must  not  slight  Mr.  Luxmore,  whose 
kindness  had  been  so  great  and  so  conaistexit. 
He  knew  Mrs.  Luxmore  of  yore ;  he  knew  her 
vain  and  worldly,  though  he  did  not  know  her 
cruel  and  heartless.  Poor  Eva  Morris  he 
loved  as  an  elder  sister,  and  well  might  he  so 
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lore  her,  since  they  were  both  the  children  of 
Blsappointment  and  Dependence,  and  reared 
hj  the  hajTsh  step  dame  Adversity.  Angelina's 
coquetry,  at  their  first  meeting,  had  deeply 
wounded  poor  George,  and  he  vowed  that 
however  lovely  she  might  look,  however  gentle 
and  winning  she  might  appear,  he  would  see 
in  her  nothing  but  a  cold  coquette,  who  would 
Cnfle  with  the  deepest  feelings  of  one  who  had 
known  and  loved  her  from  her  cradle* 

Angelina  had  been  much  disappointed  by 
George  Dandy's  abrupt  departure,  and  had 
even  condescended  to  traverse  all  their  favorite 
haimts  in  search  of  him.  When  she  found 
that  all  her  trouble  was  vain,  and  her  search 
fruitless,  she  felt  for  the  first  time  the  pique  of 
slighted  beauty,  and  resolved  to  visit  on  him  at 
the  very  first  opportunity  all  the  mortification 
she  now  felt. 

Though  not  regularly  introduced  as  yet,  she 
appeared  at  the  dinner  table  when  her  parents 
had  company, 
c  6 
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On  this  day  there  was  a  select  i>arty  at  Lux- 
more  Park — a  few  fashionables^  ladi^.  Mends, 
or  rather  acquaintances  of  Mrs.  Liuanore—ft 
young  nobleman^  the  Earl  of  Fei^therhead—- oor 
old  firiend^  now  General  Dunkeld — and  Mn. 
Luzmore's  former  admirer,  FitzgeOTge,  become  « 
Colonel  now,  not  from  any  great  merit  in  him- 
self, but  from  the  deaths  of  mimy  distinguished 
officers  in  his  regiment. 

Seventeen  years  bad  passed  since  FitigeOTge, 
then  the  Adonis  of  his  day,  bad  divided  his 
attentions  between  the  admiring  Bobina,  and 
her  companion,  poor  Eva  Morris.  And  this 
was  the  first  time  they  had  met  since  that  gay 
season  when  Robina  was  a  bride.  Colonel 
Fitsgeorge  was  still  strikingly  handsome — to  a 
coarse  taste,  perhaps  handsomer  than  at  frre- 
and-twenty ;  but  he  was  now  slightly  bald,  and 
growing  stout,  and  the  poetry  of  his  beaaly 
was  gone  for  ever.  Nor  was  the  change  oon- 
fined  to  his  person;  Interest  had  hegm  to 
usurp  a  little  of  the  place  of  Yanity  in  ^ 


FIB8T  LOVB. 


35 


heart.  He  began  to  thmk  he  had  lost  too 
much  time.  He  wished  now,  rather  to  win  one 
(who  was  in  his  calculation  worth  the  winning) 
than  to  fascinate  all.  The  tastes  of  the  bon- 
matd  were  beginning  to  interfere  a  little  with 
those  of  the  flirt  Alas !  alas!  he  was  no  longer 
among  the  first  to  enter  the  drawing-room,  but 
smong  the  last  to  linger  in  the  dining-room  I 
His  eyes  were  perhaps  as  fine  as  ever,  but  the 
increased  fulness  of  his  face  made  them  seem 
Itm  large,  and  their  expression  was  more  bold 
and  less  beguiling*  A  well  bronzed  military 
complexion,  with  a  ruddy  tint  upon  his  cheek, 
had  supplanted  tlie  almost  efieminate  delicacy 
of  his  hue.  Large  and  very  h^tidsome  black 
vhiskers  and  moustachios,  now  surrounded  his 
faoe  and  covered  his  Up  ;  his  very  thick  black 
oirly  hair  had  worn  away  at  the  temples,  and  a 
little  <m  the  crown,  but  was  still  glossy  and 
abundant.  He  was  a  fine,  martial,  handsome- 
koking  fellow,  was  Colonel  Fitzgeorge !  The 
ni&yi  particularly  widows  on  the  look  oxtt. 
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thought  him  much  improved^  but  to  the  few  be 
seemed  how  changed ! 

And  Sobina  was  changed  too — Ycrj  lovely 
still,  but,  of  that  Scotch  Hebe  beauty  which  is 
not  the  most  lasting,  the  nymph-^like  charm  of 
her  girlhood  was  gone !    She  was  rather  stoot 
now,  and  consequently  she  looked  her  age, 
though  none  could  dispute  that  for  that  age,  she 
was  a  very  lovely  woman.    Eva  Morris  wa» 
very  little  altered.    Time  had  dealt  most  gently 
with  those  classic  features  and  that  moonUghft 
complexion — those  deep,  downcast  eyes.    SHi 
was  little  changed  indeed,  and  therefore  as  hs 
as  she  was  concerned,  she  might  have  lein- 
spired  in  Colonel  Fitzgeorge  ihe  interest  ahe 
had  awakened  in  the  Captain;  but  no,  he  was 
changed.    Dowerless  beauty  had  no  charms  for 
him  now.    Seventeen  years  ^of  the  wonhip  of 
women,  and  the  envy  of  men,  had  made  him 
consider    himself    perfectly   irresistible;    bat 
Interest  had  sprung  up  beside  Vanity  in  hb 
heart,  and  the  actual  object  of  the  renewal  of 
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hia  intercourse  with  the  Luxmores,  and  of  his 
inviting  himself  down  to  Luxmore  Park,  was 
to  judge  whether  it  would  be  worth  his  while 
to  make  a  conquest  of  the  young  Angelina,  and 
to  make  the  heiress  of  Berkshire  and  the  Itose 
unipie  of  the  beau  monde,  Mrs.  Colonel  Fitz- 
george ! 

Of  hia  success  with  the  young  beauty  he  had 
ao  doubt ;  his  only  question  was,  whether  her 
probable  fortune  was  as  large  as  his  merits 
deserved — whether  it  was  quite  certain  Lux- 
more  would  never  have  a  son — and  whether, 
after  all.  Lady  Indigo,  widow  of  a  great  city 
merchant,  or  Miss  Mc.Braid,  only  daughter  of 
a  departed  tailor^  who  had  died  worth  half  a 
miUion,  would  not  be  a  better  speculation. 

General  Dunkeld  of  Darkside  was  not  im- 
proved in  his  opinion  of  humari  nature,  in 
hopefulness  or  contentment,  since  we  saw  him 
last.  The  bushy  eyebrows  which  he  elevated 
in  contempt  of  all  things  and  people,  were  now 
white  instead  of  black ;  the  lank  hair>  parted 
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in  the  middle^  and  worn  like  a  Methodist 
preacher's^  flat  down  the  sides  of  his  long  fiioe, 
was  white  too ;  the  comers  of  his  moath  now 
almost  curved  down  to  his  chin ;  hu  con* 
plexion  was  more  sallow  than  ever^  and  the 
lines  of  discontent  were  become  farrows  now  I 

Mr.  Lnzmore,  who  had  been  tenfold  a  cripi^e 
since  his  fatal  connexion  witli  Dr.  Bratofl 
Grrinlay^  was  apparently  so  feeble,  and  in  sudi 
delicate  health,  that  it  seemed  a  marrel  he  wu 
able  to  go  about  and  take  his  part  in  the  actif e 
drama  of  Ufe.  A  short,  dry  cough,  and  a 
bright  red  spot  on  his  thin,  pale  cheek,  ofien 
made  Eya  tremble,  and  his  daughter  weep,  and 
induced  him  sometimes  to  plan  a  visit  to  Italy ; 
which,  but  for  Bobina's  wish  to  introduce  her 
daughter  in  London  next  season,  he  would  have 
accomplished. 

Angelina  was  dressed  to  the  greatest  possible 
advantage,  and  was  flirting  with  Lord  Feather- 
head,  when  Mr,  Damly  was  announced.  Her 
sudden  start  and  change  of  colour  attracted  the 
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attention  of  eren  the  very  unobservant,  self- 
engrossed  person  beside  her;  and  his  "Mr. 
Damly!  Damlyl  why,  who  is  that?  I  never 
heard  of  him  before,  did  I  ?'*  induced  her  to 
answer  with  spirit,  "  He  is  one  of  oar  oldest 
imd  dearest  friends."  With  an  instinct  which 
did  honour  to  her  heart,  she  rose  from 
the  sofa  on  which  lounged  his  sneering  Lord- 
ship, dropping  *'  Eau  deftmrn  de  Paradis"  on 
his  handkerchief,  and,  extending  her  hand  to 
George,  bade  him  welcome  in  a  manner  which 
made  Lord  Featherhead  eye  him  from  head  to 
foot,  and  assume  a  very  meaning  sneer.  But 
George  waa  firm  j  he  was  on  his  guard ;  he 
looked  on  thia  aocmil  as  a  coquettish  snare ;  he 
scarcely  touched  Angelina*8  warm  hand — ^passed 
on  to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  Mr,  and 
Mrs*  Lusmore  and  Miss  Morris — and  finally 
entered  into  a  conversation  with  General  Dun- 
kcid,  whose  dark  views  of  human  nature,  and 
evil  forebodings  of  all  future  events,  were  par- 
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ticularly  in  unison  with  the  young  soldier^s 
anxious  and  desponding  heart. 

''And  when  do  you  go  into  exile  again  f 
asked  the  General. 

''  Do  you  mean^  when  do  I  return  to  Indiaf 

"  Yes ;  it  is  exile,  is  it  not  ?  transportation 
or  death,  nay  often  both — ^I  am  sure  my  poor 
girl  found  it  so." 

<'  I  wish  I  had  not  come  home,"  said  George, 
almost  unaware  that  his  words  reached  Ange- 
lina, who  was  attending  to  every  syUable,  while 
appearing  to  listen  to  Lord  Featherhead. 

"  Well,  I  believe  you're  right ;  there's  vciry 
little  good  in  coming  home,  if  one  knows  one 
must  go  out  again ;  it  only  unsettles  one,  and 
as  for  the  change  being  beneficial  to  one's 
health,  I  think  it  very  trying,  and  that  one  is 
sure,  if  one  has  escaped  a  first  visit  to  India,  to 
fidl  a  victim  to  a  second." 

''  That  is  a  gloomy  prophecy,"  said  Geoige, 
who,  not  acquainted  with  the  speaker's  cfai- 
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racter^  waa  a  little  startled  at  his  lugubrious 
views. 

*  ^Vhy,  no,"  said  Dunkeld,  "I  don't  think 
so ;  to  be  surej  badly  as  we  are  all  off  here,  we 
may  be  worse  so  in  another  world.  Some 
philosophers  believe  in,  and  try  to  disseminate  a 
notion  of  the  gradual  perfectibility  of  human 
nuture  and  the  human  state ;  miners  a  contrary 
doctrine  ;  I  think,  from  the  very  beginning  of 
his  being,  the  human  creature  gets  deteriorated, 
and  his  state  keeps  pace  with  him.** 

"Nay,"  said  George,  '*it  is  possible  you 
UMiy  be  right  as  to  his  state  here,  which  is  of 
coiuse  one  of  probation,  bitter  and  cruel  proba- 
tion, but  1  believe  firmly  the  next  world  will 
alone  for  all  borne  bravely  here,  and  I  think 
you  must  share  that  hope," 

The  Dunkelds  of  Darkside  have  no  hope,** 
groaned  the  General;  "The  pleasures  of  Hope'* 
*^  are  to  them  a  closed  book/' 

"  But  the  Pleasures  of  Reality  are  all  their 
'  '^-n/'  lisped  Lord  Fcatherhead  to  Angelina,  aa 
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he  saw  the  lugabrions  General  deTouring  witk 
his  heavy  eyes^  a  piece  of  green  fitt  in  a  plate 
of  turtle  soup  which  had  been  just  handed  to 
him. 

The  dinner  seemed  very  tedious  to  AngeUnai 
for  though  Lord  Featherhead  was  by  her  side 
quite  atix  petUs  soma,  and  trying  every  species 
of  flattery  to  delight  her^  and  though  the  hand- 
some Colonel  Fitzgeorge  gazed  at  her  with  a 
kind  of  bold  tenderness  between  the  comses, 
George's  eyes  never  once  met  hers.  The  old 
General  had  seldom  met  in  any  young  man 
so  attentive  a  listener^  for  George  found  Us 
despondent  and  hopeless  philosophy  singularly 
in  keeping  with  the  deep  dejection  of  )m  own 
heart. 

After  dinner^  as  it  was  a  fine  summer  even- 
ings and  the  ladies  were  amusing  themselves  in 
the  beautiful  grounds,  the  gentlemen  joined 
them  there. 

Angelina,  who  had  that  extreme  love  of  pets 
of  all  descriptions,  which  is  found  in  most  ima- 
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gmatire  natures  and  warm  hearts,  had  with  her 
a  feTourite  little  perroquet,  whose  extreme  and 
jealauB  loye  for  his  beautiful  mistress,  waa  a 
great  source  of  delight  to  herself  and  of  amuse- 
ment to  the  company.  She  had  had  it  many 
jmts,  and  though  it  had  been  too  kindly  reared 
to  haye  acquired  many  accomplishments,  yet  its 
native  talents  were  varied  and  great.  It  was 
m  adroit  thief,  a  clever  hider,  a  capital  fighter, 
and  though  it  could  speak  no  foreign  language, 
yet  its  native  noises  were  most  expressive, 
Tehement,  and  often  almost  stunning.  It  had 
oot  a  particle  of  regard  or  even  tolerance  for 
•ay  creature  but  Angelina.  It  would  bite, 
screech,  fight,  and  even  buffet  with  its  soft  green 
jmd  gold  wing,  any  hand  but  hers ;  it  would 
suffer  no  one  but  Angelina  to  take  hold  of  it ; 
it  Would  eat  from  no  other  hand,  perch  on  no 
other  chair,  than  hers*  Poor  little  Truelove, 
IB  Angelina  called  him,  was  a  very  model  of 
txcludve  devotion  and  jealous  exaction*  Wher- 
tfcr  she  went,  he  would  go ;  whatever  she  did. 
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lie  would  interfere  in ;  wkaterer  ahe  ate,  be 
would  ahare ;  and  when  ahe  waa  oUiged  to  go 
out  without  him^  he  would  ait  ailent  and  sulky 
on  his  perch,  awaying  hia  head  backwards  and 
forwards  iu  a  sort  of  monotonous  despair,  and 
repeating  by  the  hour,  hia  only  two  acquired 
words,  ''Pretty  Poll,  pretty  Delinal  Pretty 
Poll,  pretty  Delina  I"  Of  course  it  waa  not  in 
woman's  nature  not  to  lore  a  creature  so  en* 
drely  and  so  exdusiyely  fond  of  herseU^  and 
Angelina's  warm  heart  responded  to  this  bird 
with  a  warmth  almost  absurd,  when  its  olject 
was  calmly  considered.  She  nerer  grew  im- 
patient of  its  frequent  calla  on  her  attention— 
never  even  in  careless  childhood  forgot  its  little 
wants — neyer  chid  it  even  when  it  interfered 
with  her  toilet,  or  disturbed  the  elaborate  ar- 
rangement of  her  hair.  By  the  aid  of  its  beak 
and  its  daws,  it  would  dimb  up  any  dress  the 
wore — gently  or  impatiently  pull  her  by  the 
drapery,  caress  her  cheek  with  its  ebon  beak, 
and  tap  her  with  a  tongue  like  a  little  bulb  of 
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IndiaD  rubber,  or  resting  one  claw  on  her 
dioulder^  with  the  other  it  would  take  hold  of 
Ae  long  ringlets  of  her  golden  hair,  and  draw 
them  to  their  fullest  length  through  its  black 
beak. 

On  the  day  of  this  dinner-party,  Truelove 
was  perched,  as  xisual,  on  his  young  mistress's 
shoulder,  and  was  playing  with  her  hair.  The 
beaux  when  they  joined  the  ladies  by  the 
river's  side,  rivalled  each  other  in  expressions 
of  cnry  of  the  bird's  happy  fate,  and  Angelina 
laughed  at  their  absurd  and  fulsome  compli- 
ments,  and  received  them  as  an  unimportant 
but  customary  tribute.  George  alone  made  no 
comment  on  the  bird,  but  he  watched  it  with 
&Q  intense  interest,  and  felt  a  sort  of  love  for  it 
spring  ap  in  his  heart.  While  Mrs.  Luxmore 
tried  to  lore  Colonel  Fitzgeorge  into  something 
of  the  flirtation  of  former  times,  and  he  yielded 
1  little,  from  a  sort  of  notion  of  the  necessity 
of  woomg  the  mother  for  the  sake  of  the 
dinghter ;  while  Lord  Featherhead,  really  in 
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love  as  much  as  a  creature  so  firiyolous  could  be, 
hovered  near  Angelina^  and  tried  to  teaie  the 
jealous  bird ;  while  the  gay  young  ladies  of  the 
party  ran  away  in  hopes  of  being  followed,  and 
hid  up  in  hopes  of  being  sought ;  and  while 
Mr.  Luzmore,  ill  and  weak,  leant  on  the  Idndlj 
offered  arm  of  his  tried  and  true  friend  En 
Morris; — ^poor  Greorge  listened  to  General  Don* 
keld's  anathemas  against  the  whole  human  rftoe, 
and  the  bitter  forebodings  of  his  own  sad 
heart 

At  length  some  one  of  the  party  proposed  a 
row  on  the  water.  The  generality  of  the  party 
acceded  with  delight,  and  though  General 
Dunkeld  prophesied  they  would  all  be  drowned, 
and  groaned  forth  his  conviction  that  it  would 
be  a  happy  thing  for  them ;  and  though  Coknd 
Fitzgeorge  was  come  to  an  age  to  dread  taking 
cold,  and  to  prefer  comfort  to  frolic,  they  bodi 
went — the  former  because  he  did  not  like  to 
lose  his  listeners,  the  latter  because  he  knev 
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that  the  young  beauty  would  not  like  him  any 
the  better,  for  being  too  steady  and  sedate. 

But  George  declined  being  of  the  party,  and 
though  he  saw  Angelina  change  colotir  when 
he  declined^  and  read  an  almost  earnest  entreaty 
m  her  fine  eyes^  still  he  was  firm,  ^'  She  wants 
to  bring  me  to  ber  feet,  that  she  may  spurn 
me,*'  he  thought  "  She  has  repelled  me  once, 
when  my  heart  was  full  of  that  deep  trust  and 
yearning  love  it  can  nerer  know  again;  and 
now  I  am  on  my  guard,  and  all  her  arts  are 
vain," 

He  turned  his  steps,  to  follow  the  windings  of 
the  river,  which  flowed  on,  smiling  and  clear^ 
but  deep  and  dangerous,  like  his  own  sad  heart 
beneath  liis  assumed  quiet. 

George  was  roused  from  his  sad  reverie  by 
the  distant  sounds  of  voices  and  of  oars,  and 
looUng  through  the  overhanging  willows  near 
which  he  sate,  he  saw  the  water  party  coming 
towards  him ;  but  they  seemed  all  talking  and 
even  disputing  together,  and  he  £uicied  he  per* 
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ceived  Angelina  standing  up  in  the  boat,  and 
wringing  her  hands  in  distress.  Alarmed  at 
this,  he  hurried  to  the  spot  where  thej  were 
landing.  His  fears  were  confirmed.  Aogelmt 
was  weeping,  the  gentlemen  were  trying  to 
console  her,  and  her  mother  was  chiding. 

''  George !''  she  cried,  while  the  tears  poured 
down  her  cheeks,  and  in  her  anxiety  she  mi- 
consciously  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm — ^''Greorge, 
I  have  lost  Truelove;  he  is  gone,  he  is 
drowned  f " 

"  Not  drowned,  I  hope  T'  said  George,  ask- 
ingly  of  the  party ;  "  he  may  have  flown  awiy, 
but  he  cannot  be  drowned." 

''  He  cannot  but  be  drowned,  I  think,**  aaid 
Lord  Featherhead;  'Tm  no  swimmer,  or  Fd 
hare  done  my  best  rather  than  see  those  bright 
eyes  drowned  in  tears— I  would  'pon  honour ; 
but  the  stream  was  so  cursed  swift  just  where 
he  went  oyer — it  was  no  go— I  should  hsTe 
been  drowned  too  !*' 

''You  ought  to  have  saved  him,  Coloiiel 
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Fitzgeorge,'*  sobbed   Angelina^ — 'Mt   was    all 
yoiir  doing." 

'*  Wliy,  as  your  pet,  I  wish  I  could  have 
saved  him ;  else  lie  merits  little  at  my  hands, 
teeing  he  has  my  blood  upon  his  head/*  And 
the  Colonel  held  out  his  hand,  on  which  cer- 
tainly waa  the  severest  wound  he  had  ever 
received. 

The  fact  was,  that  while  in  the  boat,  Fit«- 
george  had  persisted  in  extending  his  hand  to 
Truelove,  who,  jealous  of  the  affinity  of  that 
hand  to  Angelina's  ringlets,  suddenly  seized 
upoa  it  with  his  beak^  and  hanging  by  that 
beak  to  the  Colonel's  thumb,  was  by  that  tor- 
tured and  vindictive  beau  violently  flung  into 
the  water.  In  vain  Angelina  screamed — in 
Tiin  the  poor  bird  fluttered,  crying  aloud, 
'^Pretty  Poll!  pretty  Delina !"  the  current 
bore  the  pet  rapidly  away.  A  curve  in  the 
itream,  and  a  row  of  overhanging  willows, 
helped  to  disappoint  Angelina's  tearful  gaze, 
rou  III.  u 
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and  a  speck  of  green  and  gold  was  the  last  she 
saw  of  the  companion  of  years  and  the  fendot 
of  feithful  Trueloyes.  Hie  gentlemen  of  tlie 
party  not  chusing  to  risk  themsdresj  proposed 
putting  back  to  see  what  coidd  be  done,  and 
Angelina's  tears  and  reproaches  were  mingled 
with  Mrs.  Luxmore's  fears  lest  the  dear  Colonel 
should  have  lockjaw  from  the  bite^  and  Lord 
Featherhead's  friyolous  excuses  for  not  dashing 
in  afiier  Truelove. 

Haying  calmly  ascertained  exactly  where  tbe 
bird  went  oyer,  George  quietly  entered  the 
boat,  and  with  a  few  manly,  yigorous  strokes, 
he  was  soon  &r  away — the  party  ran  along  the 
banks  as  long  as  they  could  see  him,  and  then  a 
heayy  shower  came  on,  and  they  rushed  into  the 
house — ^Angelina  was  forced,  most  unwillingly, 
from  t^e  river's  side,  by  her  mother's  com- 
mand and  the  Colonel's  strong  arm.  Poor 
Angelina !  the  evening  passed  away,  but  not 
so  her  grief  for  poor  Trueloye.    She  could  sot 
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restrain  her  tears^  and  feeling  they  must  ap- 
pear ridiculous^  she  turned  to  the  window  to 
conceal  thein, 

"What  a  fool  that  Damly  must  be,"  said 
Lord  Featherhead,  "  to  go  in  search  of  that 
bird ;  why,  if  there  had  been  a  possibility  of 
recovering  itj  he  might  have  been  sure  I  should 
have  done  it.  Tlie  fellow's  drowned^  I've  no 
doubt  of  it," 

At  these  words,  Angelina  grew  ghastly  pale, 
but  started  up  with  a  shriek  of  joy,  for  the 
words,  "  Pretty  Poll !  pretty  Delina !"  met  her 
car.  George,  wet,  from  head  to  foot,  stood  at 
tie  door  J  the  poor  bird,  drenched,  drooping,  and 
vith  a  wounded  beak,  flew  to  his  mistress's 
bosom ;  and  George,  with  a  hasty  apology,  a 
good  night,  and  a  graceful  bow,  hastened  from 
the  spot. 

*MVhat  a  noble  fellow  that  is,"  said  Mr. 
Luxmore, 

*'1^Tiat    a    rash    fool — he*s    evidently   half 
downed,"  said  Lord  Featherhead, 
D  2 
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''And  sure  of  the  rheumatbm/*  said  Coloiid 
Fitzgeorge. 


And  what  said  Angelina's  heart  ? 


5S 


CHAPTER  in. 
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Angelina  longed  to  thank  George  Daxnly  for 
lus  generous  and  brave  rescue  of  her  pet,  but 
«he  longed  in  vain,  for  he  gave  her  no  oppor- 
tunity. He  came  not  to  her  home,  and  he  never 
was  seen  in  the  hannU  of  their  childhood,  A 
new  cause  of  oflfence  had  arisen,  but  one  of  which 
Angelina  was  not  only  guiltless,  but  unaware. 
Poor  Mrs.  Damly,  ignorant  of  the  world,  and 
thinking  only  of  her  son  and  his  feelings,  had 
▼enltired,  unknown  to  him,  to  step  to  the  Hall 
one  day>  and  humbly  to  ask  Mrs,  Luxmorc  ta 
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allow  Angelina  to  come  down  to  her  cottage,  as 
she  had  been  wont  to  do  in  former  times,  and 
spend  Goerge's  birth-day  there.    It  was  to  be 
a  little  rustic  festiyal,  and  the  mother  wished  to 
prepare  for  her  son  the  delight  and  surprise  of 
Miss  Luxmore's  presence.    Mrs.  Luzmore  not 
only  refused,  but  refused  in  a  manner  partico- 
larly  calculated  to  distress  the  poor  mother; 
and  wishing  at  once  to  put  a  stop  to  a  danger- 
ous intimacy  and  to  all  hope  in  the  heart  of 
the  yoimg  outcast  of  society,  she  pretended 
to  go  in  search  of,  and  consult,  her  daughter, 
and  conyeyed  to  George's  mother,  as  if  from 
Angelina  herself,  a  cold  and  hau^^ty  refusal 
At  first  Mrs.  Damly  meant  to  keep  this  cniel 
slight  from  her  son;  but  hearing  him  planning 
one  day  (for  first,  true,  love  is  ever  relentiDg) 
a  visit  to  the  Hall,  her  maternal  ]mde  got  the 
better  of  her,  and  she  told  him  alL 

Greorge  went  no  more  to  Mr.  Luxmore's: 
what  became  of  him,  Angelina  did  not  hear,  nor 
could  she  discorer.     She  fancied  her  £tther 


knew  somethiEg  on  tlie  subject,  but  she  was 
afraid  to  ask,  and  new  conquests,  new  vanities, 
and  new  hopes  began  by  degrees  to  efface  his 
image  in  her  heart. 

The  season  approadied — the  season  of  the 
Beauty's  introduction  into  the  London  world  of 
iuduoa ;  it  found  Angelina  rich  in  every  charm, 
grace,  and  accompliehment — ^the  auld  Leddy 
and  Mrs,  Luxmore,  full  of  ambitious  hopes, 
schemes  and  projects — but  Mr.  Luxmore  in  a 
state  of  health  so  delicate,  that  his  physicians 
ordered  the  air  of  Italy  as  quite  indispensable 
to  save  him  from  a  rapid  decline, 

Angelina,  fondly,  nay  devotedly,  attached  to 
her  father,  passionately  entreated  to  be  allowed 
to  accompany  him,  but  in  vain ;  ever  unselfish^ 
he  could  not  bear  to  take  her  from  the  scene  of 
10  much  expected  happiness  and  triumph,  nor 
eoold  he  endure  to  rob  Mrs.  Luxmore,  thanlc- 
leis  and  heartless  though  he  had  proved  her, 
of  the  delights  she  had  so  long  looked  for- 
ward to. 
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To  make  sure  of  Mr.  Luxmore's  leaTing  his 
daughter  in  England,  (for  Angelina's  eainett 
wishes  and  entreades  began  to  move  the  father's 
heart),  Mrs.  Luzmore  persuaded  her  own 
medical  man  (a  flirting,  flattering  physician  i  k 
mode  J  to  assture  him  that  Miss  Luzmore  bad 
grown  so  rapidly,  and  was,  in  spite  of  her 
blooming  complexion,  so  delicate,  that  the 
enerrating  air  of  the  south  would  endanger  her 
health.  This  rtue  succeeded.  In  Tun  Ange- 
lina pleaded — ^in  Tain  poor  Eva  wept  Lox- 
more  departed  alone. 

Eva  was  still  too.  young  and  too  lovely,  fiv 
the  world  not  to  misconstrue  her  motives,  had 
she  accompanied  him,  and  she  felt  too  diat  if 
he  needed  her  much,  Angelina  needed  her 
more. 

And  so  he  went — alone,  iU,  dejected — to  try 
what  a  change  of  climate  would  do  (as  if  the 
heart  did  not  make  its  own  climate),  and  in  the 
vain  hope  of  shaking  off  the  pains  and  miseriea 
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and  infirmities  which  had  been  entailed  upon 
him^bjhis  horrible  and  protracted  sufferings 
when  under  the  hands  of  the  cruel  and  igno- 
rant quack^  Dr.  Brutus  Grinlay — sufferings 
endured  with  so  much  heroism,  for  a  being  so 
ideal  as  the  Bobina  he  then  loved  so  wildly  and 
80  well — sufferings  which  he  would  have  borne 
without  a  murmur,  till  they  brought  him  to  the 
grare,  for  a  love  which  she  was  totally  incapa- 
ble of  feeling  or  even  understanding.  He  was 
scarcely  gone,  when  Mrs.  Luxmore  began  to 
recover  from  her  feigned  distress — ^feigned,  to 
conceal  her  real  impatience  of  his  stay.  Colo- 
nel Fitzgeorge,  in  whose  admiration  of  herself 
she  stiU  fondly  believed,  was  summoned  to 
her  counsels.  Eva  was  coldly  slighted  and 
fihunned. 

An  opera  box  was  hired,  a  new  equipage 

ordered ;  jewellers,  milliners,  and  dress-makers 

fermedthe  daily  levee;  and  Angelina,  a  good 

deal  com&rted  in  heart  and  revived  in  spirit 

d6 
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by  some  letters  from  her  &ther,  (written 
to  comfort  and  to  cheer  her)  prepared,  with 
peerless  beauty  and  with  boundless  hopes,  lor 
her  first  season  in  London. 
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OHAPTER  IV. 


THE  FIRST  SEAfiON. 


It  was  the  gayest  of  gay  seasons.  London 
had  never  been  so  fiill  and  so  &scmating. 
Hundreds  of  new  beauties  made  their  debuts  y 
bat  none  were  at  all^  or  in  any  way,  to  be  com- 
pared with  Angelina  Luzmore.  The  sensation 
she  created  at  the  first  Almack's  ball  she 
embellished  by  her  presence,  was  (when  one 
considers  how  litde  enthusiastic  the  English 
are)  something  almost  marrellons.  The  ad- 
miration she  excited  in,  and  the  homage  she 
received  from,  the  first  fitshionables  and  nobles 
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of  the  day,  would  have  tamed  a  steadier  bead 
than  hers.     She  was    positiyely   giddy  with 
delight.    The  first  week  of  her  introductum 
she    had    seyeral    eligible    offers.     A  young 
baronet  with  ten  thousand  a  year,  an  old  noUe* 
man  with  twenty,  an  Italian  Prince,  a  Spaniih 
Duke,  and  a  French  Marquis,  all  proposed,  tnd 
all  were  instantly  refused.     Mrs.  Luzmore  did 
not  quite  approve  of  such  summary  proceed- 
ings.   She  thought  these  offers  worthy  of  some 
consideration.    The  young  baronet  and  the  old 
nobleman,  she  £uicied  ought  to  have  had  some 
little  encouragement;    but  Angelina  wss  not 
yet  coquette  enough  to  hold  out  fidse  hopes  in 
return   for  a  real    preference;    and   Colonel 
Fitzgeorge,  whose  influence  with  Mrs.  Lux* 
more  was  very  great,  had  his  own  reasons  fa 
being  very  ready  to  assist  Angelina  in  disnuM- 
ing  all  aspirants. 

She  who  has  been  an  artful  coquette  in  her 
own  youth,  naturally  becomes  in  her  daagfater*s» 
a  manoeuvering  match-maker.   Angelina*s  gresl 
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success  certainly  raised  her  mamma's  hopes  to 
the  highest  pitch ;  but  still  she  began  to  fear 
lest  Colonel  Fitzgeorge  should  prove  a  detri- 
mental, and  Angelina's  first  season  pass  away 
without  her  haying  secured  a  coronet. 

She  wished  Colonel  Fitzgeorge  then^  by  the 
most  exclusive  devotion  to  herself,  to  impress 
on  the  minds  of  all,  that  he  was  the  mother's 
humble  admirer,  not  the  daughter's  suitor ;  but 
this  she  had  some  difficulty  in  effecting.  Colo- 
nd  Fitzgeorge  was  a  sly,  resolute,  experienced 
fellow ;  if  at  first  he  had  only  thought  of  Ange- 
lina as  the  heiress  of  Luxmore  Park,  he  was 
now,  from  the  dose  intimacy  into  which  he  had 
been  thrown  with  her,  actually  fond  of  the 
beautiful,  endearing,  and  accomplished  dibu 
tante.  But  this  he  had  tact  enough  to  conceal, 
till  it  suited  his  purpose  to  make  his  real  senti- 
ments known.  In  the  meantime  he  assumed  a 
great  control  over  Mrs.  Luxmore,  and,  through 
her,  over  her  daughter,  to  which  the  former 
yielded  she  scarce  knew  why,  except  that  she 
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was  weak,  and  as  mach  in  loye  as  one  so  nb 
and  friyolous  could  be;  and  Fitzgeorge  had 
tact  enough  to  make  her  at  times  donbtfiil  of 
her  eminre^  and  therefore  nervously  anxious  to 
secure  it.  He  was  not  the  sort  of  man  to  be 
won  by  deference  and  deYotion^  but  that  she 
did  not  know. 

All  this  time  Eva  Morris  led  a  somewhat 
secluded  life;  the  pleasures  which  had  had  htds 
charm  for  her  at  sixteen,  had  at  two-and-thiity 
no  attraction  at  alL  Much  as  she  was  sdB 
admired,  even  by  the  side  of  the  young  and 
brilliant  Angelina,  Society  had  little  to  intoreit 
her;  but  she  had  promised  Mr.  Luzmoie  to 
watdi  oyer  Angelina  to  the  best  of  her  power, 
and  so  she  often  sate  through  two  or  three 
protracted  balls  in  one  evening,  and  copimed 
herself  to  the  crowded  streets,  or  thronged 
promenades,  when  a  country  walk,  or  a  sannter 
even  in  the  unfrequented  parts  of  Hyde  Paik 
or  Kensington  Grardens,  would  have  been  a 
most    refreshing    luxury.     But    though  Eva 
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Moms  did  her  Qtmost  to  make  her  society 
agreeable  to  Mrs.  Luxmore,  that  lady  felt  her 
presence  a  great  restraint^  and  longed  to  rid 
herself  of  it  She  could  not  help  looking  upon 
her  in  the  light  of  a  censor  and  a  spy.  Before 
one  so  calm^  so  moderate,  and  so  wise,  she  was 
ashamed  to  rush  from  one  scene  of  dissipation 
to  another — ^to  drain  the  cup  of  pleasure  with 
80  insatiate  a  thirst — ^to  be  so  entirely  devoted 
to  this  worlds  before  her  whose  hopes  she 
knew  to  be  centred  in  another.  She  was 
ashamed  that  her  husband's  best  and  most 
deroted  friend  should  see  her,  so  long  the  idol 
of  that  good  and  noble  being,  wooing  the 
somewhat  noncAoItm/,  sparing,  and  uncertain 
attentions  of  Fitzgeorge.  But  so  it  was.  It 
was  her  nature,  the  less  he  deroted  himself  to 
her,  the  more  she  laviahed  her  attentiona  on 
him;  and  Eya  marvelled  not,  for  she  recalled 
the  time,  when  even  Mr.  Luxmore,  by  appear- 
ing for  a  time  to  withdraw  his  love,  had  made 
Bobina  covet  its  return. 
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Eva  was  very  sincere  and  straight-forwud; 
she  could  not  disguise  her  real  feelings  and 
opinions;  she  was  courageous  and  dcTOted, 
and  she  would  not  conceal  them.  She  disliked 
and  despised  Fitzgeorge;  she  thought  bis 
influence  over  Mrs.  Luxmore  a  pernicious  one, 
his  great  intimacy  a  serious  detriment  to  both 
the  wife  and  daughter  of  her  friend.  Lamoie 
seemed  to  her,  degraded  by  his  wife's  undig- 
nified deference  and  devotion  to  a  man  wbo 
had  little  but  his  person  to  reconunend  biniy 
and  even  that  was  now  somewhat  coarse  and 
gaudy  in  its  beauty. 

Eva,  too,  heard  many  remarks  and  many 
innuendoes  about  this  dangerous  intimacy.  It 
was  a  delicate  subject  to  discuss  with  Mn. 
Luxmore,  but  she  felt  it  was  her  duty,  and  she 
resolved  to  do  it  She  had  no  doubt  that, 
however  much  Mrs.  Luxmore  mighrresent  her 
remarks,  she  would  listen  to  them ;  and  on  osie 
occasion,  having  at  a  ball  where  Angelina  had 
been  even  more  than  usually  adored  and  admired. 
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orerheard  some  bitter  sarcasms  on  Fitzgeorge's 
attentions  to  Mrs.  Luxmore^  she  resolved  to 
speak  out^  and  to  induce  Mrs.  Luzmore  to 
dismiss  him  from  her  train,  or  at  any  rate  to 
withdraw  her  intimacy. 

Poor  £ya !  she  was  not  at  all  prepared  for 
the  result.  Mrs.  Luzmore  had  long  been  on 
the  watch  for  an  opportunity  of  quarrelling 
with  her.  Eva's  calm  and  watchful  eyes,  her 
candour,  and  her  simplicity,  were  very  dis- 
Ustefiil  to  Colonel  Fitzgeorge;  he  had  often 
tried  to  rouse  Mrs.  Luxmore  to  get  rid  of  her ; 
and  now  the  poor  protegee  laid  herself  open  to 
all  the  venom,  all  the  revenge,  and  all  the  hate, 
which  had  long  been  fermenting  in  Mrs.  Lux- 
more's  narrow  heart.  Eva  was  startled  at  the 
pasdons  she  aroused.  Mrs.  Luxmore  taxed 
her  with  jealousy,  envy,  revenge — accused  her 
of  having  formerly  tried  to  supplant  her  in  her 
husband's  affections,  and  of  now  seeking  to 
eclipse  her  in  Fitzgeorge's  eyes.  She  told  her 
that  pity  for  her  helpless  poverty,  not  any 
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respect  for  her  character,  or  regard  finr  ha 
person,  induced  her  to  tolerate  her  presence— 
that  she  was  far  from  considering  &e  society  of 
one  so  artful  and  designing  as  at  all  beneficial 
to  so  young  an  heiress  as.  her  child.    She  faulted 
at  many  serious  causes  of  dislike  and  complaint, 
which   would    have    alarmed    any   one  kn 
thoroughly  good    and    true    than  ETa;  and 
ended  by  saying  that,  although  reelect  hr  Mr. 
Luxmore's  wishes,  and  consideration  for  Ae 
silly  aflfections  of  a  young  enthusiastic  girl,  had 
made   her    tolerate    Miss    Morris's    presence 
hitherto,  yet  she  had  better  be  on  her  guard, 
and  not  presume  too  much  in  future,  for  that 
any  repetition  of  her  present  impertinence  mnst 
end  in  her  leaving  the  house. 

Poor  Eya!  she  listened  rather  in  sorrow  and 
amazement,  than  in  anger ;  but  much  as  she 
had  borne  and  could  bear  for  the  sake  of  Mr. 
Luxmore  and  Angelina,  some  of  the  innuendoes 
of  Mrs«  Luxmore  aroused  her  sense  of  £anale 
dignity,  and  though  her  entire  derotion  to  tkis 
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fiunily  had  prevented  her  making  any  firienda 
elsewhere^  and  she  waa  in  every  sense  alone  in 
the  worlds  forlorn  and  helpless,  she  could  not 
eat  of  the  bread  and  drink  of  the  cup  of  the 
cold,  insolent,  and  heartless  woman  who  had  so 
outraged  her  and  degraded  herself,  and  whose 
natural  defects  of  temper  and  character  were 
becoming  intolerable  under  the  influence  of  a 
bold  and  scheming  man. 

A&  for  Angelina,  her  heart  was  now  so  fiill 
of  the  yanities  of  the  world,  and  her  head  so 
completely  turned  by  the  homage  and  adulation 
the  received,  that  even  she  did  not  enter,  as 
warmly  as  Eva  had  expected,  into  her  wrongs. 
A  new  beauty  had  appeared  in  the  scenes 
where  Angelina  was  Queen,  and  there  were 
some  who  were  a  little  disposed  to  transfer  the 
golden  apple  to  her.  Hitherto  Angelina  had 
had  no  rivaL  No  matter  what  she  wore,  or 
what  her  mood — ^whether  she  appeared  in 
Tdvet  and  diamonds,  or  simplicity  and  pearls — 
she  waa  the  universal  magnet.     Then,  young 
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and  old  gazed  at  her  with  an  expression  varybg 
£rom  the  gallant  devotion  of  the  old  school,  to 
the  less  ceremonious  and  respectfiil  homage  of 
the  new.     Women  looked  at   her,  some  to 
criticise  and  disparage,  some  to  enry  snd  to 
hate,  and  some  few,  because  it  was  a  ^earaie 
to  gaze  on  anything  so  beautiful  and  so  im- 
affected.      But    now  one    almost   as  grest  t 
beauty,  and   a    greater    noyelty,  shared  the 
flattering  and  universal  tributes— -one^  too,  of  a 
perfectly  different  style.    In  her  own,  nothing 
could  have  surpassed  her,  so  perEect  were  her 
features,  so  exquisite  her  complexion,  so  ridi 
and  radiant  her  profusion  of  hair  of  the  gold  of 
Ossian ;  her  fig^e,  too,  was  so  exquisite  in  Hs 
slight  and  feminine  proportions.     But  Lady 
Emmeline  Manners  formed  in  every  respect  a 
contrast  to  our  heroine — ^taller,  more  8tatd|j, 
and  though  about  the  same  age^  of  a  much 
more  developed  beauty;   her  cream-coloored 
skin,  with  just  the  softest  china  rose  in  the 
centre  of  the  cheek,  and  lips  of  chiselled  condi 


THS  FIK8T  SEASON.  69 

set  off  her  silken  bands  of  hair  of  ahnost  a 
purple  blacky  her  large  gazelle-like  eyes  of 
dazzling  jet^  and  her  arched  black  brows ;  her 
forehead  was  high  and  intellectual^  and  her 
manners  at  once  soft  and  brilliant. 

She  had  the  sense  to  see  that  finery  would 
destroy  the  effect  of  such  great  and  real  beauty, 
and  her  dress  was  as  classic  as  it  was  costly. 
A  tiara  of  gold,  or  gems,  on  that  noble  brow 
— and  a  white  tunic  dress  d  la  Cfrecjue,  of 
some  soft  crape,  or  Indian  muslin,  with  a  cestus 
to  correspond  with  her  tiara,  and  one  antique 
amulet  to  adorn  one  of  the  loveliest  of  arms. 
This  peculiar  style  of  dress,  setting  off  a  beauty 
so  unique  and  so  rare,  frequently  made  Lady 
Emmeline  Manners  rival  the  faultless  loveliness 
of  that  genuine  beauty  of  the  highest  order  of 
English  loveliness,  Angelina  Luzmore. 

Angelina  at  first  had  looked  at  her  with 
pleasure ;  but  then,  she  had  no  idea  the  belle- 
brunette  could  ever  withdraw  one  glance  from 
herself-HBhe  had  been  so  much  used  to  hear 
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herself  pronounced  the  Beauty  of  the  Daj,  aad 
the  Bose  of  the  World.  When  she  did  fitst 
diflcoyer  that  Lady  Emmeline  was  a  riTal^andt 
powerful  one^  she  waa  herself  amasedat  the  acute 
and  distressing  feelings  which  sprang  up  in  ber 
breaBt.  They  were  her  frst  ezpadenee  of  &e 
miseries  of  being  a  beauty;  and  if Angdin 
Luxmore^  in  the  yery  dawn  of  her  JoyelineH» 
already  feels  that  the  sooroe  of  tears  and  smilei 
is  side  by  side-^cmd  that  eyen  her  fiuiUav 
loyeliness,  attended  as  it  is  by  Taoity  tnd  sdi* 
worship,  is  a  &tal  gift^-^what  most  be  die 
restless  misery  of  those  who  possess  all  her 
foibles  without  half  h^  charms — ^those  ^'widi 
hearts  as  yain,  and  faces  half  as  fidrT'  What 
the  irritable  despondency  of  a  yain  beauty  od 
the  wane?  What,  in  short,  the  thonsasd 
countless  and  impalpable  yexations  of  one  b<n 
and  bred  a  Beauty  ? 

'  Urged  by  her  mother,  jmd  by  her  own 
ranity,  to  maintain  her  right  as  Queen  of 
Beauty,  and  to  recoyer  the  sole  dominion  Ae 
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had  possessed^  Angelina  tried  to  surpass  herself 
in  the  elegance  of  her  dress  and  the  captiration 
of  her  manners ;  and  engrossed  by  this  paltry 
ambition,  she  attended  little  (oh,  ungrateful 
and  heartless  beauty  I)  to  the  real  woes  of  poor 
Eva — ^woes  entailed  upon  her  entirely  by  her 
derodon  to  the  Luxmores ;  &i  on  many  occa- 
sions her  great  sweetness,  her  beauty,  and  her 
virtue,  would  have  secured  her  a  good  husband 
and  a  desirable  establishment,  could  she  have 
spared  one  iota  of  her  affection  or  attention 
from  poor  Luxmore  and  Angelina. 

Howeyer,  it  so  happened  that  when  Eva 
came  into  Angelina's  dressing-room,  to  tell  her 
of  her  mother's  behaviour  and  her  own  conse- 
quent resolve,  "  The  Beauty"  had  just  been 
reading,  in  a  fashionable  paper,  an  account  of  a 
fSte  at  which  both  herself  and  Lady  EmmeUne 
had  be^i  present;  and  her  heart  swelled,  and 
tears  of  mortification  rose,  when  she  saw,  if 
possible,  a  higher  tribute  paid  to  the  charms  of 
the  new  beauty,  than  to  her  own.    Angelina 


72  THE  FIRST  8BAS0K. 

was  in  a  fever  of  jealousy,  anger,  and  scorn; 
a  bitter  sense  of  injustice  and  a  thint  tx 
▼engeance  filled  her  heart 

She  had  been  told  that  the  piquant  sketcbei 
of  scenes  in  high  life,  which  made  this  jonmil 
popular,  were  furnished  by  a  certain  honounUe 
Captain  in  the  Gxiards,  whom  she  remembered 
having  sometimes  slighted,  because  he  wis  a 
little,  mean-looking  man,  with  a  sarcastic  smiky 
and  cold  keen  eyes,  but  who  had  been  disposed 
at  one  time  almost  to  worship  in  her  the  Sttt 
of  the  beau  mande.  Angelina  was  planning  a 
revenge — a  revenge  which  in  calmer  moments 
she  would  have  been  ashamed  to  have  con- 
templated, and  which  she  would  have  con- 
demned in  any  other,  as  unfeminine  and  on* 
dignified.  This  was  nothing  less  than  the 
bringing  this  Honourable  Captain  McQnibUe 
to  her  feet,  that  she  might  have  the  pleasure  of 
spuming  hinu 

It  was  while  meditating  this,  and  while  jdan* 
ning  the  dress  in  which  she  was  to  commeno; 


THB   FIB8T  SEASON.  73 

that  difficult  task,  the  retaking  of  a  heart — ^that 
Eva  found  her — found  her  flushed,  pre-occu- 
pied,  eager,  impatient,  full  of  self,  jealousy,  and 
vanity.  She  could  scarcely  withdraw  her  eyes 
from  the  mirror,  before  which  she  was  trying  a 
new  style  of  head-dress,  even  to  look  at  Eva  ; 
whose  pale  cheeks,  and  eyes  red  with  weeping, 
would  have  told  more  of  her  feelings,  than  pride 
would  allow  her  to  convey  in  words. 

After  Eva  had  simply  and  succinctly  narrated 
Mrs.  Luxmore's  cold  and  insulting  remarks^- 
Angelina,  the  while,  trying  the  effect  on  her 
forehead,  of  a  flower  here  and  a  gem  there — 
ahe  paused,  expecting  perhaps  that  the  Beauty 
would  burst  into  tears,  and  throw  herself  into 
her  arms.  She  had  mistaken  Angelina's  silence 
(the  result  of  attention  to  her  mirror)  for  sym- 
pathy, and  as  she  had  been  speaking  with  her 
face  buried  in  her  hands,  she  had  not  seen  the 
young  coquette's  manceuvres  at  the  glass.  She 
was,  therefore,  startled,  wounded,  and  deeply 
disappointed,  when  Angelina    said:    ''I  beg 

VOL.   III.  E 
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your  pardon,  dear  Era,  I  have  not  heard  qnile 
all  you  hare  been  8a3nng — ^I  am  so  busy  now 
about  something  of  such  importance ;  but  don't 
fret — I  know  mamma  means  nothing — after  all| 
what  does  it  signify  T' 

'^  Nothing,  if  you  can  ask  such  a  question' 
nothing,  since  you  can  listen  unmoTed  to  sock 
an  account  of  what  your  mother  has  said  and 
done.    My  busmess  here  is  indeed  at  an  end, 
when   you  can  receive  the  last  adieu  of  the 
fieiend  who  has  watched  6yer  you  and  tended 
you  from    your   cradle,    seated    before  your 
mirror,  and  thinkJTig  not  of  my  solenm  agony, 
but  of  your  own  heartless  triumphs  and  nmionB 
beauty.     Farewell,    then,   Angelina  1    When 
that  glass  reflects  eyes  dim  with  time  and  tetfi 
— ^wrinkles  instead  of  that  roseate  bloom    snd 
a  few  gray  hairs  instead  of  those  showen  oi 
gold — then,  Angelina,  forsaken,  slighted,  and 
oh,  how  lonely,  how  forlorn!    you  wiU  re- 
member the  one  friend,  who  loved  you  not  fcr 
your  beauty,  your  wealth,  or  your  power— you 
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will  remember  Era's  desolation  in  this  bitter 
hour,  and  your  own  utter  heartlessness.     Fare-^ 
welL'' 

With  these  words  Eva  rose  to  go.  Angelina 
sprang  up,  and  was  about  to  throw  her  arms 
around  her,  to  beg  her  forgiveness,  and  to 
assure  her  of  her  love,  when  she  found  she  had 
in  her  sudden  movement  snapped  the  string  of 
a  row  of  pearls,  on  which  the  effect  of  her 
head-dress  mainly  depended.  Vanity  pre- 
vailed over  affection/  and  the  Beauty,  while  she 
collected .  the  pearls,  sufiered  Eva  to  depart. 
By  the  time  they  were  restored,  her  mother 
sent  to  liasten  her,  and  to  request  her  attend- 
ancQ  >  and  after  an  interview  with  that  mother 
and  Lady  McGrigor,  in  which  she  heard 
nothing  but  the  hollow  counsels  of  ambition 
and  vanity,  the  time  was  so  far  advanced  that 
she  was  obliged  to  hurry  to  her  toilet;  itHd 
without  her  wonted  visit  to  poor  Eva's  room, 
the  Beauty  hastened  to  the  Ball. 

B  2 
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CHAPTER  V. 


CAfTAIN   MC.QUIBBLE. 


When  Angelina  and  her  mother,  escorts  •'T 
Colonel  Fitzgeoi^e,  arrived  at  Lady  Bct»'' 
the  dancing  had  commenced,  and  a  crowd  wtf 
formed  round  a  quadrille,  to  which,  being  ^ 
late  to  join  in  that  dance,  our  party  hasten«4 
expecting  to  see  some  lion  of  the  day  exH^^' 
But  the  Beauty's  heart  beat,  and  her  cokmr 
came  and  went,  when  she  found  that  the  I^J 
Emmeline  was  the  attraction,  that  all  eyes  were 
fixed  on  her,  and  that  she  was  looking,  as  pret? 
women  generally  do  under  the  inflaenoe  of 
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delight  and  triumph,  ten  times  more  brilliant 
than  ^ff^iftl. 

She  was  dancing  with  that  identical  Captain 
MaQuibble,  whose  powerful  and  popular  pen 
had  conquered  for  her  more  hearts  than  even 
her  own  gaxelle-like  eyes.  His  object  was  to 
depose  the  reigning  beauty  who  had  slighted 
him,  and  to  enthrone  one  who,  without  half  the 
real  claims  to  sovereignty,  would  probably  have 
sense  enough  to  recognise  his  influence  over  her 
destiny,  and  gratitude  enough  to  acknowledge 
it  And  so  little  are  people  in  the  habit  of 
judging  for  themselves,  that  many  believed, 
because  they  had  seen  it  in  print,  that  Lady 
Emmeline  was  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  of 
every  ball  she  illumined  by  her  radiance. 

McQuibble  every  now  and  then  glanced  at 
Angelina,  to  see  how  she  bore  the  triumph  of 
her  rival.  In  answer  to  an  almost  affectionate 
salutation  from  Angelina,  and  an  eager  recogni- 
tion from  Mrs.  Luxmore,  he  bowed  with  a 
playful   nonchalance,    while    he    took    Lady 
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Enuneline's  hand  las  if  ^ihe  bad  been  Mfie'  iMsf 
of  a  loftier  sphere  and  higher  nature.  'JkageliBa 
remembered  well,  when  he  had  ahown  her  the 
aame  tender  deference,  and  an  intemedHbetD 
humble  and  to  punish  him  filled  hermnbfeait 
However,  there  seemed  to  be  little  dunee  d 
this,  £>r  after  die  dance  was  wer,  he  oontiaaad 
by  Lady  Emmeline's  aide,  amuaiBg  her  with 
his  saUies  and  his  sarcasaiis,  and  AngeKua  begn 
to  fear,  by  the  occasional  ^anoe  Lady  fiaaK* 
line  stole  at  her,  that  some  of  Us  most  ilMbt- 
ible  jokes  were  at  her  expense.  She  tit 
excessively  anxious  and  irritable,  aiad  began 
herself  to  mistslte  her  jealousy  of  Lady  Smdw^ 
line  and  her  wounded  vanity,  for  a  dM^  is* 
terest  in  Captain  McQuibUe.  While  daiflfa^ 
with  Lord  Featherhead,  she  was  eoMttidj 
watching  Captain  McQuibble,  who  wUft  UtoA 
too  keen«witted  and  sharp-sighted  ^dt  to  be 
aware  of  that  feet— a  iact  very  impotMnt  to 
him,  as  he  was  really  a  little  in  love  iHQi  10^ 
Luxmore,  and  so  much  in  Iov«  wMl  Uliufetft 
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thai  he  could  ill  brook  any  wound  to  his  vanity^ 
or  any  slight  to  his  person. 

At  length  Angelina^  whose  dignity  waned 
(as  female  dignity  ever  does)  when  vanity  is  at 
llie  fillip  in  passing  by  the  supercilious  Mc. 
QoibUe,  actually  dropped  her  bouquet  so  near 
him^  that  he  could  not,  without  crushing  it, 
sToid  picking  it  *up.  As  he  did  so,  his  eyes 
met  Angelina's;  pride,  yanity,  jealousy,  and  a 
sort  of  excitement  as  to  how  be  would  act, 
lighted  those  bewitching  eyes,  and  filled  them 
with  tears;  the  same  feelings  blanched  her 
cheek,  and  made  her  hand  tremble.  Mc.Quib- 
ble  marked  all  this ;  he  was  a  coxcomb,  and  he 
was  in  love ;  he  misconstrued  this  emotion,  a 
thousand  hopes  sprang  to  life,  all  his  tenderness 
rcYived  the  moment  he  fimcied  he  was  appre- 
ciated. In  handing  Angelina  her  bouquet,  he 
▼entured  to  grasp  her  hand ;  and  she  not  only 
did  not  resist  the  liberty,  but  urged  by  that 
spirit  of  coquetry,  (made  up  of  weakness,  the 
pride  of  conquest,  the  dislike  to  cause  pain. 
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and  the  unreflecting  delight  in  giving  pleasure^) 
which  is  the  evil  genios  of  moet  beantiet— 
slightly  but  certainly  returned  that  pretfore. 
At  this  very  moment^  she  heard  a  deep  sigb 
near  her,  and  looking  up,  pereeiyed,  to  her 
unspeakable  surprise,  Greorge  Damly  at  a  little 
distance  from  her,  dressed  in  a  style  of  simple 
and  manly  elegance,  which  set  off  his  really 
fine  person  to  the  greatest  advantage.  H<rw 
unlike  he  looked  to  all  the  fops  around  her! 
How  martial  was 'his  air,  how  full  of  pride  and 
feeling  were  his  eyes  I  Angelina  felt  intensely 
miserable,  for  he  must  have  seen  she  was  flirt- 
ing (nay,  something  more  than  flirting)  with 
the  little  fashionable  and  forward  dandy  beside 
her. 

She  tried  to  meet  George's  eyes,  but  in  vain; 
he  had  returned  to  the  side  of  an  elderly  lady, 
whom  Angelina  soon  discovered  to  be  the  wife 
of  the  Honourable  Colonel  Yorke,  his  com- 
manding officer ;  and  to  complete  her  distress, 
she  saw  him  dancing  repeatedly  with  the  Miss 
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Torkes,  and  finally  waltzing  with  her  beautiful 
rival,  Lady  Emmeline,  to  whom  he  was  intro- 
duced by  Colonel  Yorke,  and  who  seemed  ^ot 
a  little  pleased  with  her  very  handsome  partner. 
Angelina  could  not  know  what  was  passing  in 
George's  heart;  she  could  not  know  that  he 
wished  at  one  moment  that  the  whole  scene 
around  him  would  &de  away,  .the  lights  be 
extinguished,  the  music  hushed,  the  company 
gone,  and  that  he  were  sitting  with  her,  (whose 
very  existence  he  now  seems  to  forget)  in  the 
old  bower  at  Luxmore  Park;  and  the  next 
instant,,  when  he  recals  the  smile  she  gave 
Mc.Quibble,  he  wishes  the  world  would  crumble 
away  around  him,  and  an  e^thquake  engulf 
Imn,  his  supposed  rival,  Angelina,  and  indeed 
the  whole  world,  for  ever.  No !  to  Angelina 
he  seems  proud  of  his  beautiful  partner,  as  he 
whirls  her  through  the  waltz ;  and  she  takes  no 
pains  to  conceal  her  admiration  of  him,  leaning, 
rather  more  than  was  necessary,  on  his  manly 
E  5 
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arm^  and  looking  up  into  bis  face,  widi  faiBtrooi 
eyes  and  smiling  lips. 

•But  of  all  concerned^  none  were  wate  €Qb- 
pletely  misled  than  Captain  McQuibble ;  he 
had  not  seen  George  Damly,  nor  was  he  aware 
of  Angelina's  acquaintance  with  any  rock 
person.  He  therefiire  attributed  to  himsd^ 
and  to  the  reconciliation  widi  him,  aU  the 
emotion  which  still  made  Angelina's  dxeek  psk 
and  her  lip  quiver.  It  was  in  vain  dliatike 
turned  away^  cast  down  her  eyes,  remaiiisd 
silent,  sighed,  betrayed  her  impatience  in  many 
ways !  Had  she  not  pressed  his  hand  ?  What 
coxdd  her  present  conduct  be,  but  too  giest  a 
consciousness  of  her  own  weakness  and  of  his 
power  Lady  Emmeline  was  deserted.  He 
rapidly  sketched  an  article  to  restore  Ai^g»Hfu 
to  sole  and  entire  sovereignty,  and  whidi  arti- 
cle was  to  be  written  before  he  went  to  bed^ 
and  printed  ih  the  morning.  Such  lofdine«. 
such  a  connexion,  such  prospects,  and  audi 
possessions — ^he    almost   questioned    his   own 
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right  to  be  80  fertunate ;  but  a  moment's  re- 
fleotipn  conTinced  bim  be  deserved  it  all^  nay 
morej  if  more  coold  be.  He  looked  at  bis 
conceited  little  self  in  tbe  first  mirror,  and  be 
fek  more  disposed  to  congratulate  Angelina 
than  himpelf ;  and  tben  bis  wit  I  ''  Ob,  sbe 
was  a  fortunate  woman,  and  be  was  a  cbarming 
manr      , 

He  would  lose  no  time,  be  would  propose 
the  next  day.  How  unexpectedly  would 
all  tbe  biUs  be  bad  accepted  be  met  now  I 
How  bis  tailor  would  cringe  and  trust !  What 
a  turnout  be  would  bave !  What  a  life  he 
would  lead ! 

He  was  roused  from  bis  deligbtAil  dream, 
by  Angelina's  complaining  ..of  feeling  ill,  and 
expressing  a  wisb  to  go  bome.  He  folded  ber 
shawl  oyer  ber  witb  a  tenderness  wbicb  did 
not  escape  George  Darnly;  and  having  per- 
suaded the  unwilling  Mrs.  Luxmore  to  attend 
her  daughter,  be  banded  ber  into  tbe  carriage, 
witb  a  whispered  a  demain.    Angelina,  after 
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she  was  seated  in  the  carriage,  snddenljr 
looked  from  the  window^  the  light  of  the 
lamps  fell  on  the  pale  features  and  tenfU 
eyes  of  George,  who,  not  ezpectmg  to  fce 
noticed  by  her,  was  watdiing  the  carriage  that 
was  about  to  bear  away  the  only  woman  he 
had  ever  loved.  The  melancholy  tendernen 
of  his  gaze  affected  Angelina  so  much,  that 
she  bowed  involuntarily.  He  was  about,  in 
spite  of  all  his  resolutions,  to  dart  forward 
and  press  her  hand,  when  he  saw  McQaibble, 
who  had  imagined  her  bow  was  meant  tor 
him,  kiss  his  hand  to  her.  Greoige  then 
checked  his  impulse,  coldly  returned  her  bow, 
and  turned  away.  Angelina,  wounded,  grieved, 
and  quite  upset  by  the  first  mortificatioBB 
which  had  as  yet  embittered  the  life  of  a 
beauty,  leant  back  hi  the  carriage,  hid  her  ftoe 
in  her  hands,  and  wept  as  woman  weeps  the 
'first  time  she  feels  desolate — desolate  in  the 
Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


A  night's  beflbctions. 


Sad  and  sick  at  hearty  wearied  and  disgusted 
with  herself  and  all  the  world — out  of  spirits, 
out  of  humour,  out  of  conceit  even  with  her 
beauty  and  herself — Angelina  retired  to  her 
room.  She  did  not,  as  usual,  prolong,  by  pro- 
tracted gazes  at  herself,  the  period  of  undress- 
ing. Instead  of  sitting  listlessly  before  the 
glass,  listening  to  her  maid's  flattery  and  that  of 
her  own  vain  heart,  she  impatiently  helped, 
herself,  to  remove  the  ornaments  she  had  put  on 
with  so  much  pride  and  care;  and  flinging  a 
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wrapper  around  her,  she  sate  down  befivre  die 
fire,  and  while  Fichu  brushed  her  malichlfSB 
tresses,  Angelina  fell  into  a  profound  and  bitter 
reverie. 

Alas !  how  many  a  brilliant  and  envied  bsU- 
room  beauty  might  be  found  as  thooghtfbl  and 
as  sad,  could  we  follow  her  to  that  home,  where, 
the  excitement  over,  and  the  (miscalled)  plea- 
sure past,  she  is  obliged  to  commune  with  her 
own  heart,  and  be  stQl.  How  few  of  those 
who  make  this  world  their  aU,  can  be  satisfied 
with  the  joys  it  yields;  how  sddom  aie  the 
Vain  content,  whatever  praise  or  admiralMin 
they  may  win.  What  envy,  jealousy,  heiitr 
burnings,  unexpected  rivalships,  slights,  morti- 
fications, eclipses,  would  astonish  those  who 
knew  the  real  history  of  any  beauty,  however 
popular  and  however  admired. 

At  length,  after  it  had  occurred  to  Angelina, 
that  this  world,  bright  as  she  had  thought  it  aC 
first,  was  no  Paradise — ^that  beauty  was  not 
all-sufficient  for  happiness,  and  that  man  was 
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incoofltiiit  as  the  wind  or  as-a  woman — ^Ange- 
lina bethought  her  of  Eva — ^Eva,  that  true  and 
gentle  friend^  who  had  often  told  her  that  she 
woxdd  find  the  world  much  the  arid  scene  she 
now  discorered  it  tobe^  and  who  had  so  sweetly 
and  gently  whispered  of  higher  and  holier 
sources  of  joy  than  any  she  could  find  in  her 
own  beauty  or  in  man's  devotion — ^Eva,  whom 
die  had  wounded  and  slighted^  and  on  whose 
gentle  bosom  she  now  wished  to  pour  out  her 
penitence  and  her  disappointment. 

She  rose,  took  her  lamp,  dismissed  her  maid^ 
and  hastened  to  the  little  room,  where  she  had 
80  often  resorted  after  the  balls  and  festivals  were 
over,  to  sit  on  Eva's  little  bed,  and  tell  her  of 
aU  her  conquests  and  all  her  triumphs.  Ange- 
lina knocked  at  the  door.  No  answer  was 
returned — ^no  kind  "Come  in."  What  could  it 
nifiian?  After  knocking  again,  and  waiting 
some  time,  Angelina  opened  the  door — ^Eva 
was  not  there ;  the  room  was  in  perfect  order. 
The4)ed  had  not  been  slept  in.    There  was 
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bo  fire,  no  lights  no  flowers,  (whateyer  the 
season,  Eva  always  had  some  flowers  on  ber 
table)  all  was  cold,  desolate,  deserted.  Ange- 
lina's heart  misgave  her.  What  could  it 
mean  ?  At  length  a  note  on  the  toilet  canglit 
her  eye.  It  was  directed  to  herself;  with  a 
sinking  heart,  Angelina  read.* 

My  dear  Angelina, 

I  find  I  cannot,  after  what  has  passed, 
run  the  risk  of  meeting  Mrs.  Luzmore  again. 
Had  yon  shown  any  sympathy,  or  cTinced  any 
interest  in,  or  affection  for,  me,  I  would  bare 
stayed,  whatever  it  had  cost  me,  for  then  I 
might  still  have  been  of  some  use  to  you ;  but 
now  I  have  no  hope  of  that.  I  see  this  world, 
its  pleasures  and  its  vanities,  entirely  engrow 
you.  I  will  not  blame  you;  God  knows 
whether,  with  the  same  temptations,  I  might 
not  have  acted  the  same.  I  think  not — ^I  think 
I  could  never  have  smiled  in  the  mirror  while 
such  a  friend  shed  such  bitter  tears;  but  I 
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know  not — ^we  are  of  such  different  schools, 
Angelina — ^Prosperity  jour  nurse — ^Adversity 
mine.  It  were  meanness  and  cowardice  in  me 
to  stay  here,  now  that  I  hare  lost  your  love 
and  my  influence.  If  you  are  ever  sad,  disap- 
pointed, lonely,  in  trouble,  and  I  can  come  to 
you,  I  will.  I  shall  contrive  to  watch  over  you 
from  a  distance ;  but  it  will  be  long  before  you 
find  this  world  paU,  with  your  beauty,  your 
prospects,  your  fiisdnation,  and,  forgive  me  if  I 
add,  your  vanity.  Still  the  day  must  come. 
Yon  cannot  always  be  a  radiant  and  triumphant 

beauty;   and  then But   enough  of  this. 

You  are  so  much  engrossed,  you  forget  even 
poor  Truelove,  and  but  for  me  you  would  have 
lost  him  more  than  once.  I  mention  this, 
because  I  know  his  loss  would  cause  you  many 
a  pang;  and  now  I  cannot  minister  to  him.  I 
am  gone.  God  bless  and  keep  you,  Angelina. 
This  is  the  first  night,  for  eighteen  years,  that  I 
have  not  pressed  you  to  my.  bosom ;  but  I  feel 
this  more  than  you  do,  or  can.     For  my  sake 
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(and  it  is  my  last  appeal)  Amk  Mor#— iliiiik 
how  all  this  must  end.  My  own  £ile  is  mioer- 
tain;  one  thing  alone  is  sure — ^I  most  fpn 
daily  toil  for  daily  bread ;  bat  I  have  nefcr 
been  an  idler,  and  all  I  feel  at  this  moment  is 
for  you,  not  for  myself.    Farewell. 

Eva  Moeku. 

Poor  Eva  I  could  she  have  seen  how  bitteify 
Angelina  wept — ^how,  kneeling  beside  her  bed» 
die  buried  her  face  in  the  pillow  and  sobbed-* 
she  would  have  thought  it  already  time  to 
return ;  but  she  was  gone,  she  had  left  no  in- 
dication  whither,  and  Angelinaj  ashamed  sad 
miserable,  stole  to  her  bed. 

Alasl  what  comfort  found  she  there?  Georgel 
to  think  of  him  was  madness,  Mc.Quibhkl 
with  what  mortification  she  recalled  the  positif« 
adyances  she  had  made  to  that  oocKOomb,  under 
the  influence  of  vanity  and  jealousy.  Lord 
Featherhead!  instead  of  indiflferenee^  his  boiHig 
attentions  were  inducing  her  to  hate  hiBL  Her 
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fiither !  her  poor  father  1  so  litde  thought  of,  of 
late,  where  was  he  ?  Her  mother !  how  odious 
to  a  young  coquette,  the  arts  and  mancBUvres  of 
an  old  one.  Colonel  Fitzgeorge !  how  wearing, 
encroaching,  and  boring  a  detrimental  had  he 
become.  And  then  poor  Eva  Morris,  ihe  friend 
of  a  life,  gone !  gone  because  she  had  proved  so 
heartless,  so  thankless,  so  selfish !  There  was 
nothing  to  comfort  her— -everything,  on  every 
side,  to  grieve  and  reproach  her.  Even  True- 
love,  she  thought  of  with  shame,  for  in  her 
thirst  for  praise  had  she  not  often  forgotten 
even  to  feed  him?  Ah!  who  would  have 
believed  that  ihe  beautiful  Angelina  Luzmore 
—so  fSted,  so  courted,  so  admired,  so  wealthy 
—-steeped  her  pillow  in  such  bitter  tears  before 
her  weary  eyes  closed  on  that  night,  when  her 
triamph  over  Lady  Emmeline  in  the  re-conquest 
of  McQmbble,  had  sent  that  beauty  home  also 
iu  faittemets  and  tears. 


9S 


CHAPTER  VII. 


THE    WAKING     HOUE. 


Angelina's  waking  hour  was  for  the  £rst 
time  a  miserable  one.  In  the  sound  sleep  of 
early  youth  she  had  forgotten  all  her  Borrows, 

and  gathered  new  strength to  sufierl    She 

woke  from  a  dream  of  Greorge  Damly,  vai  of 
kneeling  at  the  altar  as  his  bride— frt>m  dreams 
of  orange  flowers,  and  Brussels  lace,  taaa&if 
bridemaids,  her  gentle  fitther's  blessingi  and 
George's  looks  of  speechless  tenderness— from 
these  she  woke  to  all  die  harsh  realities  of  fifr* 
Greorge,  whom  in  her  secret  heart  she  loTcd, 
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witb  that  rague^  restless,  almost  unconscious 

feeling  which  belongs  only  to  a  passion  un- 

revealed    and  unhappy — he  felt  that  he  had 

seen  her  Tain  and  heartless  encouragement  of 

Captain  Mc.Quibble,  and  that  it  had  decided 

him  to  shun  her.    Oh,  for  Eya's  sympathy  to 

solace  her  now  1    But  Eva  was  gone,  not  to 

comfort  and  competence,  (there  would  have 

been  some  little  solace  in  that  thought)  but  to 

toil,  discomfort^  and  perhaps  eyen  want !    But 

she  must  arise — she  must  array  herself  in  all 

her  charms — she  must  keep  up  her  character  of 

a  Beauty.    In  her  folly  of  .the  night  before,  she 

had  made  an  engagement  to  go  with  Mc.Quib- 

ble,  her  mother,   and  Colonel  Fitzgeorge,  to 

look  at   her    picture,  exhibited   at  Somerset 

House.    Alas!   how  weary,  how  monotonous 

the  day  would  be  ! — the  leyee  of  coxcombs — 

the  trifling,  paltry,  inane  conyersation — ^the  hot 

and  crowded  exhibition,  where  the  heat,  the 

glare,  the  buzz,  and  the  yariety  of  objects  of 

interest  unfitted  the  mind  for  the  appreciation 
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of  any — ^where,  too^  Ae  knew  she  would  be 
stared  at,  commented  on,  and  fellowed,  by 
strange  men,  and  where  any  fidling  off  in  ber 
wonted  beauty  and  Tiyadty  wonld  be  gladly 
remarked  and  pointed  out  by  jealous  womett— 
where,  too,  she  would  not  be  allowed  one 
minute's  silent  and  quiet  ^oyment  of  any 
scene  which  might  draw  her  firom  henelf  and 
her  sorrows — ^for  on  one  side  Lord  Featherbeid 
would  be  uttering  affected  common-places,  as 
if  they  were  gems  of  wisdom;  on  the  otber, 
McQuibble  would  be  perpetually  aiming  at  an 
epigram,  a  point,  or  a  sally,  and  watching  and 
waiting  for  its  e£fect — and  Fitigeorge,  wbo 
professed  connoisseurahip  in  pictures,  would 
prose  about  length  and  breadth,  and  handling, 
and  toning  down,  and  fecal  relief,  and  tbe 
chiara  ascuro,  and  the  old  nunters.  Oh,  bow 
different  this  waking  to  that  of  thooe  brigbt 
days  at  Luzmore  Park,  when  long  befere 
Fichu  called  her,  she  was  up  and  away,  {daying 
at  hide  and  seek  in  the  shrubberies  with  Gtoige 


THE  WAKING  HOXJB.  95 

Damly^  or  rowing  on  the  river  with  him, 
crowned  with  the  blue  bells  he  had  gathered 
for  her  in  the  dewy  fields  he  passed  through, 
sharing  the  wild  strawberries  he  had  gathered 
for  her,  and  listening  with  such  delicious  anti- 
dpation  to  his  half  melancholy  picture  of  the 
pleasures  and  the  lovers  that  would  woo  her 
when  first  she  dawned  on  the  gay  world. 

Poor  George !  but  it  was  vain  to  think  of 
himl  She  knew  his  fastidious  pride,  his  keen 
sad  quick  perception ;  she  knew  he  had  seen 
her  more  than  encouraging,  actually  wooing, 
McQuibble  firom  the  rival  beauty  of  the 
evening;  he  knew  her  every  look,  tone,  and 
manner  too  well,  not  to  have  understood  her 
conduct;  and  she,  alas!  she  knew  every  shade 
of  expression  of  a  face  that  was  indeed  the 
index  of  his  mind ;  and  just  as  she  had  pressed 
that  coxcomb's  hand,  to  win  him  from  a  rival, 
Ae  had  read  a  haughty  reproach  in  George's 
dark  eyes,  and  scorn  on  his  beautiful  and  culti- 
vated hp.    Nor  could  she  ever  (even  should  an 
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opportunity  occur)  explain  away  or  ezcnae 
what  he  had  seen.  She  knew  him  well  enough 
to  fear  that  if,  with  the  frankness  of  fonner 
days  she  owned  to  him  that  dread  of  a  riyali 
and  jealousy  of  his  influential  admiration  £>r 
another,  had  induced  her  to  make  an  adTtnce 
to  a  man  she  disliked,  he  would  only  despise 
her  the  more  for  her  envy  and  jealousy  of  Lady 
Emmeline,  than  for  her  supposed  tenderness 
for  McQuibble. 

At  length  as,  turn  which  way  she  would,  she 
found  nothing  pleasant  or  satis&ctory  to  think 
upon,  Angelina,  like  so  many  others  similarlj 
placed,  resolved  not  to  think  at  all. 

She  would  dress,  dance,  flirt,  trifle,  and 
above  all,  she  would  eclipse  Lady  Emmeline. 
She  rang  for  Fichu,  (already  she  had  contracted 
the  idle  and  odious  habit  of  breakfasting  in 
bed,)  and  while  she  sipped  her  cofiee,  she 
drank  in  from  the  pen  of  McQuibble  an  ani- 
mated description  of  the  ball  of  the  past  eren- 
ing,  and  an  eloquent  and  impassioned  tribute 
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to  her  channs.  She  found  herself,  by  that  only 
magic  wand,  the  pen,  restored  to  undivided 
sovereignty  over  the  hearts  of  men — ^the  sole 
and  acknowledged  Queen  of  Beauty  once 
again.  Her  vain  heart  was  solaced  by  this 
timely  tribute,  her  spirits  were  enlivened,  and 
excitement  took  the  place  of  lost  peace  in  her 
breast.  Her  morning  toilette  was  perfection. 
Fichu  pronounced  her  mise  d  rapir,  and  bdle  i 
miracles  and  satisfied  that  Fichu  was  right, 
our  Beauty  repaired  to  the  drawing-room,  to 
receive  the  homage  which  she  knew  the  idlers 
of  the  day  would  offer  at^er  shrine. 

Angelina's  &lse  spirits  forsook  her  a  little 
when,  on  entering  the  drawing-room,  instead 
of  the  wonted  bevy  of  beaux,  she  fi>und  only 
Colonel  Dunkeld,  looking  more  lugubrious  than 
ever,  and  picking  out  on  the  piano  the  notes  of 
a  funeral  dirge.  Angelina  tripped  lightly  up 
to  him  unobserved,  pressed  her  hands  on  his 
eyes,  and  said  in  a  feigned  voice,  *'  Guess  who 
lam!" 

VOL.  III.  F 
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''A  child  of  misery,  and  an  heiren  of  sonoVi 
be  you  who  you  may/'  groaned  Donkeld. 

"  Nay,  you  are  wrong/*  laughed  AngfKat, 
dancing  playfully  round  and  confionting  ber 
old  friend.  ''  I  am  a  child  of  happineas,  and 
an  heiress  of  all  this  world's  goods." 

"  Tour  own  heart  does  not  say  so/'  gromed 
Colonel  Dunkeld — *^  does  it,  girl  ?  answer  ne 
truly,  I  adjure  you  I"  and  he  caught  both  her 
hands,  clutched  them  tightly,  and  bending  Us 
long.  Quixotic,  solemn  £ek»  down,  so  as  ahnoit 
to  touch  her  £ur  and  open  brow,  he  looked  into 
her  dear,  upraised  eyes,  as  if  throng  them  he 
would  peer  into  her  heart 

At  any  other  time,  Angelina  would  haie 
laughed  at  his  earnestness  and  sported  wi&  Ui 
solemnity;  as  it  was,  his  appeal  awakened  a 
thousand  painful  echoes  in  her  heart  Geoige! 
her  fiUherl  £yal  her  mother!  her  unbred 
loY^rs !  with  their,  to  her,  wearing  attentions^ 
her  real  loneliness  in  the  midst  of  so  mvA 
reyel  and  riot!— «11  rushed  upon  her  mind  at 
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oBce^  the  blood  foraook  her  cheeks,  her  lip 
quirered  and  grew  white,  she  made  a  little 
eflbrt  to  smile,  a  little  struggle  to  release  herself 
from  DuxdLeld's  grasp,  and  then,  she  scarce 
knew  how  or  why,  she  burst  mto  a  passion  of 
tears. 

''  My  poor  child !  my  little  one  !"  cried  old 
Dunkdld,  catching  her  to  his  heart,  and  large 
tears  pouring  down  his  own  long  &ce — ^^^I 
knew  I  was  right — ^I  knew  I  must  be  right;" 
and  there  was  a  sort  of  triumph  even  in  his 
distress,  as  he  held  Angelina  to  his  breast,  and 
patted  her  on  the  back,  as  nurses  do  a  fractious 
babe. 

There  was  something  in  this  ludicrous  mix- 
tore  of  sorrow  and  triunq^h  which  struck  the 
excitable  imag^ation  of  Angelina,  and  tickled 
ber  fimey  so  much,  that  she  could  not  but  laugh. 
Brer  since  she  could  speak,  old  Dunkeld  had, 
whenerer  he  had  met  her,  tried  his  best  to 
persuade  her,  she  was  a  miserable  and  forlorn 
creature,  and  till  now  she  had  always  met  his 
f2 
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most  searching  glances  with,  smiles,  his  hgQr 
brious  queries  with  jests,  and  his  awM  po- 
phecies  with  playful  repartees.  But  it  was  aH 
over  now ;  in  rain  she  laughed ;  he  looked 
upon  that  laugh  as  hysterical,  said  her  smilei 
were  indeed  of  those  smiles  that  might  as  wdl 
be  tears,  and  shalring  his  head,  added :  "  My 
poor  girl,  I  always  knew  it — it  is  nothing  new 
to  me— I  was  sure  it  must  be  so — how  could  it 
be  otherwise.  With  your  prospects,  your  posi- 
tion, your  person,  it  must  be  so !" 

'^  Must  be  how  V*  asked  Angelina,  who, 
haying  recovered  her  composure,  was  a  little 
nettled  at  his  remarks. 

"  How !  why  just  as  it  is ;  we  all  weap 
bitterly,  from  our  birth  to  our  death,  and  wiA 
good  cause ;  only  some  weep  behind  a  maak, 
and  that  you  haye  done  so  deyerly  till  new, 
that  you  almost  deceired  me.  You  are  yoimg» 
ahd  you  know  you  must  grow  old— beantiiiil, 
and  yOu  know  that  however  rich  in  bloom  and 
beauty  at  eighteen,  at  eighty  you  will  be  a 
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wrinkled  old  woman.  Ton  start — jou  prefer 
to  die ;  but  it  is  not  pleasant  to  die  either.  Cold^ 
and  dnil,  and  bleak  as  is  this  worlds  the  grave 
is  more  dnU,  more  bleak;  yile  as  are  our 
associates  now^  the  worms  are  Tiler ;  it  is  not 
pleasant  to  be  screwed  up  in  a  narrow  box^ 
buried  perhaps  alive— many  are — ^most  are  I" 

*'(&!'*  eried  Angelina,  ^^that  cannot  be 
truer 

^'I  believe  it  often  is;  but  what  does  it 
matter?  *Even  that  ends  in  death — a  few 
^struggles,  and  it  is  over;  the  poor  wretch 
buried  alive  comes  in  a  few  hours  to  that  end 
which  awaits  the  most  brilliant  career.  Well, 
old  age  or  Death,  there  is  no  alternative.'* 

"There  is  the  alternative  of  not  thinking 
about  such  distressing  things.'* 

"  Nay,  I  think  the  latter  is  our  only  com- 
fixrter;  much  as  I  loathe  the  thought  of  all  the 
•irikfffiing  ceremony  and  paraphernalia  of  the 
grave,  I  love  the  thought  of  Death,  and  woo 
her  as  a  bride." 


10£  TBE  wAxnre  *  H€f0B. 

His  glo<mi^  e^  looked  90  excited,  ftmgrimi 
started;  «he  &lt  tome  nuBgiynigB  »  tp  Ui 
flanily,  while  he  proceeded,  ffinging  hk  Usaf 
fpranft  arms  aloft:  ^'Whentfadl  IaieetliiBe,cfc 
long  lobked-liMr  Death— when  feel  thj  akdeloa 
araifi  around  me— -whexL ?' 

''Oh,  do  not  887  floeh  ahoAmg  ddngt," 
eried  Angelina;  "  I  diaU  ran  away  if  yva  do ; 
tell  me  where  you  have  been  diia  monnag, 
and  what  you  have  been  doing  V* 

^Yim  aee  this  |;azb,  Cfaia  haOand,  time 

''I  do/'       , 

"They  anawer  fixr  ine.  I  Iw^  bmi  al  a 
funertl;  I  went  gladly,  far  cxne  is  nam  ai  rtMf 
who  knew  little  of  reat  on  earth.'* 

''And  who  r 

"  (Xie  whrnn  I  remember  abnoit  as  iui  and 
qilite  as  young  and  gay  aa  yonneH  VbB  <nt 
tiahe  I  saw  your  poor  unhappy  mo<hcr,  and 
the  first  time  she  saw  that  miaerabfe  being,  mj 
unhappy  friend,  your  &ther,  (that  ffl^Arted  mmi^ 
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iag  wliieh  led  to  their  ill-omened  marriage) — it 
WIS  the  bridal  of  that  Very  being  at  whose 
fimeral  I  have  jnst  assisted ;  and  I  owuj  I  felt 
greater  satisfiurtion  at  the  last  than  at  the  first 
act  of  that  tragedy.    She  is  gone  at  last.'' 

''Not  Lady  YaneT'  asked  Angelina^  who- 
had  often  heard  her  mother  talk  of  her  wed* 
ding^  aiid  her  soturoes  of  domestic  unh&ppiness ; 
and  had  listened  to  Eva's  interesting  acoonnt  of 
the  ricthn  of  loye. 

^  Ye§,  ereii  Lady  Vane ;  and  it  is  a  marvel 
siie  lasted  00  long ;  she  was  positively  fretted  . 
to  death — loomed  to  her  gravp  by  the  rival 
a&cfidn.tad  jeal6uay  of  two  beings  who  loved 
her  so,  tliat  neither  conld  resign  any  share  in 
her  aflbctlta;  but  whom  she  cherished  equally. 
They  wonld  probably  have  rivalled  each  other 
in  dying  £>r  grief  at  her  loss,  but  that  she  has 
left  a  cfa]ld>  a  daughter,  and  now  they  will  dry 
thn  tears  for  the  loss  of  poor  Lady  Vane,  to 
mwidLeadi  other  in  devotion  to  the  child; 
wUch  Lady  Vane,  to  avoid  in  her  last  dreadful 
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iUness  any  trying  scenes^  has  consigned  eqiiaDj 
to  the  care  of  hoth.    They  will  probably  kill  it 
'  too — a  happy  release  if  they  do.** 

'^  Is  it  then  afflicted  in  any  way  V* 

"Of  course  it  is/" 

"Howr 

''How!" 

"Yes,  how?  is  it  deformed?  or  sickly?  a 
foolish  r 

"Yes;  what  human  creature  is  not;  it  is 
not  more  so  than  others — it  is  what  the  i^iU 
calls  beautiful,  and  healthy,  and  gifted— 00  it 
caUs  you.  Butrl  know  better — ^I  know,  and 
you  know,  that  you  are  both  deformed,  sicUyi 
and  foolish — for  who  is  not  ?  and  being  S0|  I 
wish  you  both  a  quiet  exit  firom  a  wcnld  of  cm 
— and  would  say,  in  your  case  too,  it  ii  & 
happy  release.  Ah,  here  comes  your  poor 
mother — we  neyer  agree— so  I  wiU  away ;  tdl 
her  I  came  principally  to  bring  her  dui 
American  paper,  in  which  is  an  account  of  tke 
death  of  her  old  sehootmiBtress,  JMioi  Mci 


THE  WAK15G  HOVB.  106 

Pradie  that  was.  She  will  be  glad  to  see  she 
is  out  of  all  pain  and  trouble — I  nHsh  we  all 
were.  Ah,  I  hear  laughs  and  jests — ^poor 
worms !  laugh  and  jest  on !  every  laugh  and 
erery  jest  brings  you  nearer  to  the  happy  day 
when  you  shall  jest  no  more,  but  banquet  your 
fellow  worms.  Would  that  day  were  come 
foraUr 

He  stalked  mournfully  away,  leaving  the 
paper  in  Angelina's  hands.  She,  interested,  as 
gills  generally  are  in  all  people  associated  with 
their  mothers'  youth,  eagerly  looked  out  the 
following  detail,  of  what,  in ,  spite  iof  Colonel 
Dunkeld's  more  philosophic  views,  we  must 
consider  the  tragic  end  of  Miss  Mc.Prudie. 
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The  paragraph  which  arrested  Angelma's 
attention,  and  even  drew  the  selfiBh  Mia.  Lux- 
more  for  a  few  minntes  firom  die  contemplitioii 
of  her  own  charms  and  the  Colonel's^  ran  as 
follows. 

''A  melancholy  instance  of  the  fatal  eflSBcU 
of  drinking  occurred  in  this  city  lately,  to  an 
aged  maiden  lady  of  the  name  of  McPrudie; 
the  same  who,  some  eighteen  years  ago,  saed 
onr  not  yery  popular  Town  Clerk,  S.  Gillespie, 
Esqre.,  for  Breach  of  Promise.    He  haTing  1^ 
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Eifgland  ^th  the  professed  intentioii  of  marry- 
ing the  dderlj  spmster^  and  changing  his  mind 
daring  Uie  to jage,  having  tranrferred  his  affec- 
tions td  a  Miss  Twitch>  whom  she  brought  out 
with  her  as  a  sort  of  half-friend,  half-underling 
— the  ca0e  must  be  fresh  in  the  memory  of  our 
ddet  readers;  but  for  the  benefit  of  the 
youitger  ones,  and  as  a  lesson  to  all  ladies  who 
boile  to  get  married,  we  will  recal  its  leading 
features,  because  it  convinces  them  that  though 
the  harder  sex  may  blend  the  worship  of  Cupid 
with  that  of  Bacchus,  the  softer  are  expected 
to  wreathe  no  vine  leaves  in  the  rose-wreath  of 
love — to  be  content  with  purling  streams  and 
fragrant  ilighs,  and  to  dash  aside  the  sparkling 
eup  of  rosy  wine,  or  gem-like  mountain  dew. 
The  defendant  then  admitted  the  promise  and 
the  contract,  but  excused  his  breach  of  faith  by 
die  startling  announcement,  that  in  the  close 
intimacy  of  the  vbyage,  he  had,  to  his  horror, 
discov^ed  that  the  fair  bride-elect  never  went 
to  bed  tober ;  and  that  when  arrived  at  Quebec, 
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and  tlie  day  fixed  for  ^e  wedding,  sbe  <m  the 
very  eve  of  her  marriage,  Garoosed  m  ber  own 
room  to  such  a  degree,  that  in  a  fit  of  iBtoadcir 
tion  she  fell  into  the  fire,  firom  wfaieh  she  w» 
rescued  by  her  companion.  Miss  Twitch ;  bat 
was,  in  conseqaence  of  seTeral  serere  hams  cm 
her  &ce  and  hands,  quite  unfit  to  present  her- 
self at  the  altar;  in  consequence  of  which  Wm 
Twitch  took  her  place  there,  and  became  Mn. 
Sawnie  Gillespie,  on  the  morning  after  the 
accident. 

'  ''  The  plaintifirs  counsel,  in  reply,  had  staled 
that  the  whole  was  a  conspiracy — That  Mi» 
Twitch,  instigated  by  the  designing  and  incon- 
stant defendant,  had  purposely  made  the  pliiii- 
tiff  tipsy,  with  a  view  to  the  result-Hhat  irhik 
affianced  to  Mr.  Gillespie,  the  pkJBtiff  had 
realized  and  confided  to  him  seyeral  lai|;e  sons, 
and  other  property,  particnlady  a  diamond 
brooch  of  some  ralue,  to  whadi  ake  was  mvA 
attached,  as  it  was  a  love-gift  of  the  detedntt 
to  the  plaintiff  in  early  youtb—lhal  the  plea 
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could  not  be  a  yalid  011%,  as  Miss  Twitch  was 
quite  as  mnch  addicted  to  the  bottle  as  Miss 
McPnidie  herself.  And  if  habitual  intoxica- 
tion were  the  objection  in  one  case^  it  ought  to 
hold  good  in  the  other. 

'^  To  this  the  defendant's  counsel  had  wittily 
retorted — ^that  it  was  too  true^  and  much  to  be 
lamented,  that  ladies  of  the  present  day,  both 
young  and  old,  were  too  often  elevated  and 
degraded  at  the  same  moment ;  but  that  if  it 
was  impossible  to  teach  old  dogs  tricks,  it  was 
quite  as  much  so,  to  cure  an  old  dram-drinker 
of  the  habits  of  a  life ;  a  young  one  might  be 
broken  in,  and  he  thought  his  client  had  already 
tried  his  hand  in  that  way — that  it  was  he,  was 
the  injured  party,  having  placed  his  affections 
on  a  lady  who  had  jilted  hun  for  the  bottle — 
tliat  her  n^hts  were  deyoted  to  the  rosy  god- 
that  she  was  no  ways  entitled  to  a  love  gift, 
o&red  when  she  was  a  well-conducted,  sober- 
minded,  amiable  woman — that  any  presents  she 
had  made  him  during  their  engagement  were  a 
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poor  cbmpeiisatita  for  «Q  he  lud  sienficed  inr 
her  sake,  leaTing  his  coifiitrf  tfnd  lua  profettiMi 
to  settle  in  a  foreign  land  with,  her— and  that 
surely  no  person  whose  habittud  intozicatMHi 
sank  her  below  the  brate j  Was  entkled  to  the 
redress  granted  only  to  an  kgured  lady.  Ike 
jury  had^  it  wfll  be  .  remembered,  fimnd  t 
verdict  fiir  the  defendant,  ^th  eoifts,  and  die 
public  i^as  not  muck  surprised,  when,  sosie 
few  nmnths.  after,  Mrs.  Sawnie  Ginespe  osn* 
meiioed  an  acticm  fi>r  assault  against  her  hat- 
band, he  haying  iniicted  on  her  serend  seyeie 
horse-whippings,  and  kept  her  tar  seteral  dayi 
lodged  up  on  bread  and  water.  She  lost  her 
cause  whenr  it  was-proved  thai  her  habibial 
drunkenness  had  induced  him  to  use  her  in 
this  cruel  and  unmanly  manner.  And  bdng 
exposed  on  her  defeat  and  return  to  him  to 
bitter  taunts,  and  even  more  severe  castigation 
whenerer  she  took  a  ''  drap  too  much  o'  dk 
barley  bree,'*  she  one  day  collected  what  she 
could  of  valuables  and  money — among  other 
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tkixigs  tiie  diaxnond  brooch  which  had  figured 
in  the  finmer  trial — and  eteaped  in  a  fishing 
venel  to  Engknd,  whither  GiU^pie  did  not 
follow  her,  and  where  Bhe  probably  liyes  in 
great  diitress,  if  not  in  beggary. 

''In  the  meantime,  poot  Mm  Md.Frudie, 
jSted  by  Lore,  and  rejected  by  Hymen,  deyoted- 
heradf  entirely  to  BaechuA.  From  a  respectable, 
d%iiified,  and  dressy  old  la^,  she  gradually 
sank  into  a  dirty,  sickly  old  drone,  afflicted  with 
deliriiun  tremens,  and  often  bordeiiag  on  in- 
toity.  Earl^  in  the  morning  she  might  be 
seen  pouring  the  liquid  poison  down  her  throat, 
her  withered  and  trembling  hands  being  scarcely 
aUe  to  conyey  the  glass  to  her  Ups.  At  length 
she  ieH  ill ;  the  doctor  and  the  nurse,  armed 
wiQt  a  temporary  authority,  forbade  all  pota^ 
fions,  and  remoyed  all  spirits  out  of  her  reach. 
Unsustained  by  the  horrible  excitement  of  the 
bottle,  her  melancholy  and  remorse  were  hor- 
rQ)Ie.  She  drank  off  some  Eau  de  Cohgne 
and    layender    water,  which   was     on    her 
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toilet,  and  under  their  influence^  roammg  about 
the  house,  in  search  of  something  to  drinki  she 
came  to  a  closet  where  several  botdes  were 
kept.  She  clutched  one,  and,  half  frensed, 
without  even  ascertaining  its  contents,  (itleiA 
so  it  is  belieyed)  she  poured  the  contents  psrlly 
down  her  throat,  and  partly  (dropping  die 
botde  accidentally)  they  fell  oyer  her  &oe,  her 
hands,  and  her  person,  only  clothed  in  a  nigiift^ 
gown.  It  was  a  bottle  full  of  yitriol,  used  fat 
household  purposes. 

"  The  agonies  she  suffered,  both  internaDj 
and  externally,  no  pen  can  describe ;  yet  in 
this  torture  she  lingered  nearly  a  week,  sad 
fier  shrieks  disturbed  the  whole  neij^bboiirliood. 
At  length  she  died  in  unspeakable  anguish,  aad 
a  coroner's  inquest  sat  upon  her  body,  wMA 
presented  a  most  hideous  and  appalling  spec- 
tacle. 

^' A  verdict  of  "^^  Accidental  Deafh*^  was  le- 
turned,  but  many  had  their  doubts  whether  one 
otfebhde-ie  would  not  haye  been  more  just** 
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'^Poor  Miss  McFrudie/*  said  Mrs.  Lux- 
more^  when  Angelina  had  ended  this  horrible 
story — ^'^ isn't  it  shocking.  Colonel?  I  declare 
Fm  qnite  upset." 

**!  never  see  any  good  in  harrowing  up 
one's  feelings  by  such  details/'  said  the  Colonelj 
who  was  a  great  worshipper  of  comfort  '' AU 
I  can  say  is,  '  she  took  a  cup  too  much' '' — and 
he  koghed. 

^'Capital  I"  said  Mrs.  Luzmore,  ''you  are  so 
droUy  Colonel;  oh  dear!  poor  thing  I  how 
dreadful!" 

''Well,  we  cannot  get  her  back,"  said  the 
Colonel,  "  and  would  not  if  we  could,  I  fancy ; 
80  it  is  nonsense  to  fret  oyer  her.  Come,  a 
little  of  her  spirit  would  do  us  no  harm;  I 
never  mourn  for  the  dead — ^they're  better  off 
than  we  are."  And  he  pretended  to  look  senti- 
mental and  to  sigh. 

"They  are  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Luzmore; 
"  poor  Miss  McPrudie  I  how  well  I  remember 
that  brooch  of  hers.    How  we  used  to  quiz  her 
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and  G]]I««^  i  and  to  think  he  neivr  nankd 
her  after  ell !  Ah^  talking  of  broochea  lemiiicb 
me^  I  must  caU  ttt  M(»rtimer'8  to-daj.  Ange- 
Una,  you  look  pale — that  honrid  story  has  npsel 
you.    CkMBO,  loye,  let  us  go  to  the  exhiUtkA.'* 

''  Yes,**  fiaid  Colonel  Fitaic;eorge,  ''do  left 
be  xM,  bef(»e  Featherhead^  <Hr  McQnibUe,  or 
atiysof  thdse  feUows  oome  boring  one.  Lel^i 
order  the  carriage ;  yre  shall  just  hare  time  la 
get  a  little  luncheon  befi)re  it  comes  to  Ae 
door.    I  h<^  that  ^inMf^/Ml^  is  still  extant'' 

''Oh,  yes.  Colonel r  said  Mrs.  Luxmoie; 
''  when  I  saw  you  liked  it  so,  I  had  it  put  bf 
and  JUpt  sacred  to  yotu" 

''  Th^n  I  wai  forthwith  pay  v^  homnge  at 
its  shrine,*'  «aid  the  Colonel,  who  was  becoae 
qtdte  a  ctipb6ard  loyer,  and  whose  exdium 
deyotioiL  to  the  Luzmores,  wiu  dwing  almost  ai 
much  to  Luxmore's  matchless  cook,  as  to  Ub 
peerless  child.  CoMe,  We  shdl  get  sudi  a  nice 
little    lunchleon  before  aily  of  lliose  feDova 


Fit^george  was  mufr  armed  at  the  Bge  wkett 
mm  is  ^  more  aoUtary  beitig ;  iii  youth  men 
love  companionship ;  Imt  in  'middle  age  all 
msk  become  great  bores^  md  all  joxaget 
rivids  9ie  desigioited  as  'thdae  tdiom.' 

Sorweret,  just  m  ISitzgeoigb,  with  dl  n  gofur* 
mand's  silent  and  sdfidi  ecstiBy,  was  "handing 
MiB.  Luzmore  down  to  hmdi^ny  Angelina 
fittywh%  nnwillmgly  and  p^isiTe,  tke^  mcft 
McQuibUe  and  Featherhead  coming  up-stairs. 
Our  party  was  obliged  either  to  retom  to  the 
drawing-room^  or  to  invite  the  intruders  to 
luncheon.  Colonel  Fitzgeorge  preferred  the 
latter,  though  it  cost  him  some  pangs.  Still 
there  was  some  hope  left ;  they  might  not  care 
fer  the  pAt&  Some  people  took  no  luncheon. 
Vain  hope  1  they  doated  on  a  good  luncheon, 
and  were  almost  as  fond  of  the  pftt£  as  himself. 
Added  to  this.  Sneak,  the  butler,  had  been 
induced  by  Mrs.  Luzmore^s  particular  direc- 
tions to  take  care  of  the  pftt^,  to  ascertain  him- 
self, what  there  was  so  valuable  in  it   Alas!  in 
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doing  80  he  had  abstracted  some  of  the  dioioeit 
morseLB.    Colonel Fitageorge  was  ready  to  ay; 
but  he  repressed  his  tears  with  a  manly  resoh- 
tion  to  make  Mrs.  Lnzmore  drire  to  a  eels- 
brated  purveyor  of  such  articles^  and  fafiBg 
home  another  pftt£  of  Ihe  same  description; 
and  further^  he  determined  to  use  his  inflnffnfir 
with  her  to  induce  her  to  lock  it  up— a  thing 
she  had  never  done  in  her  yain  and  tibiiftlesB 
life. 
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How  great  a  change  may  a  few  months  effect 
in  our  views  and  emotions^  even  where  no  great 
or  solemn  event  arrives  to  alter  at  once  onr 
destmies  and  our  feelings.  Nothing  very  im- 
portant had  happened  as  yet  to  our  Angelina. 
She  had  experienced  no  warning  reverses,  no 
^ous  losses,  no  sudden  change,  little  but  the 
every^iay  occurrences  of  life — and  yet  she  is 
ui  altered  being.  The  boundless  trust  in  the 
Future,  the  intense  enjoyment  of  the  Present, 
^  entire  confidence  in  her  own  charms,  and 
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the  quenchless  thirst  for  uniyersal  conquest  and 
universal  homage^  are  gone;  they  hare  not  rar- 
yived  even  this  her  first  season. 

In  a  quiet  country  life^  the  first  freshness  of 
the  heart  outUyes  the  first  bloom  of  the  ched. 
In  the  gay  world  the  freshness  of  the  heart  is 
gone^  before  that  of  the  cheek  is  even  perfected. 
Yet^  youthful  beauty  in  London  is  like  a  flower 
in  a  hothouse^  forced  into  unnatural  brilliancjri 
premature  ripeness,  and  premature  decay.  Ex- 
citement must  be  followed  by  depression— 
animation  by  langour— joy  by  dejection— and 
the  reaction  very  soon  wears  away  the  first  gloss 
of  both  the  freshness  and  the  Uoom. 

How  wearisome  now  to  Angyflina  was  the 
yery  sensation  she  made  as  she  entered  the 
crowded  roonMi  of  Somerset  House.  Hov 
nionotonous  and  unprofitable  seemed  the  stare 
and  the  buxz  which  had  so  delighted  and  find* 
nated  her  when  first  she  came  out;  fi>r  though 
she  had  always  been  uaed  to  admiration  and 
attention,  there  was  a  delightful  difibrenoe  ia 
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that  paid  to  the  lovely  koyden  in  her  round 
straw  hatj  her  firock  and  trowsers — ^and  that 
layished  on  the  matchless  and  exquisitely 
dressed  heiress^  who  dawned  on  the  world  of 
fashion^  not  merely  as  the  Queen  of  Beauty, 
but  as  one  of  the  best  matches  in  London. 

Poor  Angelina,  the  object  of  so  muck  admi- 
ration and  so  much  envy,  how  gladly  she  would 
hare  exchanged  this  crowded^  bustling  scene, 
the  hot,  brassy,  summer  sun^  lighting  up  the 
many  dreams  of  many  minds,  and  every  gor- 
geous gilt  frame  giving  back  a  thousand  dazzling  « 
rays,  and  becoming  a  sort  of  sun  in  itself— 
how  gladly  would  she  have  exchanged  it  all,  to 
sit  alone  by  the  wild  sea-shore,  as  Stamfield  had 
realized  it  to  her  &Acy,  in  the  very  picture  she 
gazed  at,  with  the  dear  ripple  breaking  on  the 
beach,  so  translucent  that  she  felt  as  if  she  could 
dip  her  feet  in  its  cool,  delicious  foam — alone 
with  nature  and  with  God-— no  voice  save  that 
of  those  distant  sea-mews,  and  the  soothing 
soUtary  music  of  the  world  of  waters.    Or  how 
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delightful  to  wander  through  those  delk  im- 
mortaUsed  by  Collins — to  ait  on  that  fiedlen  tree, 
80  majestic  in  its  min^  with  George  Daixdy  bj 
her  side,  as  in  days  of  yore-^to  watch  that  dear 
old  horse  enjoying  his  Sabbath^  (for  all  CeDina's 
pictures  have  a  sort  of  Sabbath  cahn  and  hotj 
happiness  about  them,)  and  'to  look. through 
nature  up  to  nature's  God.' 

How  worrying  to  poor  Angelina,  in  this  firame 
of  mind,  were  the  maiseriei  of  Lord  Feather- 
head,  who  was  entirely  taken  np  in  looldiig  out 
some  half-dozen  ix)rtrait8,  a  bust,  and  a  statue 
of  his  rain,  weak  self.  How  distiactiiig  were 
the  flippant  sarcasms  and  forced  epigrans  Cap- 
tain McQuibble  thought  it  neceaaaiy  to  bestov, 
on  pictures  which  had  cost  so  much  of  time  and 
thought,  and  which  heartless  wit  so  briefly  con- 
demned. And  how  much  more  intolerable  stiD 
were  Fitzgeorge's  plagiarised  and  heayy  ciiti* 
cising,  the  cant  of  his  connoisseurahip,  the  safetjr 
of  which  consisted  in  the  uniyersal  candemiia- 
lion  of  modem  merit  and  an  aflfected  wordiip  of 
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even  the  defects  of  what  he  called  with  assumed 
awe,  ''the  Old  Masters !" 

It  was  in  the  palmy  days  of  the  modem  Van- 
dyke, Sir  Thomas  Lawrence,  and  the  gem  of 
the  exhibition  was  that  fine  artist's  full  length 
portrait  of  Angelina  Luxmore.  The  refined, 
the  rare,  and  brilliant  beauty  of  Angelina  Lu3e* 
more,  so  suited  to  the  fine  taste  and  sparkling 
style  of  the  artist,  had  induced  him  to  bestow 
on  this  portrait,  a  care  and  a  finish,  which  the 
immense  demands  upon  his  time  and  talents 
prevented  his  giving  to  the  rest  of  his  works. 
The  result  was  perfection,  and  Angelina  Lux- 
more,  in  her  happiest  moments,  (evanescent  as 
such  moments  always  are,)  was  scarcely  more 
bewitching  than  the  Angelina  Luxmore  whose 
bloom  was  now  to  go  down  to  posterity,  and  to 
enrapture  generations  yet  unborn. 

It  was  some  time  before  our  party  could  even 
get  a  view  of  a  picture  so  peculiarly  interesting 
to  them,  for  a  crowd  of  connoisseurs,  and 
VOL.  ni.  o 
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amateurs — of  admirers  of  Sir  Thomas  as  an 
artist,  and  of  Angelina  as  a  beauty — imitalif  e 
admirers  of  what  others  admired,  and  a  good 
many  attracted  by  the  mere  abstract  lore  of  the 
beautiful — thronged    round     this   bewitching 
picture  of  the  Beauty  of  the  Age !    So  perfect 
was  the  likeness,  that  even  in  a  morning  dress, 
and  in  a  different  mood,  and  consequently  with 
a  difierent  expression,  it  was  recognised  directly 
Angelina  drew  near,  by  all  among  the  spectaton 
wbo  caught  a  view  of  her  features;  and  the 
consciousness  of  the  presence  of  the  original, 
was  betrayed  by  the  immediate  hushing  of  aD 
comment  and  criticism  on  the  picture. 

''  I  must  really  get  Lawrence  to  take  a  fell- 
length  of  me,'*  lisped  Lord  Featherhead,  tip- 
ping his  patent  leather  tiny  boot  with  a  little 
ebony  cane,  in  the  ferrule  of  which  two  rabies 
'  blushed  unseen,*  while  in  the  top  a  little  gold 
scent  box,  filled  widi  otto  of  rose,  'wasted  iti 
sweetness  on  the  desert  air.*  "  There  ought  to 
be  a  portrait  of  me  in  this  very  exhibition  by 
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Lawrence.  It's  his  fault,  not  mine — ^it  is  in- 
deed," he  said,  apologetically,  to  Angelina, 
'^  What  a  capital  match  it  would  have  made  to 
yours." 

*'Nay,  Miss  Luxmore's  picture  must  ever 
be  like  herself,  maichlesa  and  peerless/^  sneered 
Captain  McQuibble. 

''  I  had  an  interview  with  Lawrence  about 
mine,"  prosed  on  Lord  Featherhead  without 
understanding  and  without  heeding  McQuib- 
ble's  pun ;  "  I  thought,  if  he*d  see  me,  he'd  be 
sure  to  take  me." 

"  Yes,  to  take  you  off,"  sneered  McQuibble. 

"What  did  you  say,  sir?"  asked  Feather- 
head,  who,  like  most  weak  people,  was  very 
belligerent. 

"  I  meant  that  Lawrence  was  the  very  man 
to  hit  you  off;  he  likes  a  good  subject  I 
should  have  thought  he  would  have  made  a 
good  thing  of  you." 

''Ah,  so  I  thought,"  answered  his  Lordship, 
easily  csgoled;  ''I  was  so  anxious  about  it,  I 
o2 
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drove  to  his  door  several  times ;  he  was  ahraji 
out  or  engaged;  at  last  I  got  an  appointment 
with  him — ^fancj  at  six  o'clock  in  the  moniing! 
the  only  time  he  was  to  be  seen  I  Actuallj  I 
was  there  to  the  hour^  the  first  time  since  I  left 
Eton  that  I  ever  got  up  at  six ;  naj  at  five^  for 
by  six  I  was  in  a  new  world,  that  out-of-the-way, 
outlandish  place,  Russell  Square.  By  George, 
I  saw  the  sun  rise.  Poets  make  a  great  hn 
about  that,  but  to  me  he  looked  like  the  Lord 
Mayor,  all  purple  and  gold — ^vulgar  sight !  then 
I  heard  cocks  crowing,  and  red-nosed,  red- 
elbowed  milkmaids  crying  'milk  below;'  and 
the  streets  were  full  of  country  carts  of  cab- 
bages, and  I  don't  know  what  other  honid 
nuisances.  I'd  no  idea  London  was  sock  a 
dull,  dirty,  stupid  place.  I  have  seen  it  at  fiTe 
in  the  morning,  but  under  diffisrent  dream- 
stances.  It  didn't  look  so  deuced  small  and 
shabby." 

''  No,"  said  McQuibble,  "  on  those  occasioDi 
I  suspect  you  saw  double,  and  perhaps  a  few 
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lights  danced  before  your  eyes  to  enliven  the 
scene." 

"By  Creoige^  I  believe  you're  right,"  said 
Feaiherhead,  who  not  being  able  to  take  three 
glasses  of  wine  widiout  their  aflfecting  his  weak 
head^  wished  to  be  thought  a  hard  drinker  and 
a  two-bottle  man. 

''Well,  as  I  said  before,  I  got  to  Kussell 
Square  by  six,  and  I  found  Lawrence  up, 
dressed,  having  just  done  breakfart.  He  was 
very  courtly  and  polite^  and  all  that,  but  I 
could  not  bring  him  to  the  point,  as  to  when 
he  would  begin  my  Hkeness.  He  locked  hard 
at  me  too,  as  if  he  &ncied  he  should  make  a 
good  picture  of  me.  Why  do  you  think  he 
evaded  itr 

''I  should  say  he  felt  sure  he  couldn't  do 
you  justice,"  sneered  MciQuibble. 

"  Well,  parhaps  so.  At  any  rate  he  fixed  no 
time,  and  just  as  I  was  re-urging  it^  his  man  came 

in  to  say  the  Duchess  of  B was  waiting 

for  him  in  his  ateUer.    So  he  very  politely  asked 
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me  if  I  would  go  into  his  gallery  of  unfinished 
pictures  and  amuse  myself  there  till  he  came  to 
speak  to  me  again.  like  a  fool  I  agreed;  he 
left  me  there^  and  I  spent  some  time  looking  at 
the  pictures.  I  didn't  like  to  leare  the  gaOery 
before  he  came  back,  there  was  something 
deuced  grand  and  imposing  about  him^  though 
he  was  only  a  painter.  At  last^  what  with  Ae 
gloomy  painter's  light,  the  quiet,  and  the  laxge 
glaring  eyes  of  the  lifeless  yet  life-like  beings 
around  me,  I  fell  asleep  ;  having  got  up  at  fi^i 
no  wonder  !  I  awoke  in  an  awful  paasiott— * 
deuce  of  a  rage — hungry — I  was  hungrier  than 
I'd  ever  been  in  my  life.  At  last  I  wouldn't 
stand  it  any  longer;  I  rang  the  bell  seteial 
times  without  effect;  at  length  up  came  die  same 
man  who  had  admitted  me.  His  master  was 
gone  out!  it  was  two  in  the  afternoon!  He 
had  forgotten  all  about  me ;  at  least  so  the  man 
said.  I  felt  deucedly  inclined  to  knock  the 
man  down,  and  to  challenge  his  master;  bat 
remembering  he  was  only  a  painter,  I  drore 
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back  to  Miyart's,  and  made  a  break&st  you'd 
have  stared  at — ^by  George^  I  made  an  awful 
breakfast;  if  you'd  seen  me^  you'd  never  have 
forgotten  it;  the  waiter  told  me  he'd  neyer  seen 
a  gentleman  drink  so  much  champagne  at  break- 
fast before.     You'd  haye  been  astounded." 

"I  doubt  it — ^I  am  neyer  astounded  at  what 
some  men  swallow." 

"  Tou  would  haye  been  though ;  for  I  made 
an  awful  breakfast." 

These  half-witted  fellows  think  all  they  do 
awful!  maryeUous!  stupendous! 

Angelina,  wearied  to  death  with  Lord  Feather- 
bead's  interminable  boasts  and  wonders,  (all 
connected  with  himself,)  drew  near  her  mother 
and  Colonel  Fitzgeorge;  but  she  found  him 
engaged  in  a  long  pedantic  jargon,  the  object 
of  which  was  to  prove,  that  Lawrence  could  not 
possibly  be  a  fine  artist,  because  he  was  not  an 
old  master,  that  the  exquisite  picture  before 
Him  wanted  depth  and  breadth  and  tone  and 
colouring — that  the  hair  was  not  massive  enough 
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— ^the  £ice  out  of  drawing — that  the  whole  tbing 
wanted  touching  up  and  toning  down,  and  so 
on. 

''  I  wish  it  were  mine,"  said  the  Colonel,  ^  I 
would  do  something  with  it--a  touch  here  aad 
there,  and  a  little  focal  relief  would  do  wonders.** 

''What  sacrilege/'  whispered  McQuibble  to 
Angelina,  ''to  quarrel  with  that  picture;  it 
seems  to  me  like  flinging  stones  at  some  sweet 
Saint  enshrined  in  hallowed  niche— a  touch  here 
and  there,  and  from  that  dunuy  hand ;  why— 

**  One  aliade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less^ 
Had  half  impaired  tibe  namalc 
That  shines  in  OTerj  golden  tress 
And  softly  mantles  o'er  that  ftce^ 
Where  thoo^ts  serenely  sweet  < 
How  pure,  how  oalm,  their  dweOiqg  plaee  !* 

And  Mc.QuibUe,  who  had  an  exceUent 
memory,  once  started,  roamed  on  through  whole 
regions  of  rhyme,  and  their  beau^,  whid 
would  else  hare  deUgkted  Angelina,  was  marred 
by  the  forced  and  affected  intonation  with  idueh 
McQuibUe  recited  them^  and  the  theatric  and 
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personal  maimer  in  which  he  applied  the  most 
impasaioned  parts  to  herself.  How  little  did 
many  an  envious  mamma,  with  a  tribe  of  tall, 
beauless,  hopeleaa  daughters,  while  they  so 
grudged  our  Beauty  her  three  devoted  admirers 
—how  littLe  did  they  dream  that  she  would  re* 
joice  to  rengn  die  attentions  they  so  coveted*- 
that  these  three  unloved  lovers,  embittered  every 
hour  of  her  life,  and  robbed  even  the  exhibition 
of  half  its  charms. 

"What  do  you  think  that  is?"  said  Mc. 
Quibble,  pointing  to  a  stiff  figure^  full  length, 
with  a  conscious  stare,  a  glossy  coat,  an  imma- 
culate hat,  and  a  pair  of  dazzling  boots — ^''what 
do  you  think  that  ia  T' 

"  I  hawe  no  idea — ^is  it  anything  particular  ? 
it  looks  a  very  common-place,  every-day  per- 
son." 

"  But  it  is  not,"  said  McQuibble ;  ''  it  is  a 
very  rare  character.    It  is  a  portrait  of  a  gentle- 
man— ^vide  catalogue — it  is  well  the  original  is 
dubbed  ao  by  the  catalogue-,  for  I  am  sure  no 
G  5 
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one  could  ever  disooyer  that  that  wa»  a  gcnde- 
man,  unless-  they  were  told  so.  And  now  do 
look  here — ^how  absxird  I" 

Angelina  was  obliged  to  look. 

«  The  First  Child !"  It  was  )a  rather  clcvei 
picture  of  a  nurse  putting  a  new-bom  babe  mto 
the  arms  bf  a  father,  whose  expression  of  joy 
certainly  had  more  of  the  ridiculous  than  the 
sublime. 

''  The  First  Child,''  said  McQuibble ;  "well, 
that  horrid  fellow's  raptures  prove  it  is  indeed 
the  first  And  now  look  here :  "  The  Execu- 
tion of  the  Doge" — a  crowd,  and  a  scsffoW, 
but  the  Doge  is  gone  to  another  world,  I  sap- 
pose,  for  he  is  not  to  be  seen." 

*'  I  think  that  is  well  conceived/'  said  Ange- 
lina. 

"  Yes,  and  so  well  executed^  retorted  Mc 
Quibble,  *'  that  not  a  trace  of  him  remains.'^ 

"After  all,"  said  Angelina,  smiling  at  die 
frivoloitt  point  McQuibble  contrived  to  extract 
from  everything — ^^'of  all  inteUectual  amiise- 
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ments^  none  is  so  unsatisfactory  as  an  exhibition 
crowded  as  this  always  is  with  both  pictures 
and  gazers.  There  is  so  much  to  be  seen^  one 
cannot  help  being  in  a  hurry — ^forgetting  one 
can  come  again  and  again.  One  has  a  constant 
flense  of  the  injustice  one  is  doing  to  genius^  by 
passing  hastily  over  what  must  have  cost  so 
many  weary  days  and  sleepless  nights.  One  is 
perpetually  haunted  with  a  fear  of  missing 
something  excellent,  and  one  cannot  help  being 
irritated  by  the  yulgar,  soulless  crowds  passing 
sentence,  as  it  were,  on  what  they  can  neither 
understand  nor  appreciate." 

"  Exactly/'  whispered  Captain  Mc.Quibble  ; 
''  fancy  a  crowd  made  up  of  people  with  the 
empty  vanity  of  Lord  Featherhead — or  the 
shallow  pedantry  and  sham  connoisseurship  of 
Colonel  FitEgeorge." 

"  Or  the  universal  jeer  and  sneer  of  Captain 
McChubble.'* 

"  Nay,  nay,**  said  Mc.Quibble,  "  I  may  have 
a  keen  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  but  of  thie  truly 
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beaudful  I  have  a  keener  stall;  and  my  eigoy- 
ment  of  the  former  is  as  aeote,  as  my  wontiip 
of  the  latter  is  xntense.  Ton,  divine  AngeUnt— 
you^  the  incarnation  of  all  that  is  beantifuly 
graceful,  and  bewitching — you  cannot  aocose  of 
a  heartless  spirit  of  nnirersal  mockery,  one 
capable  of  a  devotion  so  entire,  a  love  so 
boundless  as  mine !'' 

Angelina  reddened  and  drew  back,  as  she 
felt,  that  while  making  this  dedaratioiij  Ma 
Quibble  pressed  her  arm  to  his  sidci  grasped 
her  hand,  and  looked  into  her  eyes  with  an 
expression  in  his  own  of  a  vrild  passion,  partly 
real,  partly  assumed. 

'' Indeed r  she  replied,  ''I  should  have 
expected  that  Captain  McQoibUe,  befae 
making  such  a  declaration,  would  have  taken 
the  trouble  to  ascertain  how  far  it  would  be 
welcome." 

''  You  allude  to  the  consent  of  your  pareiiti»" 
said  the  conceited  coxcomb,  who  secaned  to 
entertain  no  doubt  of  her  own;  ''bat though 
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tlifiy  might  wiBh  for  a  wealthier,  they  could  not 
in  aQ  other  respects  giro  yon  to  a  more  unex- 
ceptionahle  suitor.  Tour  own  fortunes,  and 
yonr  own  expectations,  make  you  independent 
of  money  in  the  man  you  select.  I  do  not  think 
it  is  for  the  happiness  of  either  party,  that  the 
woman  shoidd  be  too  independent  of  her  hus- 
band ;  but  in  point  of  settlements,  I  should  not 
object  to  the  settling  enough  of  your  own 
fortune  to  secure  you  from  the  possibility  of 
sfver  wanting  for  aught.  Prudence  guides  the 
parent — Love  the  daughter;  but  surely  your 
parents  would  not  thwart  the  wishes  of  an  only 
child,  in  a  choice  on  which  the  happiness  of  her 
life  depends." 

''No,  certainly,"  said  Angelina,  who  had 
been  too  much  astounded  by  the  confident 
coxcomb's  rapid  settlement,  not  only  of  her 
fortune,  but  of  the  whole  affair,  to  be  able  to 
interrupt  him.  "  No,  certainly,  my  parents,  I 
believe,  will  not  thwart  or  dictate  to  me ;  but 
when  they  find  that  all  the  interest  I  take  in 
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the  affair^  consists  in  the  instant  rejectioii  of  a 
suit  which  is  so  completely  unauthorised  by  me, 
and  the  destruction  of  hopes  so  unfounded,  I 
believe  I  shall  never  be  troubled  on  the  subject 
again/' 

So  saying,  the  indignant  beauty  witkdreir 
her  arm,  and  turned  away  to  follow  her  party, 
who  were  at  that  moment  moving  into  tlie 
miniature  room  to  look  at  two  likenesses  of  Lord 
Featherhead. 

'*  You  cannot  mean  what  you  say,  Miss 
Luxmore,"  sneered  Mc.Quibble,  pale  with  rage 
and  venom ;  ''you  cannot  be  such  a  coquette; 
nay,  I  might  more  truly  say,  such  a  jilt  If 
you  will  take  the  trouble  to  recal  your  conduct 
last  night,  you  will  not  be  at  all  surprised  at 
mine  this  morning.  I  am  of  those  who  ''most 
be  wooed,  and  not  unsought  be  won,'*  b^ 
added,  in  a  hissing  whisper,  and  looking  with  a 
cold  derision  into  her  eyes,  which  made  her 
shudder.  **  Tou  caimot  mean  what  you  say, 
Angelina!"    he  added,    in    an    altered  tone, 
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again  taking  her  hand — ''what  coy  caprice  is 
thisT 

Angelina  tamed  away,  and  looking  angrily 
upi  perceived  George  at  a  little  distance,  gating 
intently  upon  her.  His  cheeks  were  ghastly 
pale,  and  she  fancied  that  tears  filled  his  eyes. 
He  raised  his  hat,  and  passed  on. 

''  One  word,  Angelina,"  said  McQoibble — 
"  one  kind  word  I" 

"Sir,"  said  Angelina,  "the  only  words  I 
have  to  say  to  you  are.  Farewell  for  ever ;  if 
anything  in  my  manner  has  led  you  into  error, 
I  sincerely  regret  it,  and  believe  me,  I  am  suffi- 
ciently punished  in  the  mortification  of  this 
result." 

''  Not  quite.  Madam,"  said  Mc.Quibble,  "  as 
I  hope  I  may  yet  have  the  satisfaction  of 
proving  to  you.  Pufied  up  by  the  praises  of  a 
beauty,  which  yet  depends  for  its  iclai  on  the 
praises  of  others,  and  led  astray  by  a  vanity 
which  induces  you  to  court  the  homage  of  any 
who  are  disposed  to  worship  at  another  shrine 
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— ^mean  enough  to  make  adyances  to  the  ooU 
and  guarded^  and  then  to  slight  the  warm  and 
unsuspecting — ^you  haYe  yet  to  learn.  Madam, 
how  much  your  power  depends  upon  gesenl 
opinion,  and  how  much  general  opinion  depends 
upon  the  few.  Those  who  made  can  munake; 
and  the  time  is  at  hand  when  you  would  gladlj 
recal  him  whom  you  now  delight  to  humble 
and  reject  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you 
good  morning." 

So  sajring.  Captain  McQuibble  strutted 
away,  leaving  Angelina,  now  that  evening  was 
coming  on,  the  only  person  still  remaining  in 
that  room.  She  sank  on  a  seat,  and  spite  of 
herself,  her  tears  gushed  forth.  Greorge  had 
evidently  &ncied  she  was  flirting  with  the 
very  man  who  had  so  outraged  and  humbled 
her.  She  thought  with  a  vague  and  painful 
dread  of  his  power  and  his  venom.  Oh,  how 
she  blushed  for  her  own  vain  and  weak  en* 
couragement  of  this  tnan — an  encouragement 
prompted  by  a  paltry  jealousy  of  a  rival,  and  a 
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miserable  anxiety  about  ber  own  rank  as  a 
beauty.  How  self-reproach^  and  disgust  at  ber 
own  weakness^  poisoned  every  dart  be  bad 
launched  at  ber  peace— and  bow  mucb  more 
was  his  sanguine  proposal  a  fiouroe  of  bumilia- 
tion  tban  of  trium}^  I 

And  in  tbis  mood  sbe  must  seek  out  ber 
party^  and  appear  cbeerful  and  composed^  and 
account  in  some  rational  manner  for  Captain 
McQuibble's  departure ;  and  witb  a  beart  full 
of  hopeless  loTe^  regret,  mortification,  and 
alarm,  sbe  must  go  through  the  pompous 
pageant  of  fashionable  life;  and  dress,  and 
smile,  and  talk,  and  flirt,  and  wish  that  the 
turf  of  the  yaUey  were  lying  on  that  poor^  yain, 
but  yet  not  aU  worldly  beart,  which  nature  had 
made  capable  of  so  much  virtue,  so  mucb  hap- 
piness, and  which  Education  had  well  nigh 
converted  from  a  garden  of  Eden  into  a  species 
of  Maremma,  where  all  useless,  poisonous 
things  might  thrive,  and  where  vanity  (a  sort 
of  moral  malaria)  began  to  wither  all  that  was 
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fresh  and  flower-like  in  her  feelings  and  her 
character. 

The  hour  for  closing   the    exhibition  ap- 
proached^  and    the    few  that    lingered  woe 
generally  artists  gasing  at  their  own  produc* 
tions— or  men  and  women  enamoured  of  their 
own  portraits.   Angelina  knew  that  her  party 
was  still  in  the  miniature  room^  and  she  deter- 
mined to  go  thither ;  but  discovering  that  she 
had  lost  a  little  garnet  heart  from  a  ring  wfaidi 
George  had  given  her  in  early  childhood,  and 
which,  hidden  cr  eclipsed  by  more  modem  and 
far  more  dazzling  gems,  she  yet  always  wore — 
she  rose  and  went  back  to  the  room  where  ha 
own  portrait  was,  thinking  that,  as  she  had 
stood  so  long  before  that  picture,  she  had  pro- 
bably dropped  it  there. 

The  ring  was  a  quaint  old  ring,  which 
George  in  his  boyhood  had  coaxed  away  from 
his  mother,  to  bestow  it  on  his  beautiful  play- 
mate. It  represented  a  small  serpent  in  goM, 
with  a  heart  in  garnet,  hanging  from  his  mouth. 
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This  ring  was  the  first  love-gift  George's  poor 
mother  had  receired  from  him^  who^  it  was  said, 
had  deceived  and  deserted  her ;  and  nothing 
but  her  devoted  love  for  George,  her  bound- 
less indulgence,  and  the  fact  of  its  being  the 
only  trinket  she  possessed,  conld  have  induced 
her  to  part  with  it. 

With  a  deep  sense  of  loneliness  and  dejec- 
tion, the  Beauty  passed  through  the  large  and 
almost  deserted  rooms,  lately  so  crowded;  the 
evening  sun  shone  with  a  red  and  melancholy 
light  on  the  gay  pictures,  and  the  gayer  frames. 
With  downcast  eyes,  Angelina  walked  towards 
the  spot  where  her  picture  was  himg ;  every- 
thing was  still ;  she  looked  up— there  was  only 
one  person  in  the  whole  large  room.  Tall, 
stately,  and  with  folded  arms,  he  stood  gazing 
on  the  fatal  beauty  of  that  face ;  he  hears  a 
light  step  and  a  deep  sigh — ^he  turns  suddenly 
round — ^Angelina's  heart  was  a  true  prophet — 
it  woi  George  Darnly ! 

Angelina  Luxmore  alone !  in  tears !  so  pale 
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and  80  rejected— what  could  it  mean  ?  George 
could  hide  lus  own  miaerj,  and  asaume  a  aoaie^ 
thing  of  indifference,  of  gaiety,  and  pide,  in 
the  presence  of  the  triumphant  and  heaztks 
coquette;  hut  George  was  not  proof  agaii^ 
tears  in  the  only  eyes  he  had  ever  bred  to 
ook  upon.  He  drew  near,  and  held  out  hk 
hand,  and  afanost  humbly  the  Beauty  placed 
her  own;  in  it.  . 

''  I  thoiq;ht  you  had  an  escort,"  said  Geoige, 
alflioetrtendeily,  as  half  unconsciously  he  ofeed 
his  arm,  and  aa  unconscioual^  AnyKna  took  it 
— ^'  a  &youred  escort,"  he  said,  smiling  down 
upon  her  as  in  finrmer  days. 

Angelina  Unshed— -''  No,  not  fityoured,^  she 
said  at  length. 

"  Not  favoured ;  oh,  Angefina  1" 

"  Not  fsiYoured,  but  rejected ;  indeed,  George, 
he  has  but  now  left  me  in  great  wrath,  snd  I 
should  1^  once  hare  joined  my  par^  in  the 
room  below,  but  that  I  missed  die  litde  gsnel 
heart  fix>m  the  serpent*ring  you  gate  me  so 
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long  ago^  and  I  came  back  here  to  see  if  I  had 
dropped  it^" 

^And  here  I  fonnd  it,  Angelina;  not  but 
what  your  picture  is  a  much  more  Jikely  place 
to  lose  than  to  find  a  heart." 

'*  Oh  give  it  to  me,  George." 

^'I  thought  just  now  never  to  give  it  to  you 
^Lgsin;  I  gave  it  to  you  once,  and  you  lost  it ; 
and  I  said  in  my  bitterQess,  the  emblem  you 
had  kept  was  more  worthy  of  ypu,  and  that 
you  should  never  possess  my  heart  again." 

''  Well,  if  you  will  not  give  it  to  me  now,  I 
must  hasten  away ;  so  call  with  it — ^you  know 
well  the  old  house,  where  we  have  played  and 
romped  together  in  childhood — call  with  it  to- 
morrow— I  must  away  now." 

They  had  been  standing  facing  the  portrait 
of  Angelina,  arm-in-arm,  and  quite  forgetting 
everything  in  the  world  but  themselves.  Ange- 
lina turned.  She  started,  for  Colonel  Fitz- 
george  was  close  by.  However,  he  did  not 
seem  to  have  heard  what  she  said,  nor  to  notice 
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that  she  had  had  the  stranger^s  ana,  which  ibe 
quietly  reUnquished.  The  two  gendemoi 
bowed,  and  Colonel  Fitigeoige  told  Angdini 
that  her  mother  was  in  the  carriage  awaiting 
her.  He  expressed  no  surprise  at  McQnibUe's 
absence,  nor  at  George's  presence.  Angftia* 
thought  both  had  esci^ied  him^  and  giring 
Greoige  a  slight  bow,  and  an  earnest  look,  in 
which  he  read  a  whole  delightfiil  Toliune,  ahf 
took  Colonel  Fitqpeocge's  arm,  and  hasteaed 
away. 


us 
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l'ami  db  la  haison. 


Uami  de  la  Maison!  an  expressive  name^ 
and  one  very  appropriate  to  Colonel  Fitzgeorge, 
and  all  those  idle  hangers-on^  known  in  com- 
mon parlance  by  the  vulgar  but  appropriate 
tide  of  cupboard  lovers.  This  Ami  de  la 
Jfaisan,  or  "Friend  to  the  House"  and  its 
comforts^  its  table,  and  its  fire-side,  is  often  the 
worst  of  enemies  to  its  mistress  and  its  master, 
and  the  worst  of  bores  to  the  other  members, 
and  the  servants  of  an  establishment. 

Uami  de  la  Maisan  is  a  character  seldom 
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found  in  a  household  where  two  are  indeed  <m 
— one  in  thought,   will,    and    action— where 
suited  to  each  other  by  age,  tastes,  edacadon 
and  pursuits,  the  husband  is  all  the  woman 
requires,  of  guide,  protector,  friend,  and  lorer 
— and  where  the  wife  is  all  the  husband  seeki, 
as  confidante,  companion,  solace,  and  adTiser. 
In  such  a  nUnage,  Pami  de  la  makon  would 
be  sadly  de  trop.    He  is  generally  a  being  sad- 
denly  ''bom  of  bitterness  and  cradled io  con- 
vulsion ;"  or  else  he  springs  up,  the  slow  and 
gradual  growth  of  apathy,  indifference,  nq;Iect, 
or  dislike.    In  mSnagea  where   the  husband 
indulges  in  long  absences)  (either  on  pleasure 
or  on  business) — ^wherc  disparity  of  yean  or 
incompatibility  of  temper   prevent  an  entire 
union — ^where  the  husband  is  old,  callous,  in- 
different, ill ;  and  the  wife  young,  weak.  Tain, 
headstrong,  and  full  of  life  and  its  foUies — there 
Fami  de  la  tnaisan,  is  almost  sure  to  flourish, 
supposing  that  the  smiles  of  fortune  atone  to 
the  pair  for  the  frowns  of  Hymen  and  of  Lore. 
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For  it  is  ft  remarkable  thing  that  among  those 
of  very  small  or  even  of  moderate  fortunes, 
r<mi  de  la  nunson  is  not  often  found. 

Vami  de  la  maison  does  not  like  walking, 
except  a  little  on  Sunday,  in  the  Zoological  or 
in  Kensington  Gardens;  so  he  is  generally 
leen  lolling  in  the  chariot,  britscha,  or  barouche, 
of  the  two  fools  who  encourage  him  to  make 
their  home  and  their  equipage  his  own,  and 
who  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  appear  equally 
ridiculous,  though  from  different  causes — ^the 
husband  from  indifference  or  blind  confidence, 
the  wife  from  vanity,  coquetry,  or  almost 
childish  simplicity.  The  latter  fault,  (if  &ult 
it  be)  is  however  in  these  days  of  universal 
precocity  and  the  power  of  steam,  almost  obso- 
lete. **  L*ami  de  la  fnaisan"  is  generally 
between  thirty  and  fifty — ^handsome,  (usually 
much  taller  than  the  husband)  though  when  the 
husband  is  burly  and  overgrown,  Fami  is  some- 
times slender,  and  what  others  call  a  small,  but 
himself,  a  neat,  compact  figure.    L*ami  de  la 
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maiscn  is  generally  a  great  hon  vkxmt,  at  once 
an  epicure^  a  gourmand,  and  a  gourmd.  He  il 
equally  an  authority  and  a  referee  in  the  caae 
of  the  husband's  wines^  and  the  wife's  tea  and 
coffee — the  husband's  horses  and  the  wife'i 
dress^  jewels,  opera-box,  and  flowers.  He  is 
certainly  a  little  opinionated,  not  to  say  am- 
ceited ;  but  as  his  own  comfort  depends  in  a 
great  measure  on  the  excellenee  of  all  die 
appointments  of  the  establishment,  he  tikes 
some  pains  to  find  out  the  best  ways  of  doing 
and  getting  things,  and  as  he  is  genenllj 
rather  a  dever,  resolute  fellow,  he  sucoeeds  i 
ravir.  He  is  generally  an  adept  al-  small  talk 
and  light  accomplishments,  to  please  Madam; 
and  a  showy  politician  and  tolerable  sportamsDi 
to  make  him  agreeable  to  Monsieur.  He  is,  or 
appears  to  be,  fond  of  jchildren,  eren  bsbiesy 
whom  he  handles  and  dandles  adroitly,  and  has 
a  deyer  way  of  amusing  and  quieting. 

One  of  this  genus  had  gained  great  qpphnse 
by   soothing  a  fractious   in&nt^  who  never 
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seemed  to  deep,  except  when  it  had  been  some 
time  in  the  anns  of  Pamt  de  la  maisan.    How- 
ever he  lost  a  little  of  the  praise  and  all  the 
wonder  he  had  excited,  when  being  suddenly 
called  to  Madame,  who  was  in  hysterics,  from 
some  squabble  with  her  husband,  Pami  after 
seising  his  salyolatile,left  his  medicine  chest  open 
— (the  regular  ami  de  la  maisan  generally  has 
a  medicine  chest)— and  a  jealous,  prying  nurse 
discovered  bottles    of  "  Qodjrey'n    Cordial,'* 
''American  Sdoihing  Syrup^*   and    ''Dolby's 
(hfminative^'  in  its  secret  recesses.     Of  course 
Babjr's    long    and  deep  slumbers  were    now 
accounted  for — and  the  first  time  her  mistress 
found  £inlt,  the  nurse-maid  revealed  her  dis- 
covery, and  in  the  presence  of  her  master  told 
the  lady  and  the  ami  what  she  called  ''  a  piece 
of  her  mind."     At  which  impertinence,  the 
lady  fainted,  and  the  huaband,  by  the  advice  of 
the  ami,  turned  the  nurse-maid  into  the  street, 
and  gave  carteblanche  to  the  friend  to  ad- 
mimster  whatever  he  thought  best  to  the  in£uit, 
H  2 
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whose  screeches  at  that  moment  vhere  drifing 
the  whole  party  mad. 

However,  this  brief  episode  has  litde  to  do 
with  our  stor  J,  except  that  an  anecdote  of  one 
animal  of  a  species,  may  throw  some  light  on 
the  whole  race.  Uami  de  la  tnaiwm  is  genenQf 
a  great  meddler,  and  a  great  dabbler  in  ereiy 
branch  of  the  interesting  science  of  domestic 
economy.  Servants  hate  and  fear  him,  for  he 
gives  much  trouble,  no  yaik,  and  no  thanks- 
has  A  keen  eye  for  rust  and  dust — is  quite 
Utopian  in  Us  ideas  of  cleanliness,  and  an  opti- 
mist in  cookery.  Grown-up  daughters  and 
untnarried  nsters  hate  him — he  is  such  a  hope- 
less detrimental  I  And  in  order  not  to  subject 
Madame  too  much  to  the  comments  of  scsndsit 
he  is  in  public  so  attentive  to  her  sbters  or 
daughters,  (as  the  case  n|Ay  be)  that  they  M 
quite  sure  he  keeps  off  many  good  matches;  and 
they  would  resent  it  and  complain  if  they  dared, 
only  that  his  influence  is  much  greater  tha 


L'aMI  DS  la  MAI«bK.  149 

theirs,  and  perhaps  it  would  end  in  their  being 
taken  to  no  more  parties,  balls,  or  operas. 

These  idle  and  questionable  amis  are  much 
more  often  morally  correct  than  the  world 
believes.  The  constancy  of  their  attentions 
(and  it  is  very  seldom  they  move  off,)  when 
once  fidrly  established,  is  a  strong  evidence  that 
their  attachment  (if  attachment  it  can  be  called) 
is  innocent,  since  it  is  well  known  that  all 
guilty  Kaisans  are  of  brief  duration. 

During  Mr.  Luxmore's  stay,  Colonel  Fits- 
george  had  only  been  able  to  establish  himself, 
fami  de  la  maisan,  by  fits  and  starts,  during 
poor  Luxmore's  long  illnesses  and  occasional 
scgoums  by  the  sea-side ;  but  since  his  abode 
in  Italy,  he  had  been  quite  installed  in  that 
character;  and  since  Eva  Morris's  departure 
he  had  openly  assumed  all  its  privileges. 

To  Angelina  he  was  excessively  disagreeable, 
both  in  his  character  imd  himself;  an  instinct 
tact,  and  an  innate  delicacy  of  feeling,  and 
sense  of  the  fitness  of  things,  made  her  dislike 
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to  see  any  one  assume  in  die  estaUisbment  tlie 
functions  of  its  absent  master.  She  was  deeply 
and  devotedly  attached  to  her  poor  findier^  and 
therefore  she  hated  to  see  the  stout  figure  <A 
Colonel  Fitsgeorge,  with  his  rubicund  com- 
plexion and  self-satisfied  look,  in  the  arm-dumv 
on  the  sofii,  or  in  the  carriage,  where  she  had  been 
used  to  see  her  poor  crippled  father,  with  his 
pale  wasted  cheek  and  dejected  looks.  Then, 
too,  upheld  by  her  mother,  who  was  as  obse* 
quiouswd  attentiye  to  Colonel  Fitsgeorgess 
she  had  been  often  insolent  and  indiffereiit  to 
Mr.  Luzmore,  he  assumed  a  sort  of  authoritj 
over  herself— -had  unbounded  influence  ss  to 
who  should  be  encouraged  and  invited,  lAo 
rejected  and  shunned — dictated  what  iuTitatioiis 
were  to  be  given  and  accepted,  what  pe<^ 
courted,  patronized,  or  shunned — what  excur- 
sions planned  and  what  arrangements  made. 
Angelina  struggled  against  this,  but  in  tub. 
Mrs.  Luxmore,  weak,  irresolute,  and  pe^ 
suadable  enough  in  most  things,  was  obstinste 
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and  eyen  Tiolent  in  all  that  concerned  the 
Colonel's  intimacy  and  influence;  for  in  that 
she  was  upheld  and  instigated  by  a  wiQ  stronger 
than  her  own,  namely,  that  of  the  selfish  and 
resolute  ColoneL  It  was  under  his  influence 
she  had  done  so  rudely  and  harshly  what  for  so 
many  years  she  had  wished,  yet  dreaded,  to 
achieye,  eyen  in  gentleness  and  assumed  kind- 
nes8*-the  remoyal  of  £ya  Morris.  She  knew 
foil  well,  though  she  kept  such  knowledge 
from  Angelina,  (as  likely  to  afliect  her  deeply 
and  make  her  giye  up  all  gaiety  and  amusement^ 
— that  Mr.  Luxmore,  in  his  lonely  banishment, 
suffered  much,  grew  weaker  and  weaker,  and 
that  there  seemed  little  probability  of  his  eyer 
returning  to  assume  the  supremacy  in  his  own 
household,  to  reinstate  Eya  Morris  in  her  use- 
ful and  dignified  office,  and  to  punish  the  bold 
usurper,  and  the  mean  and  somewhat  treache- 
rous wife. 

It  was  no  part  of  Colonel  Fitzgeorge*s  scheme 
that  Mrs.  Luxmore  should  look  upon  him  in 
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Idle  light  of  a  loyer ;  and  weak  and  yain  as  ihe 
waa,  she  would  yet,  as  Luxmore's  wife,  and  at 
least  a  professing  Christian,  have  started  from 
such  an  idea.  An  adTiser,  a  firiend,  a  protector, 
and  an  admirer.  Colonel  Fitsgeorge  wished  her 
to  believe  him;  because  he  could  then, with- 
out any  great  shock  to  her  affections  or  her 
ranity,  lead  her  to  promote  his  union  with 
Angelina.  Or  should  that  young  lady  piore 
(ns  he  sometimes  feared)  quite  impracticable  and 
unattainable,  he  would  thep  warm  into  a  suitor 
for  the  mother's  hand,  shoidd  her  jointure  prore 
handsome  enough  to  make  it  desirable;  but  of 
course  all  this  must  depend  on  Luxmore's  will; 
and  in  the  mean  time,  what  so  agreeable  bt  the 
present  as  his  actual  position  with  Mrs.  and 
Miss  Luxmore,  or  so  wise  for  the  future  as  the 
keeping  off  aU  other  attentions  if  likely  to  ripen 
into  an  attachment  ? 

In  this,  he  was  wonderfully  aided  by  the 
Beauty  herself.  Fond  of  unirersal  homage, 
captivated  by  general  adulation,  and  proud  of 
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W  nmk  as  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  dl^e  was  yet 
aWe  the  meanness  of  buying  attentions  by  the 
&lse  coin  of  groundless  hope.  She  took  no 
pleasure  in  others'  pain;  and  though  the 
worship  of  mankind  in  general  intoxicated  and 
delighted,  individual  proposals  pained  and 
mortified  her.  Perhaps  the  secret  of  this,  lay 
h  that  first  dawning,  unacknowledged,  but 
deToted  love— so  exclusive  in  its  nature,  so 
ideal,  and  yet  so  real !  which,  unknown  to  her- 
self, influenced  all  her  feehngs  and  all  her 
actions,  and  which  made  it  seem  to  her  a  sortbf 
treason  to  poor  George  that  any  other  man 
should  think  of  her  as  his  wife.  Not  that  she 
had  ever  contemplated  seriously  a  marriage  with 
George — ^not  that  even  to  her  own  heart  did  she 
own  that  he  was  its  monarch.  Everything 
connected  wiA  him,  was  alternately  dreamy  and 
delicious,  seen-  through  a  sunny  mist,  or  dim 
and  undefined,  wrapt  in  doubt  and  darkness. 

Whenever  her  mother  urged  her  to  encourage 
any  particularly  ion  parti  among  the  many  she 
h6 
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captiyated,  Angelina  would  ton  hex  beintifiil 
head,  and  assume  a  playful  soom,  wbidi  oon- 
Tinced  the  silly  mother,  and  ddighted  graad- 
mother^  that  Angelina's  asmbition  aimed  at 
something  higher  than  she  had  yet  met  with, 
and  that  she  would  not  give  up  that  most 
becoming  indifference,  until  the  young  bachelor 
l)uk€  of  the  seaacm  had  found  out,  who  of  all 
contending  beanfciea,  best  deserved  the  coronet 
and  the  emnne. 

Angelina  took  no  trouble  to  undeceiye  them, 
and  indeed  she  did  sometimes  think  (when 
most  piqued  asd  settled  at  Greoxge's  aroidBBoe 
and  apparent  fimgetfulness)  that,  as  aU  girk 
must  eiliier  marry  or  become  old  maids,  it 
would  be  better  to  aim  at  the  highest,  to  secure 
precedence,  (so  dear  towcMnan*s  heart)  and  U> 
be  first  in  rank  as  weU'  as  beauty ;  and  all  this 
she  was  the  more  willing  to  allow,  because  the 
young  Duke  of  Dartmoor  was  more  degant, 
more  interesting,  and  more  •w*"^'*  than  the 
generality  of  the  men  of  frshion  around 
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because^  thongli  fond  of  the  society  of  women^ 

(as  all  refined  and  intellectual  men  are)  he  had 

as  yet  shown  no    preference  for    hers — and 

because  his  graceful  figure^  his  martial  carriage 

and  bearings  and  a  certain  half  melancholy 

lig^t  in  his  large  pellucid  eyes,  occasionally 

reminded  iier  of  the  secret  idol  of  her  youthful 

&ncy — ^poor  George  Darnly. 

Angelina,  during  the  drive  home  from  the 

exhibition,  was  in  unusually  high  spirits.     If 

"  to  be  Wrath  with  what  we  love 
Doth  work  like  madneM  in  the  brain" — 

there  is  nothing  so  soothing,  so  delicious,  so 
exhilarating  to  the  spirits,  as  a  reconciliation 
with  the  object  of  a  first  afiSection.  There  w 
such  comfort,  such  exquisite  repose,  such  in- 
effable happiness,  in  forgiving  or  in  being  for- 
given, no  matter  which — ^no  matter  which  the 
mjured,  which  the  injurer — ^to  take  back  the 
dear  one  to  the  void,  the  panting,  and  the 
aching  heart,  or  to  be  taken  back  £rom  the 
chill  and  desolate   exile^    (the    perhaps  self- 
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iovght  banishment)  to  be  refautated  in  all  tkt 
rightB  of  affection,  die  entire  oonfideoce,  die 
enchanting  tendemeaa — ah,  who  that  has  loved 
and  giTen  or  taken  offence,  (and  what  lorert 
have  not  oflSsnded  often,  quarrelled  often,  and 
forgiven  much?)  who  that  has  loved,  does  not 
remember,  as  the  oasis  of  life's  wildenieeo— die 
first  reconciliation  with  the  first  beloved  one! 
We  speak  not  now  of  trifling  byero'  quarrds* 
so  paltry  as  to  have  become  proTerbial— the 
petty  jealousies  of  hearts  that  love  a  litde  aad 
are  loved  a  little  in  return  :  no,  what  we  speak 
of  is,  the  sad,  heart-rending  estrangement  of 
two,  who  love  for  the  first  time,  without  vanitj, 
without  coquetry,  without  one  jot  of  idfisk- 
ness;  one  iota  of  ambition;  when  such  have 
been  estranged,  (and  there  are  some  sudi  left) 
ask  them  if  Memory  can  recal  anything  half  so 
enchanting  as  their  first  reconciliation. 

And  so  it  was  with  Angg>\ln^  She  longed 
to  be  alone,  to  brood  on  all  the  treasures  nov 
stored  in  her  heart    Each  kind  and  gende 
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word — each  fend,  confiding  look  of  poor 
Greorge'a — ^the  touch  of  his  hand — ^the  slight 
preagaie,  so  eranescent,  (yet  she  fancies  she 
feels  it  stiU)  of  his  dear  arm — ^the  bit  of  myrtle 
she  had  playfully  taken  from  his  button-hole, 
and  which  she  has  vowed  to  plant  and  tend, 
and  which  must  grow,  must  thrive,  she  will  so 
watch  it  I 

She  does  not  even  heed  the  admiration,  the 
more  than  usual  admiration,  she  excites,  for 
love  and  happiness  hare  lent  a  lustre  to  her 
beauty,  which,  before  so  perfect,  seems  now 
transcendent.  Her  heart  does  not  even  flutter, 
when  fot  the  first  time  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor 
availed  himself  of  the  introduction  he  had  had 
at  the  beginning  of  the  season,  and  not  only 
talked  to  Mrs.  Luzmore  while  in  her  chariot, 
leaning  almost  affectionately  on  the  window-sill 
of  the  carriage,  and  gazing  widi  open  admira- 
tion at  Angelina;  but  his  Grace  having  per- 
suaded the  enchanted  Mamma  that  the  gardens 
were  delightful,  that  Lady  insisted  on  adjourn- 
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ing  thither  with  Angelina  and  Colonel  Rtt- 
george — and  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor  wu  Aqg^ 
Una's  cayalier  on  this  occasion. 

Most  men  would  have  been  rebuffed  asd 
disheartened  by  the  self-possession^  the  indife- 
ence,  the  occasional  absence,  and  the  fits  of 
causeless  gaiety  of  Angelina ;  but  to  the  Doke, 
accustomed  to  the  monotony  of  constant  obse- 
quiousness, watchful  attention,  cloying  flatterj, 
and  wearisome  homage,  the  naiveU  and  non* 
chalance  of  so  beautiful  a  creature  had  in  them 
something  as  novel  as  it  was  piquant 

Mrs.  Luxmore,  used  as  she  waste  the  '  hea» 
numde^  still  felt  an  intense  deference  for  m 
actual  Duke;  and  in  her  character  of  a 
Mamma,  could  almost  have  worshipped  a 
young  Duke,  so  wealthy,  so  influential,  so  ex- 
clusiye,  so  elegant,  so  handsome,  and  lo  love- 
~able,  that  not  merely  the  ambition  and  interest 
of  the  mother,  but  every  female  predilection  of 
the  daughter,  would  be  gratified  in  su^  > 
suitor.    She  was  a  Httle  alarmed,  and  not  » 
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Htde  anuused,  at  her  daughter's  behayiour,  so 
difibrent  from  what  she  felt  her  own  would 
bare  been  at  Angelina's  age  under  similar  cir- 
cumstances. She  grew  nervous^  flushed,  and 
uneasj;  but  seeing  that  eyerything  her  daughter 
did  and  said,  seemed  to  please  his  Grace — ^that 
he  appeared  to  admire  her  erery  look,  to  enjoy 
her  erery  remark,  to  approve  of  every  senti- 
ment, to  laugh  at  her  wit,  and  to  acquiesce  in 
her  opinions — ^Mrs.  Luxmore, with  whom  "sue- 
cess  was  virtue,  and  misfortune  blame,"  became 
more  easy.  She  began  to  respect  in  her 
daughter,  an  actress  more  accomplished  and 
gifted  than  herself,  and  to  feel  that  it  would  be 
absurd  in  her  to  be  displeased  with  what  was 
at  any  rate  lucky  enough  to  please  a  Duke. 

After  taking,  what  seemed  to  Angelina  a  very 
long  walk  in  the  gardens,  and  what  to  his  Grace 
appeared  a  very  short  one,  our  heroine  pleaded 
fiitigue,  and  proposed  to  return  home.  The 
Duke  looked  a  little  blank,  as  much  so  as  a 
man  of  ton  would  allow  himself  to  look  at  any 
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proposal  of  any  land;  and  Mn.  Laznore 
exchanged  a  glance  of  silent  horror  vith  Pami  • 
de  la  maison,  for  he,  thongh  a  little  in  lote 
with  Angelina,  was  more  so  with  himself;  and 
as  there  were  some  good  things  in  the  Duke's 
gift,  which  he  felt  sore  Angelina  as  DucheM  of 
Dartmoor  could  and  would  obtain  for  an  old 
friend,  and  as  he  was  very  doubtful  whether 
she  would  ever  listen  to  his  suit  on  his  own 
account,  he  began  to  contemplate  the  advan* 
tages  of  her  marrying  his  Grace  with  some 
complacency,  and  therefore  he  too  heard  witk 
dismay  her  confession  of  fatigue  and  her  pro- 
posal to  return  home. 

Great  then  was  the  ColonePs  surpri^  and 
Mrs.  Luzmore*s  consolation,  when,  instead  of 
appearing  the  least  offended,  the  Duke  of 
Dartmoor,  afler  one  moment  of  blank  surprise 
and  disappointment,  most  amiably  sympatfaiied 
with  the  Beauty's  fatigue,  blamed  his  own 
selfish  and  inconsiderate  pleasure  in  the  sodetj 
of  so  amiable  a  party,  and  turned  to  hare  tie 
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honour  of  escorting  Mn.  and  Miss  Luxmore 
to  tbeir  caitiage. 

Angelina,  thinking  only  of  George,  of  her 
treasored  myrtleHsprig,  and  of  the  delight  of 
being  alone  to  plant  it,  and  to  mnse,  turned 
with  alacrity ;  but  Mrs.  Luxmore's  delight  and 
pride  were  so  great,  and  her  head  so  giddy 
with  hopes  for  the  future,  and  her  aggrandize* 
ment  in  the  present,  by  the  unsought  devotion 
of  a  bachelor  Duke,  that  she  positively  tottered, 
stumbled,  and  perhaps  would  have  fallen,  but 
for  the  prompt  courtesy  with  which  the  Duke 
offered  his  arm,  and  which,  while  it  added  to  her 
intoxication,  supported  her  manfully  against  its 
consequences. 

^'I  hope,''  said  his  Grace,  with  that  con- 
descension, which  is  the  most  graceful  offipring 
of  real  pride — **  I  hope  you  will  allow  me  to 
cultivate  an  acquaintance  so  pleasantly  com- 
menced. Full  as  London  is,  one  meets  so  few 
one  cares  to  meet  again,  that  perhaps  Mrs. 
Luxmore  will  excuse  me,  if  I  venture  to  ask. 
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wbichj  among  tihe  many  parties  she  is  of  ooone 
invited  to  grace  this  eyening,  does  she  mean  to 
honour  with  her  presence  V* 

Mrs.  Luxmore,  with  a  hand  trembling  inth 
delight,  took  out  her  little  pocket-book,  and 
read  to  his  attentive  Grace,  a  list  of  high- 
^imding  invitations  for  the  evening.  Fashiflft- 
aUe  as  were  some  of  the  parties  she  namedy 
thej  were  not  of  that  extra  exdnsive  set  to 
which  the  Duke  belonged ;  he  had  no  caidfrr 
any  of  those  parties.  He  paused  a  ntnmpjut, 
and  then  he  said,  with  a  snule  so  amiable,  that 
it  must  have  won  any  unengrossed  heartr- 
''Will  you, ladies, and  you.  Colonel  Eitigeoige, 
accept  my  box  at  the  opera  for  the  first  part  of 
the  evening,  and  then  will  you,  Mrs.  Luxmore, 
as  I  have  no  engagement,  allow  me  to  be  your 
cavalier  at  any  party  or  parties  you  mesn  to 
honour  and  to  grace  ?  I  feel  disposed  for  a  good 
galop,  and  a  capital  waltz,  for  both  of  whidi  I 
bespeak  Miss  Luxmore's  hand.    I  am  in  tsoA 
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spirits  to-daj^  I  positively  must  be  taken  to  a 
balir 

Mrs.  Luzmore  was  so  overwhelmed  with 
ecstasy,  she  could  scarcely  stammer  out  her 
acquiescence.  She  was  ready  to  cry.  Ange- 
lina, who  was  wondering  only  what  chance 
there  was  of  meeting  George  at  any  of  these 
parties,  and  determining  to  go  only  where  he 
was  most  likely  to  be,  appeared  to  take  little 
interest  in  the  marvellous  advances  of  so  grand 
a  personage. 

^*  I  think  that  myijle  is  of  a  rare  kind,"  said 
the  Duke,  who  hoped  Angelina  would  hand  it 
to  him,  and  who  longed  to  possess  something 
that  had  been  hers. 

*'I  believe  it  is,"  answered  Angelina,  care- 
fully fixing  it  in  her  waist-band — "  I  am  going 
to  plant  it.** 

It  was  just  as  she  reached  the  carriage  that 
this  happened.  Fearing  to  be  in  some  manner 
robbed  of  her  prize,  she  sprang  in,  and  returned 
the  deep  bow  of  the  Duke  with  an  almost  cold 
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inclination  of  her  beaadM  head.  But  the 
Duke  was  used  to  have  every  flower  he  nodoed, 
forced  upon  him,  and  eyery^Iight  how  returned 
with  lively  interest  Angelina's  maimer,  lo 
different  and  so  new,  pleased  and  piqued  him! 

''We  meet  then  at  the  opera,**  he  $ad, 
handing  in  the  delighted  Mrs.  Luzmore,  whoie 
acquiescence  was  as  obsequious  as  her  dangh- 
ter's  had  been  cold. 

And  so  they  parted.  Mrs.  Lnxmore's  whole 
conversation  during  the  drive  home  was  of  hk 
Grace — ^his  great  condescension,  his  rank,  hk 
fortune,  his  amiability,  his  influence,  his  beauty. 
She  would  have  launched  out  about  his  evident 
admiration  and  possible  intentions,  together 
with  her  own  desires  and  her  daughter's  brit 
liant  prospects,  but  a  look  from  Colonel  Fiti- 
george  warned  her  off  such  dangerous  groond 

When  they  reached  home,  Angelina  hastened 
to  her  room,  to  plant  her  myrtle,  to  wet  it  with 
tears,  and  dry  it  with  kisses — to  ponder  and  to 
dream — ^perhaps  even  to  pray,  finr  happy  km 
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is  eyer  a  religiouB  feeling.  While  she  is  thus 
engaged^  her  mother  and  Fami  de  la  maisan 
hold  a  dose  conf^nce  together.  He  pours 
into  her  dismajed  and  startled  ear  a  full 
account  of  the  lovers'  meetings  and  their  con- 
Tenation,  much  of  which  he  had  overheard ; 
ohy  how  little  did  they  deem,  poor  victims! 
that  those  unguarded  words  had  fidlen  on  the 
cold  ear  of  the  selfish  Fitzgeorge — ^that  that 
enchanting  meeting  had  had  such  a  spectator. 

^  I  heard  him  tell  her/'  said  the  Colonel,  in 
conclusion,  ''  that  he  would  only  have  time  to 
spend  an  hour  or  two  with  her  before  leaving 
London  for  Portsmouth,  to  set  sail  for  India. 
Of  course,  if  we  do  not  prevent  this  insane  and 
most  destructive  meeting,  they  will  exchange 
vows,  promises,  and  pledges,  and  your  daugh- 
ter's prospects  will  be  ruined  in  toto.  The 
Heiress  of  Berkshire  and  the  Beauty  of  the 
heau  monde  will  find  herself,  at  eighteen, 
engaged  to  a  base-bom,  penniless,  impertinent 
fellow ;  and  Angelina,  I  perceive,  has  so  much 
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of  her  fiither's  absurd  romanoe  and  nonseitte 
a^ut  her^  and  so  little  of  her  gifted  mother's 
tact^  sense,  and  savoir  vivre,  that^  if  I  mistake 
not,  she  will  consider  herself  after  this  meedng 
engaged  to  that  beggar,  though  the  Duke  of 
Dartmoor  should  throw  )iitnB#>1f  and  his  coronet 
at  her  feet.  It  is  monstrous,  my  fidr  friend,  is 
it  not  ?  Whj,  her  marriage  with  his  Gnoe 
might  be  the  making  of  eyery  reLation  sad 
eyery  friend  she  has,,  beside  the  placing  henelf 
in  a  position  second  onlj  to  rojal^.  She 
would  take  her  place  as  first  among  the  peer- 
esses of  Britain,  first  among  its  noble  matron- 
age  ;  fimcy  that,  with  her  surpassing  beaotjr, 
her  grace,  her  wit,  her  genius,  her  youth! 
Why,.Angelina  Duchess  of  Dartmoor  would  be 
a  world's  wonder — such  a  creature  placed  on 
such  a  pedestal !  upon  my  soul  it  dziTes  ose 
mad  to  think  of  the  cards  she  is  dirowing 
away." 

"  But  we  will  not  let  her  act  so  idiotic  a 
part,''  whined  Mrs.  Luzmore.    ''  I  only  wish  I 
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had  had  the  same  chance  at  her  age.  If  I 
compelled  myself^  as  a  duty^  to  many  Lux* 
morcj  crippled^  lame^  deformed,  and  old  enough 
to  be  my  father,  I  cannot  have  much  com* 
ponction  about  Angelina's  being  tricked  out  of 
this  fc31j,  into  a  Dukedom.  But  come  with 
me  to  my  own  mother.  She  has  a  ciqpital 
head,  and  will  advise  us  what  to  do  in  this 
matter.  I  will  just  send  word  by  Bedde  to 
desire  Angelina  to  go  to  bed  for  a  few  hours, 
that  she  may  appear  in  all  her  lustre  at  the 
balL 

'^ Exactly,"  said  Colonel  Fitegeorge;  ''and, 
as  of  course  it  will  please  Lady  Mc.€rrigor  to  be 
consulted,  I  strongly  advocate  our  asking  her 
opinion,  particularly  as  I  should  be  glad  of  any 
bond  of  union  between  us,  anything  in  short 
that  would  make  your  mother,  sweet  fiiend, 
look  with  a  more  £eivourable  eye  on  my  in- 
timacy in  the  &mily.  Perhaps,  if  through 
my  timely  interference,  her  &vourite  grand* 
child  is  saved  from  a  ndnous  engagement  with 
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a  base-born  beggar,  and  has  a  ducal  ooronet 
secured  to  her.  Lady  McGrigor  may  not  cob- 
tinue  to  think  me  so  mere  a  detriment^  ss  diSt 
at  present,  evidently  does." 

*'  Oh,  Alonso !"  said  the  lady,  "  my  modiff 
has  very  prudish,  antiquated  notions ;  she  does 
not  keep  pace  with  the  times.  She  was  a 
beauty  in  dajrs  of  starch  and  whalebone,  pru- 
dery and  precision.  I  do  beUeve,  in  her 
time  married  women  had  no  cavafier  aDowed 
them  by  society;  Tami  de  la  mm$on,  (desr 
delightful  being,)  was  unknown:  and  so  nay 
mother  cannot  quite  reconcile  herself  to  your 
intimacy  here,  while  Luxmore  is  away.  Ske 
has  a  sort  of  regard  and  affection  for  Luxmore 
— ^to  be  sure  he  has  been  very  kind  to  her. 

''How  could  he  be  less?  how  othenriN 
atone  in  any  way  for  the  sacrifice  you  made  ia 
marrying  him?  There  is  nothing  he  could  dOf 
could  in  any  way  reward  you,  for  your  conde* 
scension  in  becoming  at  seyenteen,  and  in  the 
bloom  of  sach  beauty,  the  wife  of  such  a  poor 
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distorted  creature.  However^  enougli  of  that 
whether  Lady  McGrigor  aids  as  or  not,  mj 
plans  are  laid;  of  course  you  will  approye  them. 
This  fellow  is  to  call  to-morrow  at  eleven^  (of  all 
hours !)  to  bring  Angelina  a  little  stupid  bauble, 
a  garnet  heart,  which  she  dropped  from  some 
{Ad  brass  ring,  and  which  he  picked  up.  She 
has,  I  know,  giyen  orders  to  have  him  admitted 
and  shown  into  the  library,  depending  of  course 
on  your  not  being  down,  or  being  at  breakfast. 
Now,  I  mean  to  send  all  the  servants  out  of  the 
way,  (of  course  if  you  approve,)  except  Sneak. 
He  shall  be  on  the  watch;  and  when  this 
fellow,  whom  I  will  minutely  describe,  appears 
in  the  square,  he  shall  intercept  him  before  he 
positively  knocks  at  the  door.  He  shall  then 
tell  our  Philander,  who  will  be  sending  up  his 
aaine,&c.  &c.,  that  Miss  Luxmore  herself  gave 
orders  that  if  such  a  person  called,  he.  Sneak, 
was  to  say  she  had  changed  her  mind,  and 
would  not  trouble  him  about  the  ring,  as  it  was 
not  worth  menling.    I  shall  give  Sneak  an 
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idea,''  added  Eit^eoige,  '^tliat  he  k  sone 
aspinng  jeweller.  He^  Damly,  of  oounej  viD 
.send  up  some  temble  message,  which  Sneak  irill 
Jiot  deliyer  ;  bat,  when  questioned,  will  peniflt 
.that  no  one  has  called  bnt  a  young  man,  (not  a 
gentleman,)  who  desired  him  to  tell  Miss  I^a- 
*more,.that  on  consideration,  he  thought  the  lifig 
not  worth  mending,  and  that  he  had  not  time  to 
wait  upon  her  or  see  about  it.  The  hreadi  tiMW 
eflfected  will  be  terriUe,**  said  the  Cokmd. 
'^  Pride  on  both  sides  will  act  as  a  perpetml 
JhUater,  and  as  Pride  is  always  stronger  tkaa 
Love,  or  Confidence,  or  Faith,  so  it  will  bolk 
•ever  our  loyers,  and  prevent  any  breaking  of 
liearts,  or  dimming  of  eyes,  by  weeping.  Now 
fwhat  do  you  say  to  my  scheme  f* 
.  "That  it  is  worthy  of  youT  replied  the 
enchanted  Mrs.  Luxmore,  little  dreamiq;  tktf 
she  could  have  said  nothing  more  severe. 
'' Then,  when  I  have  fortified  myself  widi  t  few 

glasses  of  Luxmore's  excellent  Burgundy,  and 
when  Angelina  is  at  her  toilette,  we  wiil»if 
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jim  please,  Repair  to  Lady.Mc.Grigor's.iiparl- 
ments,  to  enlist  her  on  oar  side.  I  prestime 
there  is  no  chance  of  her  appearing  'at  table 
today ;  nor  indeed,  in  her  present  mood,  while 
I  have  the  honour  of  suppljring  Luzmore's 
place  there." 

"  No,  her  prejudices  and  pruderies  are  too 
strong!  but  I  am  much  mistaken  if,  after  $o-day, 
she  does  not  see  you  in  a  new  light.  If, 
through  you,  Angelina  is  a  Duchess — (an  erent 
she  has  long  both  prophesied  and  aimed  at) — I 
fancy  I  shall  see  you  almost  as  great  a  feiYourite 
with  her  as  with  me." 

"Well,  I  do  hope  so,"  said  the  Colonel, 
deliberately  looking  in  the  glass,  and  twirling 
his  moustachios.  "The  men  of  a  &mily  may 
vote  one  something  of  a  rival,  and  the  servants 
something  of  a  bore,  but  all  the  women  should 
unite  to  pet  one ;  they  should,  'pon  honour,  for 
what  helpless  creatures  they  are  withoul'  some 
kind   soul  to  look  after  them — some  one  to 
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depend  upon — to  order  about,  to  pet,  to  noU. 
to  fliit  and  dance  with,  in  thort,  that  Idiileit  of 
kind  HNila,  rMt  d^  b  MOtfOfir 
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Buoyed  up  by  the  expectation  of  meeting 
George  Dandy  on  the  morrow^  and  her  heart 
ftdl  of  a  vague  yet  delicious  hope^  Angelina 
arrayed  herself  for  the  successiye  amusements  of 
the  night  She  had  little  chance  of  meeting 
GrecHTge  in  any  of  the  gay  scenes  she  was  to  yisit, 
and  therefore  she  felt  little  solicitous  about  her 
appearance.  She  passively  suffered  her  mother's 
very  good  taste  to  decide  on  her  dress,  which, 
elegant  and  becoming  as  it  was,  could  never 
have  given  her  the  ine£5Etble  charm  which  she 
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owed  to  the  deep  and  difforiye  npture  of  her 
heart  The  old  Leddy  appeared  at  diimer, 
having  conceiyed  a  sudden  respect  and  likmg 
for  the  Colonel,  when  she  found  him,  in  such 
an  important  a£Siir,  so  able  a  promoter  of  bo: 
wishes ;  and  indeed  she  now  looked  upon  him 
as  an  useful,  practical  man,  instead  of  a  tsib 
and  ruinous  detrimental.  Shc^  saw,  with  a 
delight  which  almost  surpassed  Mrs.  Luxmore'iy 
the  soft  and  lustrous  light  in  Angelina's  besnti- 
iul  eyes,  and  the  transparent  mutability  of  her 
matchless  complexion.  It  is  true  she  wss 
ibsent  and  odd  in  her  manner,  but  AeeM 
and  graceiiil  withal;  besides,  what  girl  (S 
eighteen,  who  had  all  but  made  a  conquest  V* 
Duke,  could  be  quite  henetf  ?  Lhdy  He: 
Grigor  would  not  beliere  that  her  grand-diiUif 
(however  silly'  and  romantic  she  might  be  ia 
theory)  could  in  reality  hanta|e  for  ooie  mcttcat 
between  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  ^nd  the  knr* 
bom  Damly.  She  was  sure,  that  haI£«qH 
pressed  sigh  could  never  be  meanft  fcr  radi  a 
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b^^;ar,  nor  that  roseate  and  unbidden  blush  be 
thrown  away  on  an  outcast. 

Colonel  Fitzgeorge,  fascinated  by  the  be-; 
witching  softness  which  lore  for  another  lent  to' 
Angelina's  looks  and  tones^  (even  when  ad-' 
dressed  to  himself,)  began  a  little  to  repent  of 
the  actiye  interest  he  had  taken  in  the  Duke's 
cause,  before  he  had  ascertained  beyond  a 
possibility  of  doubt,  what  were  his  own  chances 
— and  Hn.  Luzmore,  proud  as  she  was  of  her  • 
daughter's  prospects,*  and  vain'  as  she  was  of 
her  charms,  was  not  quite  one 

**  wlio  eoold  hear 
Sighs  for  a  danghteir  with  iinwoonded  ear." 

At  least  not  the  sighs -that  issued  unconsciously' 
froti  the  broad  chest  of  Colonel  Fitsgeorge. 
She  felt  a  little  anxious,  a  little  nervous,  and  a; 
little  jealous ;  to  her  taste,  Fitz^eo^ge,  with  hia 
weQ-matured  and  showy  charms,  surpassed  any 
young  Adonis  or  Nar4}issu9  of  the  day ;  and  as 
he  had  so  admired  Ker  in  her  girlhood,  and 
bestowed  so  much  of  his  company  on  her  now^ 
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and  as  she  saw  no  great  change  in  henelf,  lad 
argned  that  the  same  number  of  yean  had 
passed  over  his  head  as  over  hers  since  they 
▼ere  ail-but  lovers — she,  I  say,  saw  no  reason 
why,  if  fate  decreed  that  she  should  be  a  widow 
with  a  good  jointure,  she  should  not  bestow  her 
hand  and  her  wealth  on  a  man  after  her  own 
heart,  namely,  the  handsome  ColoneL 

Fancying  then  that  Angelina  might  see  her 
favourite  with  her  mother's  partial  eyes,  and 
perceiving  in  the  Coloners  gaie  somediingof 
the  tenderness  with  which>  nineteen  yean  ago, 
he  had  gazed  on  the  young  Bobina  McGiigor 
at  the  Twickenham  difedner — ^fearing  alike  tat 
her  daughter's  prospects,  her  own,  and  tka 
Coloners  affections — she  became  watchful  and 
pettish,  and  hurried  the  party  off  to  the  opera, 
in  the  hopes  that  in  the  socie^  <^  the  Doke  of 
Dartmoor,  Angelina  would  be  sufficiently  en* 
grossed,  to  crush  any  hopes  the  fiuthless  Cob* 
nel  might  be  presuming  to  fi>rm. 

Early  as  they  were,  his  Grace  soon  joined 
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tlienL  Love,  in  its  first  and  most  delightful 
stage  (that  of  emotion  and  fancy,  rather  than  of 
feding  and  reality),  is  evermore  than  punctnal, 
and  bordering  on  offidons.  It  is  when,  as  a 
great  writer  has  said,  **  Custom  comes  with  its 
iaevitable  curse*' — ^when  Doubt  and  Fear  are 
no  more,  and  silly  woman,  in  mistaken  pity» 
has  shortened  her  own  legitimate  reig^,  (the 
season  of  suspense) — and  the  accepted  loTier  has 
•aid  all  he  so  pined  and  panted  to  say,  and 
heard  all  he  so  longed  to  hear — and  ennui 
steals  in,  none  know  when,  or  how,  or  why — 
and  good-breeding  alone  suppresses  the  yawn' 
— then  it  is  that  the  once  impetuous  and  more 
than  punctnal  lover  becomes  the  laggiu'd;  all 
his  pretty  attentions  are  forced  or  forgotten^ 
and  Phomme  aux  peUis  saina,  just  when  he  has 
accustomed  his  idol  to  homage,  and  adulation,' 
and  rhapsody,  in  a  wearied  tone  exclaims  in 
excuse,  "  The  &ct  is,  I'm  not  a  lady's  man  I" 
Dreadful  confession!  to  her,  who  had  ever  seen 
htm,  not  merely  a  lady's  man,  but  a  lady's 
I  6 


178  THB  FLBA/BU&BS 

abv^ !     And  most  onfortonale  at  this  seaaoDi 
too,  when  the  very  devotion  and  intimacy  which 
has    exhausted    his   love,    has   perhaps  only 
a^akeiied  hezs.    It  is  very  common  indeed  for 
thi^  courtship  which  disenphanta  the  man,  to 
enthral  the  woman — ^then,  when  she  sees  Mm 
spiridess/  negligent,    and    almost   hored,  she 
soothes  her  angry  spirit,  and  tries  to  rekindk 
her  gratitude  and  her  self-respect,  hy  recaUiag 
the  marFellous  proo&  of  a  mighty  and  a  resdess 
loYOy  which  he  had  given  her  even  before  she 
even  owned  that  he  was  dear  to  herl    Oh,  if  he 
l#ved   her  so  wildly  then,  what  must  he  do 
now?    Ahl   poor  deceived  one!  he  did  love 
thee  wildly  then — and,  restless  and  wretched, 
l|e  took  all  that  pains,  and  did  all  thoae  mightf 
deeds,  to  ease  his  own  tormented  heart,  and  to 
beguile  and  comfort  himself.    Hence  the  sud- 
den, unexpected  visit,  with  so  poor  and  paltiy 
ab  excuse,  or  with  none  at  all,  so  soon  aftar  the 
recent  and  protracted  &rewell — hence  the  off- 
ciotts  billet,  or  the  eager  message,  on  Ae  tum^ 
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trifling,  occasion  ingenuity  could  devise— the 
mpire  than  firaterna}  interest  in  the  health  of 
eveiy  cr^ture  of  thy  household,  from  the 
august  piipa  with  his  gout  or  his  rheumatiBm^ 
down  to  thy  pet  puppy  in  the  stiuw,  or  the 
chicken  with  the. pip.  Ah!  hope  not,  fond 
woman,  that  for  fhy  loVe,  though  when  once  won, 
it  may  be  lasting  as  Misery,  and  certain  as  Dis- 
appointment, and  strong  as  Death;  hope  not 
thiat  for  My  love  he  will  do,  what  he  did  for  the 
first  pleasing  pang  of  his  own  I 

When  you  see  a  man  extreme  in  every 
tender  attention  and  endearing  forethought— 
making  occasions  (where  none  present  them- 
selves) to  lavish  his  homage — coming  when  noj; 
expected  to  come,  and  lingering  when  expected 
to  go — ^pale,  watchful',  sensitive,  and,  though 
perhaps  by  nature  niggard,  lavish  then— be  sure 
he  loves  and  loves  much,  and  that  probably  he 
is  in  the  first  stage  of  that  new,  that  selfish, 
and  engrossing  emotion.  Reverse  the  picture  ! 
and  behold  the  man  who  is  loved ;  and  to  sum 
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VIS  die  namelesa  grace — the  self-forgetfbl 
nraetneas — ^"the  quiet  of  a  loving  eye." 

"  She  walked  in  Beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  doudleaa  climes  and  starry  skies. 
And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Met  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes." 

She  seemed  to  shed  around  her  the  ''purple 
fight  of  love** — and  in  spite  of  Lady  Emme- 
line's  diamond  tiara  and  dazzling  eyes,  Ange- 
lina's white  rose-wreath,  seemed  to  crown  her 
Qaeen  of  Love  as  of  Beauty.  The  couch  she 
■ate  upon  became  a  throne,  and  the  little  crowd 
tronnd  her,  looked  a  court  of  watchful  men  and 
attendant  women. 

The  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  under  the  influence 
of  the  only  true  wizard's  spell,  grew  almost 
affectionate  to  Mrs.  Luxmore — intimate,  almost 
to  friendship,  with  Colonel  Fitzgeorge — and 
deferential  in  his  attention  to  Leddy  Mc.Grigor, 
and  all  her  stories  of  her  youth,  her  beauty, 
her  conquests,  and  the  ''motchless  devotion  o' 
his  Grace  the  Duke  o'  H : — ."    He  joined 
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in  that  nobleman's  praise  of  tbe  Harj  Staait 
cap  which  the  auld  Leddy  wore^  and  his  eulogy 
satisfied  even  herself^  though  as  Angelina  ww 
dancing  at  the  tLme^  his  Grace  did  not  know 
whether  the  Leddy  had  on  her  proad  old  head  a 
cap  or  a  cabbage  leaf.  After  he  had  figured  at 
the  oj^era  and  a  baU  with  the  raiii  and  ^yied 
Mrs.  Luzmore,  with  a  frmiliarity  bewitching 
in  a  Duke^  but  which  in  a  commoner  ahe  would 
baye  considered  impertinent,  he  begged  her  to 
take  him  home  to  supper. 

A  choice  petU  9ouper  was  socm  serred  up. 
His  Grace  seemed  to  enjoy  it  to  laptaret 
although  Truelove,  when  he  was  bending  down 
to  speak  to  Angelina,  somewhat  closer  dun 
that  decorous  and  jealous  bird  approved,  did 
nip  his  ear  till  a  crimson  .drop  or  two  started. 
Still,  as  this  little  incident  enabled  him  to  show 
his  presence  of  mind  and  his  power  of  bearing 
pain,  and  compelled  Angelina  to  express  and 
to  evince  her  sympathy,  and  to  s^oh  the  Uoodi 
with  that  small  square  of  fine  cambric  floonoed 
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with  broad  hce,  which  ladies  call  a  pocket- 
handkerchief^  his  Grace  was  not  on  the  whole 
very  angry  with  Trueloye. 

A  song  or  two  from  Angelina  closed  the 
nighty  or  rather  morning,  for  it  was  nearly  four. 
Angelina  retired  immediately  to  her  room.  The 
auld  Leddy,  the  Colonel,  and  Mrs.  Luxmore, 
remained  together  some  tim^,  talking  over  this 
brilliant  and  now  certain  conquest. 

And  while  they  are  deciding  on  her  settle- 
ments, her  jointure,  her  bridal  dress,  and  her 
fbtore  jewels,  as  Duchess  of  Dartmoor,  she — 
haying  first  completed  a  fond  letter  to  her 
fiither,  (a  letter,  in  which  she  alluded  to  having 
neea  George,  but  made  no  mention  of  the 
Duke) — ^kissed  again  and  again  the  myrtle  sprig 
in  its  little  pot,  placed  it  by  her  bedside,  and 
with  a  prayer  and  a  heart  full  of  George 
Damly,  fell  aaleep. 
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Angelina  awoke  earlj^  and  Inief  as  her  nifo» 
had  been^  she  arose  immediately.  She  longed 
to  enter  at  once  on  a  day  of  so  much  prouiff . 
She  summoned  no  attendant;  she  could  Bfl< 
bear  that  the  idle,  flattering  chatter  of  tS^ 
should  intrude  on  the  holy  joy  of  her  bctf^i 
besides  she  needed  no  aid,  fiyr  the  simple  toikt 
which  she  knew  George  Damly  liked  best--her 
redundant  golden  hair,  knotted  i  la  Oreejm^ 
hind,  and  hanging  in  smooth  long  curls  in  front; 
her  white  muslin  robe  it  la  mmrge,  spodw  ^ 
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herself,  and  light  as  her  heart;  her  black  silk 
apron,  with  its  little  £mcifal  pockets  and  pretty 
trimming;  and  one  little  sprig  of  dark  and 
glossy  green  (from  her  dear  myrtle)  in  the  folds 
of  her  snow-white  dress,  forming  her  only  omar 
ment!  She  knew  no  dress  could  please  poor 
George  so  well,  both  because  it  was  in  itself 
classic  and  simple,  and  therefore  suited  to  so 
high  an  order  of  beauty ;  and  because  so  attired, 
he  was  not  reminded  of  her  fortunes  or  her 
rank  in  life;  she  was  not  the  courted  and 
wealthy  heiress  of  Luzmore  Park — she  was  his 
own  Delina,  his  dear  little  wife  of  early  days. 

When  she  was  drest,  the  entrance  of  Fichu, 
who  came  with  a  tasse  de  caJU  au  lot  and 
ICadame's  best  lore,  and  fondest  inquiries  after 
her  health  and  the  (night  I)  she  had  passed — 
reredied  that  it  was  only  eight  o'clock.  Only 
eight!  and  no  hope  of  George's  arrival  till 
twelve. 

Haying  ascertained  that  Mtidame,  as  Fichu 
said,   kak   endormie^  and   that  Montiewr  h^ 
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Cdonii  n^^oit  pas  mcore  arrioi  (-^-ke  lodged 
in  a  neighboarizig  street,  but  often  oame  to  aa 
early  d^einer — a  militaiy  habit—)  Angelina 
ordered  breaHast  for  herself  in  the  lihwy, 
alone ;  and  while  it  was  preparing,  as  the  nm 
shone  brightly,  and  the  breese  was  softy  she 
resolyed  to*  take  a  torn  in  the  gardens  of  the 
Squai*e — those  gardens,  fer  so  many  years  the 
scene  of  her  morning  waUos  when  in  town,  sad 
'Which'  she  had  never  once  entered  smce  her 
(lAii^in  the  fttf 0tf  iTiofufe  as  its  Queen  of  Beauty* - 
Those  gardens  I  how  did  every  trim  wa]k»  every 
flower  bed,  every  section  of  the  green  and  weD- 
kept>  lawn,  every  seat  and  every  shmb,  recsl 
the  past !  How  tedioos  once  (though  with  £▼« 
by  her  side)  the  sameness  of  those  walksl  bow 
wearisome  the  tadc  she  oonned  the  while  I  how 
Mght  did  Fancy  paint  the  gay  and  noisy  world 
beyond  I  How  oft^i  would  her  poor  &ther 
take  refuge  there,  from  the  curious  gase  ef 
those  who  stare  so  deUberatdiy  at  the  ciipfie> 
knowing  what  pain  that  stare  must  be  to  himl 
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How,  while  his  gay  wife  fluttered  and  flirted 
in  promenade  and  park,  would  he  sit,  with 
Eya  Morris  and  his  little  girl,  making  those 
dull  gardens  interesting  by  his  delightful  con- 
Terse  and  endearing  confidence.  When,  oh 
when  would  that  kind,  that  beloyed  &ther 
return  to  bless  his  child  ?  Ah  I  moralists  may 
say  what  tiiey  will— first  and  true  loy e  is  not  a 
selfish  feeling — ^it  has  a  softening,  a  humanizing 
itafluenee  tn  the  heart,  when  it  is  a  happy  love.' 
Angelina's  eyes  were  full  of  tears  of  filial  piety, 
eren  while  her  bosom  beat  so  wildly  with  its 
loye  for  poor  George.  Hastily  donning  a  bon- 
net and  a  scarf,  the  Beauty  took  the  key  of  the 
Square  Gardens  from  the  hook  where  in  child- 
hood tike  had  so  often  hoped  it  might  not  be 
found,  and  declining  Sneak's  officious  aid,  she 
proceeded  alone  to  the  Gardens,  and  alone  she 
unlocked  the  gates. 

What  a  -quiet,  almost  country  scene  in  the 
midst  of  this  great  noisy  metropolis  of  folly  and 
•in!  and indiistriras  Vice  awake,  and  plotting 
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and  worldly  Thrift  busy  betunea,  and  laDgidd 
Vanity  doling  in  darkened  chambexBy  and  IXt> 
aipation  restless  on  a  bed  of  down!  In  d» 
midst  of  all  this,  the  shutters  of  aU  the  gaai 
houses  around  excluding  the  King  of  Day,  ani 
sleepy  housemaids  toiling  at  the  door-steps,  tf 
dividing  their  smiles  between  ''  the  milk"  and 
ihe  policeman,  and  dust  flying  fiom  open  doQi% 
and  even  footmen  (so  spruce  al  noon)  who  9 
piqued  themselves  on  being  'wide  awake,' so 
sleepy  then!  in  themidstof  all  theae^thedresiy 
accompaniments  of  early  mora  in  Lemdoaii 
within  the  gates  of  those  gardens  was  a  littk 
world  of  freshness  and  verdure  and  beao^. 
The  air  felt  balmy  and  cool,  as  it  passed  throngk 
the  bushes  of  Ulac,  laburnum,  and  pink  Msf  . 
It  was  June,  but  the  season  was  a  late  one,  sad 
all  those  shrubs  were  in  Uoom;  the  verdne 
looked  so  bright,  for  the  green  was  oontrasled 
with  the  stems  and  twigs  dark  with  LondflB 
smoke ;  and  groups  of  happy  children  pb^ed 
at  hide  and  seek,  avid  tficir  sihoots,  and  faai^f 
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i&d  merry  whoops,  seemed  the  very  language 
of  mirth  and  merriment.  A  little  while  ago, 
Angelina  would  haye  envied  them  that  thought- 
lessj  that  irresponsible  delight;  bat  not  now, 
lor  in  her  heart  there  is  a  deeper,  holier  joy 
than  childhood  knows. 

She  sate  for  some  time  wrapt  *  in  happy 
thought,  and  then  hoping  she  had  got  rid  of 
tome  of  the  time  which  separated  her  from 
George,  she  rose  to  return  home.  As  she  did 
so,  she  became  aware  that  some  lady  ( — a  lady 
she  must  be,  so  elegant  was  her  figure,  though 
her  dress  was  very  plain — )  suddenly  concealed 
her  face  with  her  parasol,  and  had  evidently 
been  watching  her  intently.  It  was  nothing 
new  to  Angelina  to  be  stared  at;  but  the  manner 
of  this  lady  (who  was  partly  concealed  by  a 
flowering  shrub)  arrested  Angelina's  attention 
and  excited  her  curiosity.  The  hand  that  held 
the  parasol  (though  in  a  glove)  seemed  familiar 
tor  her,  as  did  the  pretty  little  foot  that  peeped 
from  beneath  the  plainest  of  pink  gingham 
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dresseft. '  A^gduia  tiMej  and  then  slie  mw  dot 
^hifl  lady  was  surrounded  by  a  laqpe  fimily  of 
diildreDk — six  girls  of  different  ages,  one  gieit 
and  (me  little  boy;  the  girls  were  dressed  in 
large  poke  bonnets  of  a  coarse  straw,  with  duck 
green  yeils  and  curtains — cotton  dresses,  tnm* 
sers,  and  large  shapeless  black  silk  capes;  thej 
had  ''  hedger  and  ditcher  glores"  ctf  a  sort  of 
tan,  and  yery  thick  boots.  The  great  boy  wu 
in  a  jacket  and  trowsers,  and  the  little  one  ia  a 
tunic,  with  white  worsted  stockings.  They  were 
not  playing  and  romping  like  the  other  children 
of  the  Gardens,  but  all  were  eagerly  connii^ 
an  uninviting  book  bound  in  calf  sldn;  snd, 
moving,  near  enoug^h  to  look  over  the  shonUer 
of  one  of  the  children,  Angelina  discovered  it 
was  the  Eton  Latin  Grammar.  As  AngdiM 
drew  near,  the  lady,  doubtless  either  tke 
mamma  or  the  governess,  drew  her  psrsiol 
closer  to  her  face ;  but  a  sudden  movement  o 
Angelina's  defeated  the  manoeuvre;  she  csQgiit 
a  glimpse,  but  one  glimpse,  of  that  gncefai 
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head  and  those  pale  features,  and  the  next  she 
waa  in  the  tans  of  Eva  Morris. 

The  sorprise  of  this  rencontre  scarcely  dis- 
'torbed  the  studies  of  the  wellnlisciplined  chil- 
dren, to  whom  poor  Eva  was  now  governess ; 
and  Angelina  took  a  seat  by  her  recovered 
treasure — "the  lost  and  found'' — and  drew 
from  her  the  story. of  her  present  life. 

''I  oonld  not  stay  under  Mrs.  Ltqunore's 
roof,  Angelina^''  said  Eva  gently,  **  particularly 
when  I  &ncied  (perhaps  unjustly)  that  you  had 
ceased  to  value  me.*' 

'*  Had  you  seen  me,  dearer,  when  I  found 
jroa  were  gone,  you  would  have  done  me  more 
justice." 

*^  Perhaps ;  but  at  any  rate  I  could  not  stay ; 
•my  next  object  was  to  get  near  to  my  child,  for 
such  I  must  ever  think  you — ^to  be,  where  I 
could  see  your  home,  and  sometimes,  unnoticed, 
watch  you.  Often  from  these  gardens  I  have 
seen  you  at  your  window-*-often  from  my  own 
I  have  beheld  you,  crowned  with  flowers  or 
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with  jeweb^  gliding  to'the  gay  scenes  you  lore 
so  well.  Where  I  am^  I  can  always  know  yoa 
are  well^  and  watch  over  you  unseen;  and  ai 
I  am  poor  and  proud,  and  cannot  lire  on  what 
is  grudged  me,  while  I  have  health  and  takstit 
to  secure  me  what  I  consider  independence,  I 
thought  myself  fortunate  in  procuring,  thrcMBgb 
an  agent  to  whom  I  applied,  a  situation  where, 
if  I  work  hard,  I  am  at  least  respected  and 
esteemed.  Indeed  I  am  not  unhappy.  T^ 
lady  whose  children  I  instruct,  is,  it  is  true,  too 
great  a  disciplinarian,  too  severe  a  imtuif 
exacting  the  utmost,  but  content  when  Aat 
utmost  is  effected.  The  necessity  of  pMBg 
rapidly  from  one  occupation  to  another,  dMti 
me  of  any  time  for  painful  recoUections  and 
melancholy  forebodinga ;  very  early  rising  ia^ 
sures  to  aU  in  good  heakh,  sound  repose,  sad  a 
great  deal  of  exercise  in  the  opm  air  secoret  a 
tolerable  appetite." 

''But  what   a   monotonous,    uninterettaigi 
laborious  life  for  you,  dearest  Eva." 
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''  It  Beemed  a  little  so  at  first,  but  now  habit 
has  made  every  task  comparatiTely  easy.  To 
die  spoiled  and  courted  beauty  of  eighteen," 
added  Era,  with  a  half  melancholy  smile, 
^^  such  a  life  must  seem  indeed  most  dreary,  for 
to  her,  excitement  and  admiration,  and  new 
followers  to  subdue,  and  new  events  to  interest, 
are  necessary  to  happiness ;  but  at  my  age,  and 
with  my  views,  hoping  6nly  not  to  offend  and 
to  escape  insult,  and  sincerely  willing  t6  earn 
by  daily  toil  my  daily  bread,  and  all  this  with 
the  one  dear  privilege  of  sometimes  seeing 
yon,  and  always  hearing^  of  you — ^I  am  to  my 
mind  admirably  suited  I  And  now,  my  darling 
Angelina,  now  that  I  read  in  those  tearful  eyes 
that  you  love  me  as  you  ever  did — ^now  that  I 
see,  or  fancy  I  see,  less  of  tins  world  and  its 
BeUtth  vanity  in  your  manner  and  expression — 
now  that  I  think  that  the  loss  of  one  who 
always  thought  for  you,  may  have  made  you  * 
think  for  yourself—the  heaviest  grief  I  have  is 
grown  a  lighter  load.    But  I  must  go  now,  for 

VOL.   III.  K 
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at  nine  preciselj  we  have  prayers,  at  ludf-past 
nine  we  are  in  the  school-room/' 

"And  when  do  you  break&st  V* 

"At  seven  precisely.  This  is  our  second 
appearance  in  these  gardens  this  morning ;  for  » 
we  rise  at  five^  and  walk  an  hour  before  break- 
fast,  Angelina,  now  you  have  discovered  my 
secret,  you  will  know  where  I  am  to  be  fonnd 
every  morning,  and  when  you  want  to  see  a 
true  friend,  come  to  me  here.*' 

"But  cannot  you  stay  a  little  longer?— 1 
have  so  much  to  tell  youP*  said  Angelina,  who 
wished  to  pour  into  Eva's  heart  some  of  the 
delicious  secrets  of  her  own. 

"  Not  now,  not  now,  my  Angelina ;  my 
time  is  now  not  mine ;  but  any  other  morning 
before  this  hour.  Mrs.  Trimmer  (my  employer) 
is,  I  doubt  not,  on  the  look  out  for  us.  One 
minute  to  prepare/'  said  Eva  to  the  children, 
with  a  smile,  as  she  took  out  a  large  silver 
watch,  (no  ornamental  bauble,  but  a  good, 
steady-going  watch  which  Mrs.  Trimmer  insisted 
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that  the  goTemess,  for  the  time  beingj  should 
cany  about  with  her^  she  having  its  exact  coun- 
terpart  herself) — "three  minutes  to  get  home — 
Gome^  my  dears !" 

The  children  (from  a  tall  girl  of  sixteen^  down 
to  the  little  boy)  all  rose  like  a  regiment,  put 
their  books  and  slates  in  green  baize  bags,  and 
formed  into  a  file/* 

"What  miserable  looking  children!"  said 
Angelina. 

"  Yes,'*  replied  Eva,  "  they  are  perhaps  too 
severely  disciplined ;  extremes  are  bad,  and  too 
much  may  be  done  as  well  as  too  little ;  but 
perhaps  in  the  result  they  may  be  happier  than 
those  who  axe  spoilt  by  their  parents.  The 
world  indulges  none  in  the  long  run ;  and  it 
may  be  weU  to  be  inured  to  hardship  betimes.*' 

"  I  cannot  think  so,*'  said  Angelina;  '^ sixteen 
years  of  labour  and  sorrow  that  might  be  spent 
in  childish  pleasures,  what  can  ever  atone  for 
so  much  needless  misery?  Why  so  cloud  life's 
morning?  which  in  almost  all  cases  may  be 
K  S 
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bright.  Farewell,  beloved  Eva  1  labllofteii 
meet  you  here.  Oh !  if  ever  I  have  a  home  of 
my  own,  Eva,  you  shall  dwell  with  me  as  a 
dear  and  honoured  sister." 

Angelina,  as  she  spoke,  looked  under  the 
hideous  poke  bonnet  and  thick  green  veil  of  the 
eldest  girl,  in  whose  heavy  eyes  there  wis 
nothing  of  the  sprightliness  of  sixteen,  and 
whose  shuffling,  awkward  manner  showed  ha 
evidently  ashamed  of  hel  coarse,  puerile  dress, 
her  trowsers,  and  her  thick  boots.  Angdina 
bowed  kindly  to  Miss  Trimmer,  who,  miosed 
to  any  notice  from  any  one,  coloured  deeply 
and  made  a  curtsey  d  la  maiire  de  dame. 

"  What  a  shaine,"  whispered  Ai>g»^™  to 
Eva,  as  she  walked  with  her  to  the  gate,  "to 
keep  that  great  womanly  girl  like  a  child  of  ten 
—how  miserable  she  looks  I" 

"And  is,  I  fear,"  said  Eva;  "I  grieve  to 
add,  she  is  my  greatest  trial — sly,  mischieTooSf 
sulky,  and  pasnonate,  and  yet  with  strong  Mr 
ings  whidi  might  have  been  turned  to  good 
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account;  Cq[itain  and  Mr8«  Trimmer  tzeat  her 
like  a  child  of  six,  box  her  ears,  shut  her  up, 
and  often  send  her  suppexless  to  bed.  I  fear 
they  mil  have  much  trouble  with  her  some 
day^  for  she  is  in  fi^rtune,  independent  of  them. 
She  has  thirty  thousand  pounds  of  her  own>  (has 
that  girl),  left  her  by  her  grandfather,  quite  un- 
contndled.  It  is  supposed  she  is  not  a^ware  of 
that  &ct,  and  they  wish  to  keep  her  in  ignorance 
of  it  till  she  is  old  enough  to  be  introduced ; 
but  I  fancy  firom  some  expressions  she  once  let 
£dl,  that  she  has  found  it  out.  I  belieye  fhey 
enjoy  the  inoome  while  she  is  single  and  lives 
with  them." 

''Poor  creature  I  I  hope  that  will  not  be 
long!" 

''I  believe  it  will,  for  no  gentlemen  come 
near  the  house,  except  a  few  old  sea-captains, 
friends  of  Captain  Trimmer." 

By  this  time  the  melancholy  cortige  had 
reached  the  gates.  Eva  repaired  to  her  new 
home,  and  Angelina  hastened  to  her  breakfast. 
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To  her  great  delight,  she  found  that  her 
mother  was  still  asleep,  and  that  the  Cakmel 
was  engaged  to  break&st  with  Greneral  Doik 
keld.  With  as  much  indifference  and  moh 
chalance  as  she  could  assume,  and  arran^ng 
her  yeil  the  while  to  conceal  her  burning 
blushes,  Angelina  told  Sneak  to  admit  no  one 
but  Mr.  George  Dandj,  and  to  show  him  into 
the  library. 

"  He  is  an  old  Mend  of  papa's,  and  as  be 
comes  on  business,  show  him  into  the  library  at 
once.  Sneak." 

''  Yes,  Miss,"  said  Sneak,  with  the  brevity 
and  humility  of  a  well-bred  butler ;  but  Ange- 
lina had  scarcely  left  the  hall,  when  that  same 
well-bred  butler  turned  to  a  footman  who  had 
stood  by  like  a  statue,  and  muttered '  Walker/ 
at  which  both  grinned. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


THE  LIBBART. 


The  library  in  which  Angelina  Luxmore  sate 
at  break&st>  awaiting  George  Damly,  was  a 
room  after  Mr.  Luxmore's  own  heart ;  almost 
all  the  other  rooms  were  more  or  less  furnished 
according  to  the  taste  of  Mrs.  Luzmore  and  the 
fashionable  upholsterers  of  the  day ;  but  the 
library,  Mr.  Luxmore's  chosen  retreat,  and 
which  the  modish  and  heartless  wife  seldom 
visited,  was  biult  by  himself,  with  a  conserratory 
a^oining  it,  and  took  up  some  considerable 
part,  of  what  had  once  been  a  little  garden  at 
the  back  of  the  house.      Haying  no  rooms 
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above  it^  it  was  lighted  from  the  roof«  which 
had  the  effect  of  throwing  on  all  objects  in  the 
room,  the  soft  and  mellow  effect  called  a 
painter's  light ;  while  ormula,  and  buhl,  and 
papier  machi,  and  gold  and  silrer  papers,  and 
many  coloured  carpets  of  yelvet  pile,  and  pier 
glasses  without  number,  adorned  the  other 
parts  of  the  house;  the  library  owed  all  its 
charms  to  its  books,  its  pictures,  and  to  a  few 
weU  chosen  busts  and  statues  in  white  marUe, 
which  were  thrown  into  relief  by  the  dark  crim- 
sonvelyet  hangings,  and  the  soft  turkey  carpet  of 
thesan^ehue.  A  few  curious  cabinets  and  ward- 
robes, and  some  inlaid  tables  and  antique  chain 
and  couches,  revealed  that  Mr.  Luzmore  had  a 
little  of  the  antiquarian's  tastes ;  and  in  fiiet  diere 
was  scar  cely  an  article  in  die  room  which  had  not 
some  romantic  or  historical  association  connected 
with  it  On  that  couch  a  Queen  had  rested— 
in  that  chair  a  BoUnbroke  had  mused  dial 
inkstand  had  been  Jean  Jacques  Boussean'a— 
and  in  that  jar  was  a  fragrant  powder,  mixed 
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by  Lady  Mary  Wartley  Montague  herself. 
But  a  Tolume  would  scarce  contam  the  history 
of  all  the  curiosities  Luxmore  had  coUectedi 
since  he  had  been  rich  enough  to  indulge  so 
ezpeniiTe  a  taste.  The  library  looked  like  a 
room  in  the  picture  of  some  Flemish  artist, 
and  Angelina,  as  she  sate  at  breakfast,  with  the 
light  shining  on  her  goldeii  hair  and  young 
happy  &oe,  fermed  a  beautiful  centre  to  the 
scene.  The  apartment  was  fragrant  with  a  thou- 
sand refined  and  exquisite  odours  from  the  con- 
servatory which  opened  out  of  it,  and  two 
or  three  orange  and  rose  trees  stood  in  the 
library  windows. 

AngfJina  would  not  send  the  break&st  things 
away,  because  she  remembered  Greorge  neyer 
refused  a  cup  of  coffee  or  a  few  strawberries 
from  her  hand.  And  indeed  she  had  taken 
care  to  order  everything  he  liked,  and  she  had 
arranged  and  re-arranged  both  the  table  and 
the  bouquet  she  had  gatiiered  for  him,  and  she 
had  read  a  whole  chapter  of  a  book  she  held, 
k5 


iOi  THB  UBRAKT. 

(without  taking  in  one  word  of  its  contentij)  and 
a  dozen  timea  ahe  had  stolen  to  the  one  onl 
mirror  in  a  silver  £rame,  which  had  been  Marie 
Antoinette's,  and  had  smoothed  her  ''soft 
alluring  locks  ;'*  and  then  she  had  looledy  for 
the  hundredth  time,  at  her  little  Geneva  watch, 
and  at  the  old  time-piece  on  the  mantel-ahdf ; 
and  at  last  it  W9fi  twelve,  and  Angelina  grew 
fevered  with  expectation  and  imp^ence,and 
could  not  be  still,  for  now  every  moment  the 
expected  the  door  to  open,  and  George  to  be— 
where  ?  at  her  feet  ?  no,  not  till  he  was  sore  of 
her  love — ^but  by  her  side,  her  .hand  in  hisi 
perhaps  her  head  on  his  shoidder!  That  had 
been  when  he  was  a  boy,  and  should  be  again 
if  Greorge  implored  it.  Where  was  the  sin,  the 
shame,  of  loving  George?  her  mother  might 
wish  for  grandeur ;  but  even  her  mother,  when 
George  returned,  (perhaps  a  general)  from  India, 
would  relent;  and  her  fiither,  he  would  never 
oppose  the  real  happiness  of  his  only  child. 
And  George's  birth,  she  was  sure  it  could  not 
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be  low  or  basel  Mrs.  Darnly  had  often  hinted 
to  her  that  George  might  some  day  be  some- 
body; and  youth  is  so  sanguine^  and  love  so 
credulous^  and  Angelina  believed  in  her  own 
constancy  and  in  George's^  through  a  long 
engagement  She  an  heiress  and  a  beauty 
wooed  by  all — ^he  youngs  ardent^  and  so  admired 
by  women ! 

In  these  musings  half  an  hour  passed  away — 
and  then  Angelizia  grew  a  little  anxious^  a  little 
vexed,  a  little  disappointed.  Still  George 
came  not;  then  she  grew  very  angry,  very 
much  hurt ;  a  choking  sensation  came  in  her 
throat,  a  tight  grasp  seemed  upon  her  hesfft, 
which  no  sigh  (and  she  sighed  often,  and  but 
for  pride,  would  have  sobbed)  seemed  the  least 
to  relieve ;  and  then  she  reasoned  with  herself 
—something  had  detained  him — something  he 
could  not  help;  how  could  she  wrong  him, 
dear  Greorge  1  and  she  kissed  his  myrtle  sprig, 
and  wiped  away  a  few  large  tears,  and  re- 
arranged the  table  and  the  bouquet,  and  caressed 
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Truelove^  who  all  this  time  had  shared  her 
watch  in  sUencej  from  a  perch  dose  hy,  as  if  he 
knew  he  most  not  intrude — but  who  now  b^an 
to  comb  her  long  curls  with  his  Uack  beak  and 
ebon  daw^  and  to  tap  her  cheek  with  his  htde 
dry  cachoucha  tongue,  and  to  strut  among  tke 
break&st  things,  and  nibble  a  bit  of  sugar,  or 
a  strawberry,  or  a  cake— and  then  flattered 
back  to  her  bosom,  and  flapped  his  wann  wings 
of  green  and  gold,  and  cried,  **  Pretty  Polli 
Pretty  DeKna!" 

And  then  Angelina  got  up  and  walked  abeat 
the  room,  with  Truelove,  rapidly,  and  hefpar 
ning  again  to  feel  all  the  angpiish  of  hope 
deferred — and  then  she  went  into  the  cooscrr- 
atory  and  forced  herself  to  pick  the  dead  leaves 
oS  the  plants — ^it  was  something  to  do — •«■«- 
thing  that  required  no  thought — eomething  sbc 
could  do  in  spite  of  those  Uinding  tears,  dial 
chcddng  sob,  that  fidntness  that  was  stealing  over 
her  senses. 

At  length,  the  dead  leaves  were  all  of  i  <*<i 
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then  Angelina  looked  again  at  the  watch  and 
at  the  time*piece.  It  was  two  o'dock,  and  hey 
heart  beat  with  a  thousand  tempestuous  emo- 
tions. H^ow  she  would  ring,  and  know  if 
Greoi^e  had  neither  sent  nor  called. 

Sneak  came — he  appeared  to  see  nothing, 
but  he  saw  all  with  one  stealthy  glance  of  his 
demore,  cat-like  eyes. 

Angelina  turned  very  pale. 

''Take  away  the  things.  Sneak!"  she  said, 
and  rose  to  go  to  the  window.  ''  Has  any  one 
of  the  name  of  Damly  called — a  gentleman  on 
business?'' 

''  A  person  of  that  name  did  call.  Miss,  about 
a  nag. 

''Why  did  you  not  show  him  in?  I  told 
you  to — ''  said  Angelina,  panting,  but  not 
looking  round. 

"  I  told  him.  Miss,  that  you  gare  orders  to 
have  him  shown  up,  and  that  you  would  see 
Imn.  He  said.  Miss,  that  on  consideration  he 
didn't  think  the  ring  worth  mending,  and  that 
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he  had  not  time  to  walk  up.  I  undentoodhimi 
Miss,  to  say  he  couldn't  trouble  himidf 
about  it." 

"  What  sort  of  person  was  it.  Sneak  ?  I  think 
there  must  he  some  mistake." 

"  Oh,  no.  Miss,  there  could  he  no  mistake— 
I  saw  him  myself.  I  didn't  take  psrticalar 
notice  of  him — ^I  never  do  of  those  people; 
hut  I'm  sure  I  would.  Miss,  if  I'd  known  you 
were  anxious  about  it.  I  hope.  Miss,  he  hasn't 
carried  off  any  jewellery  you  gave  him  to 
mend!" 

"  To  mend  I  oh  dear  no !  Then  you  don't 
remember  his  appearance.  Sneak  T' 

''  Why,  Miss,  he  seemed  rather  tall,  slender, 
with  dark  eyes  and  white  teeth — ^I  noticed  that, 
because  when  he  gave  what  sounded  to  ne 
rather  an  impertinent  message  ton  one  in  baa- 
ness,  he  laughed — ^and  then,  not  liking  his  ways 
or  his  words,  I  opened  the  door  for  hinr-^I 
hope  it  is  of  no  consequence,  Miss  T' 

''  Oh  no,  not  the  least" 
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All  this  time  Angelina  had  not  tumed  round  i 
and  Sneaky  while  pretending  to  be  solely  busy 
with  the  breakfast  things^  watched  her^  and 
saw  that  while  she  pretended  to  busy  herself  in 
caressing  the  bird  who  had  nestled  in  her 
bosonij  her  hands  convulsively  grasped  the 
window  curtains^  and  her  whole  frame  shook. 

"Poor  thing!"  thought  Sneak,  ''what  it  is 
to  have  so  much  feeling !  Nothing  to  her !  I 
believe  it's  as  much  to  her  as  perquisites  to  me ! 
— ^the  all  in  all.  Well,  I'm  an  ambitious  man, 
and  I'm  a  £unily  man,  and  Mrs.  Sneak's  a 
woman  of  spirit,  and  we  do  want  a  good  sum 
to  set  up  a  fashionable  fiEonily  hotel — "  Sneak's 
Fashionable  Family  Hotel ;"  but  yet  neither  the 
Colonel's  palaver,  nor  Mrs.  Luxmore's  fifty 
pound  note,  should  have  bri^d  me  to  do  what 
I've  done  to-day,  if  it  wasn't  for  her  good. 
But  it  is,  it  must  be.  Why  now  she'll  be  a 
Duchess,  and  perhaps  before  long  I  shall  see 
among  the  fashionable  arrivals  at  Cheltenham — 
the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Dartmoor  at  Sneak's 
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hotel  I  And  whal  ia  loye  after  alll  Lorl  Why 
I  waa  ia  love  with  Mra  Sneak  once!  Wdly  die 
poor  fellow's  off,  {iii4 1  fancy  there  isn't  miidi' 
to  diooae  between  them  now,  fi>r  taldng  on;  but 
a  month 'U  see  him  oonzting  anotberj  aad  I 
hope  see  her  the  Docheaa  of  Dartmoor  !'* 

So  thinking.  Sneak  at  length  reliered  Aif^ 
Una  of  his  (to  her)  tortoring  presence ;  and 
then  die  tamed  ronnd,  but  so  ghastly  pak,  lo 
wretched,  an4  anch  deep  despair  in  hier  eye^ 
that  she  started  at  her  own  &oe  in  the  nunor 
by  her  side.. 

'.'  How  mean  1  how  cruel  t  how  insokiiigr 
she  murmured;  ''and  I,  to  beso  eaaily  the  daps 
of  so  heaitlesB,  so  cruel  a  derioe^— I  will  aol 
weep  for  him — ^no,  I  am  not  so  very  weak,  to 
lost,  and  so  degraded.  Let  him  go — let  Urn 
laugh  at  my  credulity  and  his  own  suooess.  I 
would  rather  be  so  deceived,  than  sudi  a  de*^ 

ceiver — so    insulted    than  such   a  « ;  bat 

enough;  oh  that  I  could  be  calm!  Oh*thatI 
I  could  quiet    this    beating  heart,   and  tUt 


wounded  Bpint!  Where  shall  I  go?  whom 
shall  I  tmttl  Oh  Ihrat  that  I  could  fty  ta 
yoor  bosom  now/' 

At  this  moment  the  door  op^ied.  Angftlw^a 
started  to  her  feet;  her  oolour  came^  her  heart 
stood  still;  she  fiak  sure  it  was  George^  penitent 
and  himself  agaia^  come  to  explain  alL  She 
hurried  forward,  and  stood  with  lips  apart  and 
changing  cheek,  and  Sneak  ushered  inr*«4he 
Duke  of  Diurtmoor ! 

It  is  luckj  that  some  sort  of  presence  of  mind 
generally  remains  to  any  woman  bred  a  Lady, 
even  in  the  greatest  distress  and  surprise ;  and 
Angelina  had  enough  left,  to  enable  her  to 
enter  into  some  sort  of  common-place  converssi- 
tion  with  the  Dake,  on  the  weather,  the  opera, 
and  some  of  the  curiosities  around. 

But  Angehna's  manner  at  his  entrance  had 
not  escaped  his  Grace,  who,  young  as  he  was, 
had  already  been  the  object  of  many  pretended, 
and  some  real,  preferences.  The  earnestness 
of  her  attitude,  the  tears  that  sparkled  in  her 


J^IO  THB  UBEAAT. 

beautiful  eyes^  the  pallor  of  her  cheek,  and  the 
•tremor  of  her  frame,  all  this  did  not  eaciqpe  the 
Duke.  Vain  as  moBt  men  Kre,  and  as  he  cer- 
tainly was,  (though  good  taste  kept  him  from 
any  obtrusiye  display  of  that  weakness,)  be 
promptly  decided  that  he  was  loTed— lo?ed 
with  the  first,  wild,  ardent  passion  of  eighteen 
— and  by  the  most  beautiful  and  enchantiBg 
being  he,  who  had  seen,  all  that  was  loneliest 
abroad  and  at  home,  had  erer  met  wkh.  He 
admired  the  dignity  with  which  she  reooTered 
.herself,  and,  the  first  surprise  (as  he  fimcied) 
of  his  unexpected  visit  over,  the  modest  gisoe 
with  which  she  entertained  him;  but  he  re- 
marked that,  every  now  and  then  she  becaiae 
dUtrpiUf  changed  colour,  and  checked  a  sigh— 
and  all  this  helped  to  deceive  hiuL  However, 
when  he  glided  from  a  conversation  on  matters 
of  taste,  to  one  on  sentiment  and  poetry,  and  tried 
a  little  to  sound  the  depths  of  her  heart,  bjr 
endeavouring  to  elicit  her  opinion  on  an  iah 
passioned  poem  on  the.  table,  the  subject  moved 
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her  so  much^  (rousing  as  it  did  all  the  recent 
memories  of  her  heart,)  that,  alarmed  at  her 
change  of  colour  and  manner,  he  hastened  to 
torn  the  subject;  and  deciding  in  his  own 
mind,  that  with  so  young,  so  innocent,  and  so 
shy  a  creature,  he  must  address  himself  first  to 
^' Mamma,"  and  get  her  to  pave  the  way,  and 
prepare  the  blushing  girl  for  her  astounding 
triumph  and  bewildering  happiness — ^he  arose, 
affectionately  shook  Angeliua's  cold  trembling 
hand,  and  departed. 

And  Angelina,  the  struggle  oyer,  and  the 
necessity  for  exertion  gone,  stole  to  her  own 
room,  and  murmuring — ^**0h,  George!  may 
God  forgive  you!"  she  sank  in  a  swoon  upon 
the  floor. 


fan 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


THS  7IB8T   DI8APP0INTMBKT. 

Oh  1  the  fint  disappointment  is  a  crael  ddsg 
— the  first  disappointment  of  that  fixat  engnvs- 
ing  and  real  love  which  erery  heart  has  known, 
or  has  yet  to  know.  The  young  mind  is  m> 
unused  to  misery— distress  ia  so  honiUe  a 
noYelty,  to  the  sanguine,  trusting,  all-beUefing 
girl — ^and  in  Angelina's  case  a  sense  of  mockeiy, 
of  degradation,  of  insult,  was  added  to  the  Io« 
of  what,  tiU  lost,  she  scarcely  knew  she  to 
valued !  ^ 

When  consciousness  returned,  the  poor  gid 
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— (poor,  though  the  heiress  of  Luzxnore,  and 
the  Queen  of  Beauty !)  for  the  Tillage  maid, 
sobbing  on  her  truckle  bed  over  Hodge's  faith- 
lessness feels  not  more  desolate  than  did  poor 
Angelina,  as  she  recalled  to  herself  Sneak's 
account  -of  all  Grecurge  had  said — his  laugh ! 
Oh,  that  he  could  laugh  at  such  a  time !  And 
then  ehe  contrasted  all  this  with  his  behaviour 
at  the  exhibition.  It  could  not  be  to  deceive 
her,  to  beguile  her  into  giving  him  an  oppor- 
tunity of  slighting  and  insulting  her,  that  he 
was  standing  before  her  picture ;  oh,  impossi- 
ble 1  how  could  he  know  that  she  would  come 
there,  how  mere  a  chance  it  was  that  she  did 
so !  And  then  he  was  so  pale,  his  eyes  so  full 
of  tears !  Could  there  be  any  mistake  ?  Sneak 
spoke  as  if  it  were  not  a  gendeman  he  bad  seen 
— not  her  noble,  martial,  handsome,  distin- 
guished looking  Greorge  Damlyl  But  then 
Sneak  had  of  course  a  vulgar  taste,  and  George 
had  no  appearance  of  wealth  about  him — ^no 
carriage — ^no  servant  1    Who  else  could  know 
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about  the  ring  at  all?  it  was  (at  least  to  Ange- 
lina thooght)  a  secret  between  them.  ^'On 
consideration  the  ring  was  not  worth  mending; 
he  had  no  time  to  see  her;  he  could  not 
trouble  himself  about  it,  and  then  he  laughed !" 

As  Angelina  thought  oyer  all  this,  pride, 
▼anity,  and  wounded  love  triumphed  over  the 
last  Mat  effort  at  self-control,  and  she  went  off 
into  a  fit  of  violent  hysterics.  In  this  state  her 
mother  found  her.  All  common  remedies  were 
tried  in  vain ;  and  at  length,  in  great  alann, 
Mrs.  Luxmore  sent  for  the  family  physician^ 
the  same  courteous  and  fashionable  Doctor  who 
had  prevented  Angelina's  accompanying  her 
father  abroad. 

This  Doctor  was  well  used  to  sham  swoons 
and  pretended  hysterics,  and  for  such  he  alwap 
prescribed  according  to  circumstances,  that  is, 
according  to  the  drcumstances  of  the  fair 
malignerer ;  but  hysterics  like  Angelina's,  die 
Doctor  was  indeed  little  used  to,  and  was  for  a 
time  very  uncertain  how  to  proceed.    While 


THB   FIBST   DISAPPOINTMSKT.  ^  215 

he  was  considering  about  it^  eidiauated  nature 
sank  into  a  kind  of  stupor^  which  he  forthwith 
ascribed  to  a  very  simple  remedy  he  had  ad-' 
ministered. 

Now  this  Doctor  was  a  great  scandal^monger, 
and  one  source  of  his  popularity  among  the 
Fair  of  Mayfidr^  was  his  inexhaustible  supply 
of  tittle-tattle.  He  tried  his  utmost  to  discover 
from  Mrs.  Luxmore  the  real  cause  of  the  violent 
emotion  he  had  witnessed.  He  hinted  at  some 
unfortunate  attachment ;  but  the  wily  mother, 
who  did  not  wish  her  daughter's  weakness  to 
be  the  talk  of  the  beau  mande,  completely  foiled 
him.  All  he  could  elicit  was,  the  morning  visit 
of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  ''which. 
Doctor/'  added  Mrs.  Luxmore,  with  a  meaning 
smile,  ''was  not  an  event  likely  to  send  a  young 
lady  into  fits." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  unless  of 
delight.  And  you  are  sure,  my  dear  Madam, 
that  nothing  else  has  happened  to  affect  the 
young  lady  r* 
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^  Oh,  qoite,  unlets  that  I  hare  dkmiaNd  in 
old  governess  to  whom  she  was  mneh  at* 
tached.** 

The  Doctor  thought  a  young  lover  had  more 
to  do  with  it  than  an  old  govemessy  Imt  lie 
appeared  satisfied,  and  resolved  to  watch.  After 
writing  a  very  hannless  prescription,  he  took 
has  leave;  and  AngeKna  seeming  toleraUy 
quiet,  Mrs.  Luxmore,  escorted  by  the  Coloael, 
went  out  to  dinner.  However,  in  the  oourae  of 
the  evening  she  was  sent  fi>r  by  JIdki,  irfio 
was  really  attached  to  her  young  mistresB,  and 
who  saw  what  she  considered  mieqaivocal 
symptoms  d*une  jprande  makuUe,  And  ao  it 
proved.  Totally  unused  to  disappointment, 
misery,  and  mortification,  their  efiect  on  the 
excitable  nature  of  poor  Angahua  was  terrible. 
Mrs.  Luzmore,  on  her  return  from  the  dinner 
party,  reaUy  idarmed,  pale  and  conscience- 
stricken,  found  her  daughter  dreadfully  iUi  and 
the  fitfhionable  physician  being  engaged,  a 
more  practical  man  was  called  in,  who  decided 
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that  her  complaint  was  a  very  seyere  attack  of 
iNrain  fey^ ! 

Every  hour  the  poor  sufferer  seemed  to  grow 
*  worse.  Mrs.  Luxmore  was  herself  half  £rantic ; 
she  had  never  been  inured  to  the  horrible 
anguish  she  now  suffered^  by  any  serious  ill- 
nesses in  her  daughter's  childhood.  Health 
and  beauty  had  combined  to  bless  her  darling, 
and  even  the  necessary  maladies  of  infancy  had 
been  so  slight  as  scarcely  to  cause  her  an 
anxious  hour.  Yes,  this  was  Angelina  Lux- 
more's  first  iUness,  and  it  taught  even  her  vain 
and  selfiA  mother,  how  much  dearer  to  her 
than  rank,  wealUi,  precedence,  ambition,  and 
all  the  Dukes  in  the  peerage,  and  all  the 
Colonels  in  the  army,  was  the  life  of  her  only, 
her  darling  child. 

At  one  time,  when  the  case'  seemed  most 
hopeless — and  die  Doctors  whispered  together 
and  shook  their  heads— and  the  poor  sufiferer 
tossed  about  upon  her  bed  in  unspeakable  agony, 
and  flinging  her  arms  aloft,  called  again  and 
VOL.  ni.  L 
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again  on  George  Damly — the  wretched  mother 
felt,  that  to  saye  her  darling's  Iife«  the  oooUi 
gladly  kneel  to  that  same  George  Damly,  the 
penniless  outcast,  and  that  she  coold  inqplore 
him  to  take  Angelina  as  his  wife,  rather  thn 
see  her  die  I  But  George  I  none  knew  whither 
he  was  gone,  and  his  presence  would  have  beea 
no  comfort,  for  Angelina  had  long  since  oessed 
to  recognise  any  one. 

Colonel  Fitzgeoige  found  himself  in  a  most  u- 
comfortable  plight;  for  when  she  was  banished 
by  the  Doctors  from  her  daughter's  room,  (which 
was  wheneyer  her  emotion  could  not  be  con- 
trolled, and  that  was  yery  often,)  Mrs.  Lnzmive 
sought  the  Colonel,  to  yent  on  him  aU  die 
anxiety  and  misery  she  felt.  At  the  thought 
that  through  his  machinations  she  should  per- 
haps lose  the  only  being  she  had  eyer  kyved, 
the  glory,  the  pride,  and  the  delight  of  her 
life,  all  regard,  all  courtesy  for  the  QAoto/A 
departed.  At  that  time  she  hated  him,  sad 
she  scrupled  not  to  tell  him  so.    To  see  Urn 
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Atfmg  calmly  enjoying  some  dainty,  vhen  per* 
haps  through  him  her  daughter,  her  fond,  her 
beautiful,  her  beloved  daughter  was  going 
down  to  the  ^dark  cold  grave — ^this  sight  roused 
her  almost  to  madness.  With  little  natural 
taqt  or  delicacy,  under  the  influence  of  excite- 
ment,  Mrs.  Luxmore  was  sure  to  forget  herself. 
And  on  one  oc^qasion,  the  Doctors  having  told 
her  to  prepare  for  the  worst,  she,  rushing  about 
the  house,  seeking  help  and  finding  none,  came 
suddenly  on  the  Colonel,  deliberately  picking 
an  ortolan  which  he  had  himself  ordered  for  his 
luncheon.  Not  to  be  disturbed  at  such  a  critical 
moinei9t.  Colonel  Fitsgeorge  pretended  not  to 
hefff  the  mother's  sobs  of  ineffiible  anguish; 
and  the  sight  of  the  epicure,  to  whom  she  con- 
^L^^red  she  oTKed  her  anguish,  enjoying  his 
ortolan,  while  his  victim  was  dying,  so  excited 
her,  that,  to  the  Colonel's  amazement,,  she 
popred  out  a  torrent  of  reproach,  invective, 
9tgrc98i)i9  wd  even  abuse.  When  she  had  done, 
the  Cplonel  lo^,  bowed,  smiled,  and  took  his 
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leave.    He  came  no  more,  for  at  his  dub  he 
met    an   old    friend,    rich,  and  with  a  very 
coquettish  wife ;  they  were  going  on  the  con- 
tinent— they  wanted  a  caterer.     Colonel  Fiti- 
george  had  been  much  abroad,  the  lady  Uked 
him,  and  Vami  de  la  maison  transferred  himself 
forthwidi  from  Mrs.  Luxmore,   in  her  wrafli 
and  her  anguish,  her  tears  which  wearied,  and 
her   dishabille  which  offended    him — ^hcr  re* 
proach  of  herself  and  him,  her  despair  and  her 
terror,  bearable  only  where  there  is  affection  on 
both  sides — ^yes,  from  such  he  transferred  him- 
self, to  Lady  Papillon,  rouged  and  ringletted, 
full  of  affected  frt>lic  and  mock  sentiment,  who 
had  married  Sir  Jonquil  Papillon  for  his  money 
and  his  title,  though  he  was  a  miserable  old 
invalid,  with  no  taste  but  for  botany,  which 
bored  her  d  la  mart.    Sir  Jonquil  was  delighted 
to  be  free  to  explore,  in  search  of  specimena— 
and  Lady  Papillon  doated  on  militaiy  men  and 
•moustachios.     It  was  soon  arranged,  particn- 
larly  as  Miss^  Cynthia  Papillon,  Sir  Jonquil's 
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aister,  a  lady  of  fifty,  with  fifty  thousand 
pounds,  was  to  be  of  the  party ;  and  the  Colonel 
resolvedy  that  though  he  might  set  out  as  Lady 
PapiUon's  cayaUer,  he  would  return  as  Miss 
Papillon's  husband.  While  Angelina  Lux- 
more  stm  lay  between  life  and  death,  and 
Mrs.  Luxmore  had  forgotten  Fitzgeorge's  very 
existence  in  her  agony  about  her  child,  the* 
Colonel  set  sail,  with  his  new  allies,  in  Sir 
Jonquil's  yacht — a  new  proof,  if  any  were 
wanting,  of  the  instability  of  all  ties  founded 
only  on  vanity,  and  the  rat-like  propensities  of 
Vami  de  la  maison,  when  Sorrow,  Sickness, 
Death,  or  Poverty,  make  the  hearth  cold,  the 
table  cheerless,  and  the  late  gaily  Hghted  hall, 
desolate  and  dreary. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


THS   TRTJS   FBISKD. 


If  the  harsh  realities  of  life  had  Mrai 
the  false  Colonel  from  tbe  ihretdied  motfael^ 
side,  they  had  recalled  and  restored  the  trtif> 
the  devoted,  the  real  friend,  the  real  doxnfortet 
— ^poor  Eva  Morris  I  And  softened  by  misery, 
and  the  terror  of  losing  her  beloved  child,  (a 
terror  which  haunted  her  night  and  day,)  Mn* 
Luxmore,  at  the  first  glimpse  she  csn^t  of 
Eva  Morris  by  her  child's  bedside,  had  heU 
out  her  arms  to  embrace  her. 

Eva  silently  extended  her  hand,  and  tka, 
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unable  to  brook  the  sight  of  the  altered  face  of 
tke  poor  guflferer^  round  whose  eyes  dark  cir- 
dm  were  formed^  whose  peerless  bloom  was 
dianged  for  a  leaden  hue — ^whose  lips  were 
pitched  and  blacky  and  from  whose  beauteous 
head  the  matchless  locks  had  been  severed — 
imable  to  bear  this  sight,  coupled  with  the  k>w 
monotonous  moan  of  inward  agofiy,  Eva  fell 
on  her  knees,  and  hid  her  fstce  in  the  bed- 
dothea. 

Poor  Eva!  for  several  mornings  she  had 
vainly  watched  for  Angelina's  visit  to  the 
gardens ;  but  no  thought  that  illness  kept  her 
away,  had  occurred  to  her  mind:  She  feaicied 
MisB  Luxmore  engrossed  by  the  vanities,  the 
gaieties,  the  follies  of  life,  and  in  her  heart  Eva 
aoensed  her  of  heartlessness  and  frivolity.  The 
sight  of  the  straw  before  her  door,  one  day 
iThen  she  passed  with  her  pupib,  first  aroused 
Eva's  attention;  and  when,  in  reply  to  her 
terrified  question,  she  heard  that  Miss  Luxmore 
waanot  ezpeoted  to  live,  the  aeuteness  of  her 
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anguish  alone  saved  Eva  from  fidUng  on  the 
ground.  Wliat  became  of  the  Trimmen,  Eys 
knew  not  for  she  immediately  hastened  npstanra 
— but  it  is  supposed  they  formed  a  hasty 
council,  and  resolved  to  avail  themselves  of  die 
opportunity  of  seeing  Begent  street,  Oxfixrd 
street,  and  the  Pantheon,  determining  to  call 
for  Eva  at  the  expiration  of  the  two  hours 
allotted  for  walking. 

It  was  just  as  Eva  had  stolen  to  Angelina's 
bed«side,  that  Mrs.  Luxmore  beheld  her,  and 
extended  her  arms.  Eva  gave  her  hand,  and 
the  miserable  Mrs.  Luxmore,  in  the  humihatioii 
of  her  heart,  carried  it  to  her  Hps,  and  said: 
''Oh  Eva!  forgive  all,  and  try  to  save  mj 
darling!" 

The  first  glance  at  Angelina  was,  as  we  hare 
seen,  too  much  for  poor  Eva,  who  fell  on  her 
knees  and  hid  her  face  in  the  coverlid;  hot 
after  a  short  but  earnest  prayer,  she  ventured 
again  to  look  into  that  once  surpassing  fiice. 

At  that  moment  Angelina  opened  her  eyes; 
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fAk^  fecognised  Eva  Morris^  and  the  first  rational 
words  she  had  spoken  for  a  week  were :  "  Oh, 
Eva  I  are  you  come  at  last  V* 

At  this  sounds  which  to  the  mother's  heart, 
was  like  an  angeFs  voice — ^for  Angelina  spoke, 
though  in  a  low,  weak  tone,  like  herself — Mrs. 
Luxmore  started  up  with  almost  a  laugh  of 
joy^  and  fell  in  a  dead  swoon  upon  the  floor. 
£ya  could  not  move  to  her  aid,  for  Angelina, 
exhausted  with  the  eflfort  of  recognising  her, 
had  fiedlen  asleep  with  her  burning  cheek  on 
Eva's  cool  hand.  However,  Eva  contrived  to 
ring  a  bell  at  a  little  distance,  and  ere  long 
Fichu  and  a  nurse  came  in.  Mrs.  Luxmore  was 
removed,  and  put  to  bed;  and  Eva,  while  they 
removed  her,  had  an  opportunity  of  remarking 
the  havoc  that  ten  days  of  misery  and  terror 
had  made,  even  in  so  worldly  a  woman  as  Mrs. 
Luxmore.  Her  hair,  generally  so  sleek  and  so 
artfully  made  the  best  of,  was  rough  and  matted, 
and  revealed  many  an  unsuspected  line  of 
silver  in  its  golden  disorder;  her  eyes  were 
l6 
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blood-shoty  and  the  lids  red  and  swollen  ^di 
ceaseless  tears ;  her  usoally  briUiant  coictpfeiKm 
was  sallow,  and  her  fine  Hebe  form,  bowed  and 
shrunken.     Her  dress,  generally  so*  eutSJkj 
chosen,  so  fresh,  so  choirs,  anA'  §o  rich,  -wis 
cmdied,  soS^,  aiid  had  not  beeli'  chafig«iii^ 
many  dt^.     She  looked*  a  mis^h^le  plctiire  of 
self-abandonment  and  despaur. 
.  And  now,  Mrs.   Lozmore  being  reniored, 
and  sleep    haying  at  length  closed  her  VAt, 
wearied  with  constant  watching,  Eva  inkft^M' 
herself  head  nurse  by  the  side  t>f  the  ^offtfi^ 
child  of  her  adoption. 

The  Trimflier  ^mily  returned  tb  fetA*  Her. 
And  by  the  children  she  sent  a  messlige  tty  Ae 
mother,  ititiitiatmg  the  impossibility  of '  W 
returning  at  the  same  time,  and  'Arowing  C^ 
tain  and  Mrs.  Trimmer  into  a  state  of  ^zeeiisittf 
(and  to  dieir  miserable  children,)  ttoiHte,  oam^' 
motion. 

From  the  time  that  Angelina  fdl  adee^  tm 
BVa's  haiid,  a  decided  diahg«  fbr'the  better 
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Ukjik  place  in  the  sufferer's  state;  and  Era's 
joy  passed  all  description  when  for  the  first  time 
Angelina  asked  for  a  little  tea.  It  Seemed  to 
refresh  and  revive  her,  for  she  .gently  returned 
the  pressure  of  Eva's  hand,  and  murmured, 
*'  Heaven  hless  you,  dear  Eva  l"  , 

Mrs.  Luzmore's  indisposition  proved  of  a 
more  serious  nature  than  she  h^d  at  first  anti- 
cipated; hut  her  anxiety  about  Angelina  pre- 
vented her  nursing  herself  properly.  How- 
ever, she  could  be  of  no  use,  in  the  invalid's 
room,  whose  rest  she  constantly  disturbed  by 
h$r  firequent  visits,  attended  as  they  were  by 
groans  and  lamentations  about  her  own  suffer- 
ing. Seeing  this,  and  observing  that  she 
endangered  both  her  daughter  and  herself, 
the  medical  attendant  very  wisely  administered 
a  succession  of  narcotics,  which  acting  on  a 
head  already  overcome  by  anxiety  and  want  of 
rest,  threw  her  into  a  sleep,  which  lasted,  with 
only  a  few  waking  intervals,  for  two  days  and 
nigltta. 
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All  this  time  Angelixia  was  dowly  but 
certainly  improving;  and  it  was  then  that  the 
deep  and  beautifttl  affection  of  Era  Morris  dis- 
played itself  in  all  its  intense  and  self-sacrifidng 
devotion.  She  forgot  all  her  wrongs,  all  her 
own  interests,  all  her  resolutions;  and  mitil 
Angelina  was  convalescent,  poor  Eva  Morris 
never  once  left  her  room,  or  slept  for  more 
than  an  hour  at  a  time  in  a  chair  by  her  bed-, 
side. 

'All  this  while,  the  Trimmer  feoedly  was  in 
the  greatest  possible  commotion ;  the  messages 
were  constant;  but  aware  of  the  value  of  any 
person  so  true,  so  trustworthy,  and  so  accom- 
plished as  Miss  Morris,  Mrs.  Trimmer  (incensed 
and  inconvenienced  as  she  felt)  took  care  to  be 
very  civil,  and  to  intimate  her  great  anxiety  fan 
Miss  Morris's  return. 

And  Eva  meant  to  return.  She  had  a  tmly 
noble  spirit  and  independent  mind ;  she  pre- 
ferred her  fatiguing  but  defined  situation,  as 
Mrs.  Trimmer's   governess,  to  her    uncertain 
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position  at  Mrs.  Luxmore's,  where  she  had 
bitterly  felt  of  late  that  she  was  de  ^rop— that 
she  had  no  positive  business  or  occupation,  and 
where  she  was  treated  as  an  equal  or  an  under- 
lingj  according  to  the  disposition  of  those  who 
visited  the  house;  but  where,  since  Mr.  Lux- 
more's  departure,  Mrs.  Luzmore,  urged  on  by 
Colonel  Fitzgeorge,  had  made  her  feel  an  odious 
sense  of  obligation  and  dependence. 

The  Duke  of  Dartmoor  had  received  a  real 
shock  when  he  called  in  the  evening  of  that 
day  on  which  he  had  seen  Angelina  alone.  He 
drove  to  the  house  with  some  excuse,  sufficient 
in  the  lover's  fancy  to  cloak  his  real  object,  but 
only  rendering  it  more  apparent  to  all  calmer 
minds ;  and  he  Hterally  turned  pale  when  he 
was  told  that  Miss  Luxmore  was  seriously  ill, 
and  that  she  had  two  medical  men  in  attend- 
ance. 

As  the  Vulgar  delight  in  exaggerating  aU  bad 
news,  particularly  if  they  see  their  tidings  ex- 
cite  any  particular  interest,  so  Sneak,  when 
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honoured  by  the  Duke  himself  with  a  rigid 
crott-ezamination,  took  care  to  make  the  wont, 
of  what  at  that  time  did  not  seem  to  setere  an 
indisposition ;  and  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  wha 
had  intended  to  spend  the  eTenidg  in  the  oom* 
pany  of  his  beautiful  idol,  and  who  experienced 
for  the  first  time  the  fitscinating  influence  of  a 
real  passion,  could  scarcely  conced  %i8  Utter 
disappointment,  or  check  the  trembling  of  bit 
Toice  and  the  quiver  of  his  white  lip. 

Mrs.  Luxmore's  terror  about  her  only  AM, 
had  been  too  real  and  too  dreadful  for  her  to 
give  any  thought  even  to  a  Duke ;  and  daring 
the  whole  time  Angelina  was  in  danger,  hii 
Grace  continued  to  call  or  send  monnng  and 
cTexung,  but  never  saw  any  of  the  fiumlj,  or 
heard  any  but  Sneak's  garbled  accounts  of  the 
progress  of  the  malady.  Lady  McGr^or,  at 
the  first  report  of  ferer,  had  removed  to 
Brighton,  with  Mrs.  Beckie  and  Marniadnke 
(nojr  a  fat  portly  feUow). 

As  lor  Miranda  Mc.  Dougal,  ^e  had  been 


{<nr  some  time  at  Mo.D<mgal  Casde,  wlifiEr^  the 
puryeirae  Lady  McDongal,  (onoe  c^ur  kmnbk' 
friead  Shoozie)  saxrounded  by  a  dozen  rosy 
children,  and  in  close  attendance  on  Sir  Davie, 
irha  was  a  martyr  to  the  goixt,  received  the' 
faihnless  Itinatic  with  excessive  kindness,  and 
compelled  all  her  children  tO'  abstain  from 
ridiculing  *her  willow  wreaths,  her  sepnlchrdt 
ums,  her  plaintive  ditties,  and  her  romantie 
reminiscences  of  the  '' Sainted^  FitidiodgviUei 
and  his  wild  Amen/' 

The  haughty  elder  spinsters  w^re  still  e:ttant; 
but  as  they  never  could  stoop  to  tttting  as 
{ftiests  at  a  table  headed  by  sueh  a  Lady  Me. 
Dougal,  they  had  requested  their  brother  to 
dlow  them  to  inhabit  GlenloAely;  which  plaee 
had  been  vacant  since  the  death  of  Sir  Grigo# 
)ft.Grigor.  Sir  Davie,  indignant  at  thdnf 
bl^haviour  to  his  devoted  Shoozie,  would  have 
refused,  but  she  interceded  so  earnestly,  that 
he  at  length  complied ;  and  when  the  ptoud 
old  miaids  installed  themselves  at  GlenloDely, 
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they  litde  knew  or  thought  that  their  brother 
yielded  not  to  their  demand,  but  to  the  despised 
Shoosie's  prayer. 

Mrs.  Luxmore  then,  on  her  reoorery  from 
her  somewhat  serere  indispoflition,  found  ha* 
self  quite  deserted  by  all  whom  she  had  obliged 
and  &Youred,  and  disoovered  with  mortificatian 
and  rage,  diat  the  only  being  who  did  not  bt- 
sake  her,  was  one  whom  she  had  so  crueOjr 
wronged  and  outraged.  The  Colonel !  oh,  no 
words  could  describe  her  fiury  at  his  heartkas 
desertion ;  his  attentions  were  become  so  neces- 
sary to  her  comfort,  so  essential  to  her  enjoy- 
ment !  She  would  have  made  any  apology  or 
concession  to  recal  him ;  but  he  was  gone  fiir 
eyer  I  And  when  she  found  Angelina  so  much 
better,  as  to  exdte  no  longer  any  horriUe 
maternal  alarm,  the  only  subject  to  which  Mn. 
Luxmore  could  revert  with  any  comfort,  vas 
the  evident  and  continued  devotion  of  his  Grace 
the  Duke  of  Dartmoor. 

By  d^rees  as  the  Mamma's  health  enabled 
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her  to  resume  her  attendance  in  her  daughter's. 
room^  Eva  Morris's  visits  grew  less  frequent. 
and  more  brief^  and  the  impression  she  was 
beginning  to  make  on  the  softened  heart  and 
awakened  conscience  of  the  convalescent,  was 
effiicedj  by  the  vain  schemes,  ambitious  pro- 
jects^ and  beguiling  flatteries  of  the  fond  and 
feacinating*  mother.  In  the  long  and  silent 
nights  of  mental  depression  and  bodily  pain, 
Angelina  had  thought  much  of  her  own  vanity 
and  folly.  When  death  seemed  probable,  it 
struck  the  Beauty  for  the  first  time,  how  very 
unfit  she  was  to  die.  The  image  of  poor 
George  Damly  returned  to  her 'mind,  and 
roused,  not  as  at  first,  the  wrath  and  resentment 
of  an  offended  Beauty,  but  the  unselfish  anxiety 
of  tr^e  love.  She  wished  (in  those  moments 
of  bitter  self-examination  and  care  for  her 
eternal  destiny)  to  see  George,  not  to  taunt 
and  reproach  him,  and  revenge  her  imaginary 
wrongs ;  nor  yet,  as  in  happier  hours,  to  ex- 
change the  mutual  vow,  the  sweet  confession ; 
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iio^  her  longing  for  his  pre86noe  xkoW  w^,  tint 
die  might  proye  to  him  hoir  fleeting  and  inom 
paltry  were  thiff  woild'a  heirt  gifb— how  unitil 
the  Fotore  they  had  so  often  sntio^attid  toge- 
ther— how  a  few  hours  of  iiit^M»  bodily  piiM» 
and  keen  mental  anguish^  could  profttrat*^ 
FkYoorite  of  Natnre  and  Fortime^  and  mate 
her  ding  more  to  her  early  childlike  fiddi  tt  a 
cracified  Saviour,  and  the  fiunt  memory  ct  a 
few  good  deeds,  than  to  any  hopes,  ScisDoe 
conld  hold  out,  or  partial  affection  brealhei  or 
to  all  the  treasures  diis  world  still  seemed  to 
hold  out  to  tempt  her  aching  eyes  and  fevered 
brain.  And  while  Eva  Morris  was  her  mirse, 
her  convalescence  was  hallowed  by  sweet  eorn* 
munings  on  holy  subjects — gende  confessknii  tf 
worldly  errors — ^warm  and  heartfelt  resolutioinSf 
and  aspirations  after  better  thixtgs^^meek  peai- 
tbnce  on  one  side,  and  noble  CJhristian  ooimsel 
on  the  other. 

Had  Bya  Morris  alone,  watched  and  tnded 
Angelina  thtongk  the  h»g  hMM  ^ 


and  bc^y  weakness  which  attend  ^ti  te^tfterf 
jGrom  such  an  iUness^  she  would  probably  neffter 
again  hare  enlisted  herself  under  the  gaody 
htener  of  Mammon.  But  the  return  of  Mrs. 
Loitmoife  to  her  daughter's  sidk  room^  soon 
banisked  that  fiiithful  fiiend.  The  motheif  came 
with  her  real  anxiety  and  affection^  (which 
spife  of  her  many  faults^  her  daughtier  waitnly 
reciprocated)  her  thiiily<*yeiled  jealousy  of,  and 
enmity  towards,  Eva — her  woridly  views  and 
counsels — her  fasdnating  pictures  of  the  woiid 
and  its  vanities-^her  enlivening  anecdotes  of 
the  Duke  of  Dartmoor^s  devotion — ^the  anxiety 
of  the  beau  monde  about  its  lovely  Queen — ^and 
the  evident  envy  of  all  daughters  of  ftsfaion  of 
the  interest  Angelina's  illness  had  awakened, 
even  in  so  callous  a  sphere,  and  the  ill-con- 
cealed hope  that  the  Beauty  might  appear  no 
more,  or  come  forth  shorn  of  half  her  beams. 

The  Beauty's  pale  cheek  was  slightly  flnshed 
as  she  heard  all  this,  and  moumfolly  she  raised 
W  transparent  hand  to  her  head,  to  ascertitm 
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the  fiiU  extent  of  the  loss  she  had  sustained,  in 
those  radiant  and  redundant  tresses  which  had 
been  shorn  by  the  order  of  the  fibret  physicians 
of  the  day.  She  found  that  enough  had  been 
left  on  her  brow  to  braid  under  a  cap,  but  the 
glory  of  this,  one  of  her  rarest  attributes,  was 
gone. 

"  How  could  you  let  them  diafigure  me  so. 
Mamma  r'  she  said,  plaintiyely,  while  tears 
filled  the  beautiful  eyes  which  looked  unusoallf 
large  now  that  her  cheeks  were  so  wan.  (In 
Eva's  time  she  had  never  once  bewailed  the 
loss  of  those  matchless  golden  tresses  I) 

''  Indeed,  dearest !  I  hardly  know ;  but  at 
the  thought  of  losing  you,  I  was  so  maddened, 
I  would  have  agreed  to  anything  that  offered 
the  fidntest  chance  of  benefit ;  still,  even  then 
I  had  presence  of  mind  sufficient  to  see  that 
enough  hair  was  left  for  you  to  look  lovely  as 
ever  in  a  cap;  and  I  think,  my  preaom 
darUng,  that  as  the  season  is  now  well  nigh 
ov^r,  and  your  health  requires  dumge  of  air. 
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we  will  not  dream  of  re-appearing  in  the 
£whionable  world  here,  but  repair  either  to 
Ltuonore  Park,  or  some  fiishionable  watering-- 
place directly  you  are  well  enough  to  bear  ths 
laligue  of  travelling.  His  Grace  can  easily 
find  us  out  and  follow  us,  if  he  is  so  disposed ; 
and  in  the  country  you  can  wear  some  pretty 
little  "  bonnet  a  la  jolie  femme^*  or  "  i  fa 
jardinih'ej^  until  your  beautiful  hair  grows 
long  enough  to  be  dressed  again.  Say,  darling, 
which  shall  it  be — ^Luxmore  Park,  or  the  sea- 
side r' 

'^  Not  Luzmore  Park  !**  faltered  Angelina, 
for  with  Luxmore  Park  came  the  thought  of 
George  Damly.  "And  Eva  must  go  with  us, 
Mamma  !'* 

*'  Oh,  certainly,  if  you  wish  it,"  replied  Mrs. 
Luxmore,  concealing  her  annoyance,  and  re* 
solving  so  to  manage  that  Eva,  with  her  spirit 
cotdd  not  go  with  them.  But  Mrs.  Luxmore 
had  no  need  to  manoeuvre  or  to  manage.  Wldle 
Eva  Morris  sate  for  an  hour  that  evening  by 
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the  noh,  of  the  now  fully  conraleBoeiit  Beaidy, 
and  listened  with  afiTectionate  regret,  to  thoughti 
and  feelings  so  different  from  those  she  liad 
heard  from  her  of  late,  a  senrant  from  M9* 
Trimmer's  came  in  great  haste,  to  request  Ifiii 
Morris's  instant  return,  as  a  great  domeitie 
misfortune  had  happened. 

Eta  was  sufficiently  interested  in  dicse  odd 
people,  and  indeed  in  all  her  fellow  creatuns, 
to  be  startled  imd  to  turn  pale;  she  rose  ia 
great  haste  and  alarm. 

''  Fear  not,  Eva,"  said  Angelina,  smiliDg, "  I 
dare  say  this  great  domestic  calamity  is  noAing 
but  the  stopping  of  the  school-roam  dock,  «r 
the  loss  of  the  rod." 

''Perhaps,"  sneered  Mrs.  Luxmore,  ''aoi^e 
fortune«huntkig,  half-pay  officer  has  eloped 
with  the  blear.-eyed  Miss  Trimmer,  for  the  sake 
of  her  thirty  thousand  pounds  V* 

"Oh,  no,  no,"  said  Eva,  "I  hope  iiot,ipr 
uncouth  and  stupid  as  she  is,  the  poM-  gid  has* 
I  think,  some  afleotions,  some  heart;  and  I 
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fthould  indeed  grieye  if  she  were  to  fall  a  prey 
to  any  heartless  man  of  fasbion ;  but  they  know 
none  such ;  and,  indeed,  while  I  was  attending 
on  Angelina  here,  the  only  person  Captain  and 
Mrs.  Trimmer  would  trust  them  with,  was  the 
Coachman — ^fat,  burly,  steady  as  Time,  and 
cross  as  steady ;  a  Methodist  too,  nay  more,  a 
Methodist  preacher,  as  harsh  with  the  poor 
creatures  as  their  own  parents.  This  lugubrious 
fellow  has  had  the  sole  charge  of  them  in  their 
walks,  with  strict  orders  to  keep  close  to  the 
'«ide  of  poor  Miss  Trimmer,  whose  eyes  I  have 
frequently  seen  red  with  tears  of  mortification, 
(of  course  at  such  an  arrangement.)" 

As  Eva  spoke,  she  was  hastily  putting  on 
hear  things;  ,and  promising  Angelina,  whose 
curiosity  was  aroused^  to  send  her  a  line  to  say 
what  the  accident  at  Mrs.  Trimmer's  was,  Eya 
Morris  hurried  away. 
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CHAPTER  X^. 


DISdPLlXE. 


E  tm  Mors  fMmd  the  Trimmers  in  a  dreadfid 
indhced!  Ciplim  Trimmer,  pmple  widi 
nge,  w  trmffiiig  into  a  portmanteau  some 
dotihes  knded  to  Yam  bjr  a  pale  and  tremfaliDg 
feolmaft;  Mrs.  Trimmer  Was  in  strong  hjstencs, 
and  her  sloidks^  aobs^  and  sliouts  of  wild  fiaotk 
langhteTy  were  replied  to  by  tlie  deep  sad 
dreadfbl  na^al  oaths  and  cmaeB  of  die  CapCtiB* 

ETa  vas  no  oowsrd^  and  she  soon  BommoDed 
prescBoe  of  Bund  to  inquire  what  had  happened. 
The  finkNis  C^itain,  who  belbie  she  ^ppesred, 
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hiad  been  swearing  by  every  fiend  in  hell,  that 
he  would  break  her  every  bone,  was  so  much, 
to  use  his  own  language,  ''taken  aback"  by 
the  calm  dignity  of  her  manner,  that  he  replied 
with  suppressed  but  bitter  emotion — "  That  it 
was  a  mere  nothing — ^an  event  common  enough 
among  the  cursed  daughters  of  the  more  cursed 
jades  of  fashion — ^but  one,  he  thought,  he  and 
Mrs.  Trimmer  ill  deserved.  It  was  nothing," 
he  added, ''  but  that  Miss  Trimmer  had  chosen 
for  herself— a  very  proper,  sidtable  match,  no 
doubt;"  but  as  the  elegant  and  lofty  object  of 
her  choice  had  not  thought  proper  to  ask  his 
consent,  he  swore  with  a  hideous  oath  that  he 
would  have  his  heart's  blood ;  and  then,  catch- 
ing up  a  horsewhip,  he  with  another  horrid 
oath  declared  that  he  would  not  leave  the  bride 
till  he  had  flayed  her  alive.  ''I  thought,"  he 
growled,  ''she  had  known  the  sting  of  this, 
from  her  infancy  upwards,  too  weU  to  provoke 
it.  thus.  What  say  you.  Madam  ?"  he  added  ; 
"  have  I,  or  have  I  not,  done  my  duty  by  her 
VOL.  ni.  M 
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Hare   I  with  any  of  them  spared  the  rod! 
Answer  I  I  insist.** 

"  Nay,  sir !  you  have  no  power  to  insist  with 
me,  nor  would  I  answer  so  violent  and  mde  an 
exhortation,  but  that  I  respect  the  feelings  of  s 
father  reaping  the  bitter  fruits  of  his  own  iD- 
judged  severity." 

"  Thank  you.  Madam — ^I  dare  say  then  you 
approve,  perhaps  have  promoted,  this  damnaUe 
match;  but,  mark  me.  Madam,  if  you  have, 
I^ '* 

**  Stop,  sir,  before  you  degrade  yourself  by 
anything  so  ungendemanly,  nay,  so  unmanly, 
»  as  abuse  of  a  defenceless  lady,  let  me  assure  you 
that  it  has  always  been  my  object  to  inculcate 
submission  and  obedience  in  your  children  to 
you,  and  that  at  this  moment  I  am  quite  ignorant 
of  what  has  happened.  I  do  think,  since  you 
ask  me  my  opinion  of  your  stewardship  of  that 
most  precious  of  treasures,  your  children's  hap* 
piness,  it  has  been  ruined  by  a  causeless  severity 
and  an  injurious  harshness.    To  escape  fion  s 
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home  embittered  by  so  much  rigour  would  be 
natural  to  any  girl;  and  a  father  so  lavish  of 
his  horsewhip,  and  a  mother  of  her  rod,  must 
not  wonder  if  their  daughters  take  the  earliest 
opportunity  of  seeking  any  shelter  offered  them 
from  such  cruel  and  degrading  treatment." 

Mrs.  Trimmer  had  appeared  to  be  quite  in* 
sensible  in  her  hysterics  to  all  that  was  passing; 
but  at  this  im|^ed  censure  of  herself,  she  ceased 
to  shriek  and  8ob>  and  assumed  a  belligerent 
attitude,  glancing  defiance  at  the  pale,  but  reso- 
lute Eva. 

"  I  know,"  added  Eva,  observing  a  change 
steal  over  the  weather-beaten  features  of  Captaia 
Trimmer,  and  fancying  that  she  saw  a  tear 
twinkle  in  his  fiery  eye — ^*  I  know  that  aU.  you 
have  done  has  been  well  meant — ^I  know  that 
you  have  often  sacrificed  your  own  feelings, 
your  time,  your  pleasures,  and  your  comfort  to 
the  system  you  thought  the  best;  but  the  disci- 
pline of  the  quarter-deck  will  not  do  in  the 
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dniriiig-room ;  anid  the  chastuement  wbidi  ii 
of  SQch'doabtfol  avail  with  your  sailors,  is  de- 
•tracdon  to  your  daughter's  affection  and  cbf 
racter.  Stilly  I  feel  most  deeply  smd  smoeiely 
fer  yon,  and  beg  yon  to  tell  me  in  what  way  I 
can  aid  or  comfort  yon  or  Mrs.  Trimmer  in  this 
great  dtstress.** 

*'  If  it  had  only  been  a  gentleman,"  sobbed 
Mrs.  Trimmer,  while  the  rude  and  yiolent  Ci^ 
tain,  fidrly  convinced  and  subdued,  turned  away 
and  wept  like.a  child. 

"  And  is  it  not  T  Altered  Eva,  approaching 
Mrs.  Trimmer,  and  taking  her  hand. 
•   "Do  you   not    know,   then,    who  it  i«r 
screamed  Mrs.  Trimmer. 

".  I  have  not  the  remotest  idea.** 

**  It  is" — she  began. 

'^  It  is,"  roared  the  Captain,  again  roused  to 
ungovernable  fury — *^  the  most  accursed  knaTe, 
die  most  damnable  hypocrite,  the  most  beggarly, 
sneaking,  canting,  coaxing,  ruffianly  <dd  sooqb- 
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drel>  that  ever  howled  for  mercy  and  found"-* 
as  he  added,  with  an  oath  too  horrible  to  record . 
— ^^'this  son-in-law  of  mine  shall  too." 

So  saying,  he  began  again  to  tread  into  his 
portmanteau  the  shirts  and  stockings  which  the 
firightened  footman  had  placed  on  a  chair  beside 
him. 

"Then  who  is  it?"  whispered  Eva  to  Mrs. 
Trimmer. 

''That  &Ise,  lying,  canting,  methodistical 
coachman,  in  whom  we  put  such  trust — that 
low,  ugly,  depraved  old  villain.  Job  Howler !" 

Mrs.  Trimmer,  as  she  spoke,  went  off  into  a 
succession  of  strong  real  hysterics,  and  was'  con- 
veyed to  bed.  Eva  superintended  her  removal; 
and  after  consigning  her  to  the  care  of  a  medical 
man  and  her  own  maid,  she  returned  to  the 
drawing-room  to  seek  Captain  Trimmer,  and 
ascertain  his  wishes. 

His  portmanteau  was  packed,  his  cab  at  the 
door,  he  was  £utening  his  great  coat,  and  stood 
ready  to  depart,  with  Us  hut  on ;  he  looked  so 
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stem,  many  women  would  hare  dreaded  to  i^ 
proach  bim ;  but  Eva  had  in  her  gentle  bosom 
a  brave  heart.   She  went  up  to  him  and  said :— 

'^  Though  truth  has  compiled  me  to  eondemn 
your  system.  Captain  Trimmer,  there  is  nothing 
consistent  with  my  views  and  opinions  which  I 
will  not  do  to  serve  you.  Tell  me  only  how  I 
can  aid  or  comfort  you,  and  you  will  find,  that 
though  I  am  no  flatterer,  I  am  a  true  friend. 
A  kind  word,  a -gentle  look,  a  9uld  rebuke,  will 
do  more  to  recall  your  daughter  than  this"— 
and«she  touched  his  whip.  ''I  doubt  its  use 
even  with  the  wretched  miscreant,  who  has 
doubtless  won  her  by  affecting  that  tenderness 
she  never  found  in  you,  and  whidi — so  open 
is  woman's  heart  to  the  voice  of  tenderness  and 
the  semblance  6f  indulgence — ^beguiled  her 
even  in  such  a  man.*' 

''  Miss  Morris !''  faltered  the  rough  Captain, 
respectfully  removing  his  hat  as  he  approached 
her,  "  I  believe  you  are  right ;  and  yet  I  loved 
the  girl,  by  G^ —  I  loved  my  girl    When  I 
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may  return,  or  what  I  may  do,  I  know  not ; 
but  if  indeed  you  feel  for  me,  a  proud,  fond, 
though  perhaps  mistaken  father,  so  -deceived, 
insulted,  and  degraded,  you  will  do  your  utmost 
as  preceptress  of  my  other  children,  to  coun- 
teract the  evil  effects  of  my  discipline  and  their 
mother's.  Make  them,  as  much  as  you  can, 
like  yourself.  Firm  without  boldness,  and 
gentle  without  apathy — comfort  their  poor 
mother,  and  bid  ]^ei  farewell  for  me.  Heaven 
only  knows  when  I  shall  return.  I  shall  spare 
my  daughter  for  your  sake ;  but  that  accursed 

scoundrel ^      He  grasped  his  whip,  and 

drew  his  hat  over  his  eyes — then  looked  round 
^;ain  at  Eva — ^removed  his  hat — approached 
her,  and  gently  pressing  her  beautiful  classical 
head,  between  his  two  large  hands,  he  soMy 
kissed  her  forehead,  and  saying,  ''  God  bless 
you — I  leave  all  I  love  in  your  keeping" — the 
strange  being  strode  down  stairs,  and  left  Eva 
to  wipe  away  a  tear. 
On  inquiry,  she  found  that  the  wretched  Job 
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Howler  had  availed  himself  of  the  tnut  reposed 
in  him,  and  the  long  country  walks  enforced,  to 
alarm  the  conscience,  and  to  win  the  hitherto 
crushed  affections,  of  Miss  Trimmer.  Gifted 
with  a  sort  of  canting  and  terrific  eloquence,  he 
had  alarmed  her  by  his  Calvinistic  doctrines 
into  an  idea  she  was  predestined  to  be  his;  and 
then  he  had  won  her  by  a  fondness  whidi  no 
one  else  had  ever  professed  for  her. 

Being  very  cimning  in  this  world's  affiurt, 
^e  had  got  himself  privately  married  to  her 
some  weeks  before  their  elopement;  he  had 
realised,  too,  a  considerable  part  of  her  fortune, 
and  had  set  sail  with  her  for  America,  before 
the  unhappy  parents  had  the  slightest  su^icion 
of  a  man,  in  whom  they  had  for  years  repoaed 
the  most  implicit  confidence. 

Mrs.  Trimmer  was  quite  unable  for  a  long 
time  to  resume  her  place  in  the  establishment, 
and  never  again  did  she  arm  herself  with  all 
her  terrors. 

During  Captain  Trimmer's  vain  and  pro- 
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tracted  piinuit  of  the  fugitiyes,  Eva  MorriB  felt 
herself  bound  by  feeling  and  honour  to  remaui 
with  hiB  children^  who  under  her  gentle  goyem- 
ment  were  happy  as  birds. 

Angelina  mourned^  and  Mrs.  Luzmore  openly 
lamented^  but  privately  rejoiced^  in  this  arrange- 
ment; and  quietly  our  Beauty  and  her  Manuna 
set  out  for  Brighton.  . 


H  5 


«so 


CHAPTEEXVU. 


MX.  LUXMOBB  IN   ITALY. 


While  Angelina  and  her  mother  effected  a 
hasty  and  private  retreat  to  Brighton,  widiont 
allowing  envy  an  opportunity  of  commentiiig 
on  the  change  suffering  had  made  in  tlie 
Beauty's  fiiultless  &ce.  and  perfect  form,  Mr. 
Luzmore  languished  in  Italy,  solitary,  ill,  and 
unhappy ;  but  yet  assured  by  his  medical  men, 
•  that  in  no  colder  climate  could  he  eziBt'a£aIL 
For  his  daughter's  sake^  he  wished  that  eren 
such  an  existence  should  J>e  prolonged,  parti- 
cularly as  in  all  her  letters  she  implored  leave 
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to  join  him^  and  assured  him  that  her  health 
and  strength  were  such  as  no  diinate  was  likely 
to  impair. 

During  her  iUness^  she  of  course  had  not 
written ;  and  as  Mrs.  Luzmore  was  extremely 
anxious  to  prevent  her  daughterjs  &yourite 
scheme  of  joining  Mr.  Luxmore  in  Italy,  Mr8. 
Luxmore  took  care,  while  adroitly  concealing 
the  real  danger  that  existed,  to  make  Mr,  Lux- 
more think  that  Angelina's  indisposition  was  of 
a  nature  which  would  render  the  air  of  tlfe 
South  particularly  enervating  and  injurious. 
Mrs.  Luxmore  knew  that,  to  the  fond  and 
anxious  father,  this  would  be  enough.  Much 
as  he  pined  in  a  foreign  land,  among  unsym- 
pathising,  interes^d,  and  uncongenial  foreign- 
ers, for  the  company  of  his  only,  his  loved,  his 
loving,  and  his  lovely  child,  he  would  rather 
have  died  untended  in  his  lonely  exile,  than  » 
have  run  the  slightest  risk  of  injuring  her. 
Luckily  the  rapid  .decline  of  his  bodily  ener- 
gies did  not  at  all  affect  his  mental  powers. 
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ECs  remarkable  intellect  ^md  hia  literary  tastes 
were  as  bright  and  fresh  as  ever^  and  the  beau- 
tiful language  and  poetry  of  the  land  in  vhidi 
he  now  dwelt,  were  a  source  of  quiet  eqqy- 
ment,  almost  new  to  one  who  had  hitherto  con- 
fined hmm^  principally  to  Knglish  litentme 
and  the  dasiacs.  He  formed  a  few  firiends,  or 
rather  intimate  acquaintances,  among  those  laost 
likely  to  be  of  disinterested  hearts,  simple  tastes, 
and  quiet  lives — namely,  the  learned;  but  he 
often  found  his  purse  was  their  sole  olgect,  and 
that  while  he  sought  Mends  in  them,  they  were 
only  looking  for  a  patron  in  him.  The  ^ 
appointment  was  his  alone.  His  aid,  whidi  lie 
never  had  the  heart  to  refuse,  even  to  the  pio- 
fessed  canting  beggars  and  recognised  maligft- 
erers  in'  England,  he  never  withheld  from  any 
.  step-child  of  the  Muses  in  any  country;  bathe 
found  little  originality,  and  not  much  deep  or 
real  learning,  among  the  boasting  profiesson  of 
the  various  universities  of  Jtaly. 
•    H^  ^ound    na  kindred    (^urit   among  the 
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descendants  of  ancient  Bome^  and  none  among 
the  extravagant  refugees  from  his  own  country. 
In  bis  huge,  half-furnished/  dreary  palazzoj 
poor  Luxmore  pined  alone,  longing  in  summer 
.—scorching,  dreadful  summer— rwith  an  ear- 
nestness unspeakable,  for  his  own  shady,  arbour 
at  Luxmore  Park — and  in  the  miserable  rainy 
winter,  for  his  dear  fireside,  with  all  its  English 
.  comforts.    True,  he  had  an  English  valet,  and 
a  retinue  of  noisy,  dirty,  untidy,  canting,  boast- 
.  ing  Italian  servants ;  but  the  English  valet  was 
entirely  taken  up  with  his  own  discomforts, 
.  wearying  his  invalid  master  with  his  lamenta- 
tions  and   regrets,    shamming    illnesses,    and 
.  claiming  all  sorts  of  indulgences;  among  others, 
as  he  was  become  a  sort  of  hundredth-rate 
.  ianatico  musiao,  he  was  always  requiring  per- 
:  misdon  to  attend  either  the  opera  itself  or  the 
.  rehearsals,  and  any  refusal  on  the  part  of  lus  » 
..unfortunate  master  was  a  signal  for  aU  those 
..  irritating  implied  reproaches  and  regrets,  known 
.,tQ  all  those  who  have  ventured,  on  the  ezperi- 
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ment  of  taking  English  senrants  abroad ;  and 
wlddi,  in  the  present  case,  was  distrpiiifiiig 
indeed,  as  the  poor  invalid  was  dependent  far 
every  little  comfort  he  yet  possessed,  on  this 
discontented,  encroaching,  and  impertineiit 
fellow. 

How  through  the  long  and  dreary  days  of 
loneliness  and  languor  did  poor  Luxmore  loi^ 
(not  for  lus  cold,  vain,  heartless  wife — ^Chat 
delusion  was  for  ever  at  an  end,)  but  for  hii 
fond,  bright,  delightful  Angelina,  and  poor  £va 
Morris — the  patient,  intellectual,  devoted  ooia- 
forter  of  so  many  years.  Sometimes  in  Us 
misery  and  despair  he  had  roused  himself  to 
send  for  them ;  but  he  was  always  deterred  by  the 
dread  of  entailing  on  his  darling  girl  any  of  ^ 
sufferings  which  made  life  such  a  burthen  to 
himself-*or  of  drawing  down  on  the  spotleH 
Eva,  any  of  the  malice  of  those,  who  reveal  their 
own  corrupt  hearts  by  their  evil  interpretatioB 
of  all  the  affections  of  others.  Under  these 
ciroumstanoes,  as  his^sense  of  lonelinesi  sad 
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bonishinent  grew  daily  and  hourly  more  un- 
bearable^ and  as  Mr.  Frizz^  hia  yalet^  grew 
dafljr  and  hourly  more  encroaehing,  imperti- 
nent,  and  music-mad,  Mr.  Luzmore  had  re- 
solved to  brave  all,  and  repair  to  England,  as 
he  had  some  important  affairs,  connected  with 
Ae  arrangement  of  his  property,  yet  to  settle ; 
sad  as  his  lawyer,  who  had  promised  to  visit 
him  in  Italy  for  that  purpose,  had  constantly 
pot  off  what  Mr.  Luzmore  felt  his  state  of  health 
rendered  of  immediate  importance. 

He  had  just  astounded  Mr.  Frizz,  (on  one 
occasion  when  he  was  lamenting  his  exUe)  by 
announcing  his  probable  return  to  England, 
when  he  was  attacked  by  a  sudden  fit,  probably 
brought  on  by  the  miserable  excitement  of  his 
feelings.  This  fit  was  a  prelude  to  many 
others,  and  to  a  long  and  serious  illness.  Mr. 
Frizz,  who,  in  spite  of  all  his  lamentations, 
delighted  in  Italy  and  its  dolce  far  nierUe,  and 
who  had  besides  formed  an  attachment  for  one 
of  the  chorus  singers  at  the  opera,  took  care  to 
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pre,  in  liis  letters  to  Mrs.  Luxmore,  a  yeiy 
fayonrable  view  of  liis  master's  state. 

And  while  Angelina,  now  almost  weD«  wsf 
anxiously  tended  at  Brighton  by  her  fond, 
ambitious  mother  and  doadng  grandmother— 
and  while  the  beau  mande  waa  foil  of  her  re- 
coTery — ^poor  Lnzmore,  wretchedly  ill,  laih 
guished  alone  in  his  miserable  exile,  and  would 
often  have  prayed  for  death,  but  fer  the  ptng 
he  felt  his  loss  would  be  to  his  daughter  and 
his  friend. 
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CHAPTEE  XVm. 

THB   DtJKE  OF   DARTMOOB. 

The  Duke  of  Dartmoor  was  not  long  in  dis- 
coyering  tlie  Beauty's  retreat^  nor  slow  in  ayail- 
ing  himself  of  his  knowledge^  and  following 
her  to  Brighton.  He  was  in  love — ^perhaps  his 
was  not  a  love  quite  as  exclusive^  as  deep>  and 
as  involuntary  as  Poor  George  Damly's.  He 
loved  as  those  love  who  have  fo'tind  but  one 
beautiful  and  gifted  being  to  cherish  and  to 
appreciate  them ;  the  Duke  loved  like  what  he 
was — the  favourite  of  Nature  and  Fortune — the 
idol  of  women — ^the  envied  of  men;  but  still. 
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though  beloved  by  so  many ,  he  loved  bill  ow ; 
he  had  fancied  others^  flirted  with  others;  bol 
it  was  reserved  for  our  Angelraa^  to  make  him 
know  that  love  which  has  as  much  of  pain  aa  of 
pleasure  in  its  mysterious  compound. 

Yes  Frederick  Duke  of  Dartmoor  loved 
quite  well  enough  to  think  our  Beauty  more 
bewitching,  with  her  white  rose  cheek,  her  hm-. 
guid  glance,  her  drooping  form,  her  litde  lace 
cap  and  tasteful  wrapper,  as  she  had  ever  been, 
in  all  the  radiance  of  health  aifd  diamonds, 
roses  and  white  satin. 

Weakened  by  illness — deprived  of  the  whole- 
aome  counsels  and  support  of  Eva  Morris— 
persuaded  by  the  auld  Leddy,  coaxed  and  Mat- 
tered and  bewildered  by  her  own  mother,  and 
really  touched  by  the  love-prompted  attentifns, 
countless  and  impassioned,  of  one  whose  slight- 
est notice  gave  its  object  a  species  of  rank—one 
whose  evident  homage  was  a  sort  of  pedestal  to 
exalt  our  Beauty  in  the  eyes  of  the  imitilin 
world,  into  a  Goddess  to  be  worshipped.    An- 
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gdma  began  to  jiersustde  herself  that  it  were 
better  to  live  for  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor  than 
to  die  of  a  broken  heart  for  George  Damly. 
She  began  to  recall  the  slight^  the  insult^  the 
outrage  which  had  been  offered  by  an  outcast^ 
to  one  whom  a  Duke  delighted  to  honour. 

She  tried  .to  persuade  herself  that  her  love 
4>r  George  had  been  a  girlish  fancy^  but  that 
the  Duke  of  Dartmoor  was  the  object  of  her 
deliberate  choice^  her  more  experienced  taste, 
snd  wiser  affection.  Alas  !  what  has  wisdom, 
*  what  has  deliberation,  what  has  experience  to 
do  in  these  matters?  when  the  meeting  by 
diance^  in  an  old  letter,  with  the  pale  relics  of 
a  few  wild  flowers  George  had  given  her  years 
before,  raised  in  her  heart  a  tumult,  and  sent 
to  her  cheek  [a  glow  which  even  her  bridal 
bouquet  from  his  Grace's  hand  could  nerer 
cause. 

1&8  Luxmore,  with  whom,  as  with  a  certain 
great  man,  expediency  was  a  god,  at  whose 
Bhtine  all  things  were  to  be  sacrificed — know- 
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ing  the  poor  girl  weU,  and  perceiTing  dial,  in 
Bpite  of  occasional  fits  of  gaietjj  yanity,  and 
triumph^  she  was  ill  at  ease  in  her  mind  and 
dejected  at  hearty  boldly  pontriyed  to  oaoaTej 
to  Angelina — ^through  FichUj  who  was  r&j 
anxioys  to  see  her  young  Lady  a  DachesSj  and 
herself  a  Duchess's  femme  de  chambre—vn 
absurd  and  romantic  fabrication  of  a  loye  affidr. 
of  poor  George's.  Fichu  managed  this  with  so 
much  tact^  an  assumed  naweie,  that  no  doubt 
of  his  faithlessness  to  her^  his  first  loye^  was  left 
to  poor  Angelina's  tortured  heart ;  and  the  re- 
sult was  as  satisfactory  as  Mrs  Luxmorehad 
hoped,  an4  the  auld  Leddy  had  predicted  it 
would  be.  Angelina's  manner  towards  the 
Duke  of  Dartmoor  assumed  a  sofbiess  and  an 
interest  it  had  neyer  exhibited  before;  and 
while  George  Damly,  under  a  tropical  son, 
and  in  the  midst  of  a  protracted  campaigUj  wii 
performing  those  prodigies  of  yalour,  and  of 
reckless  darings  which  are  often  characteriitic 
of  despair  and  a  desire  to  die — and  while  in 
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spite  of  his  imaginaiy  wrongs  and  outrages,  he 
every  night  prayed  for  Angelina's  peace,  and 
saiv'  her  angel  beaatj  in  his  dreams — Frederick 
Duke  of  Dartmoor  formally  proposed  to  Miss 
Lnxmore — and  Angelina,  with  a  pale  cheek, 
and  a  heart  in  which  hope  seemed  at  that 
moment  to  expire,  placed  a  cold  hand  in  that 
•his     Grace    so    warmly    extended — and    Mrs 

Luxmore  found  them  on  her  return,  affianced 

lovers. 


ftest 
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The  news  of  this  brilliant  proposal  spretd  hi 
and  wide,  and  even  envious  Beauty  rejoiced 
that  such  ft  rival  as  Angelina  Luxmore  woaU 
at  any  rate'  leave  the  field,  although  in  a 
Ducal  equipage.  His  Grace  wished  the  mar- 
riage to  take  place  that  very  autumn — abesdj 
it  was  September;  but  Angelina,  still  weak 
from  recent  illness,  and  still  at  heart  devoted  to 
one  she  dared  not  even  to  think  upon,  inatui 
that  it  should  not  take  place  till  the  spring;  and 
as  she  positively  assured  her  mother  that  if  tbe 
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opposed  her  in  that  determination^  she  would 
break  off  the  match  at  once — Mrs.  Luxmore 
adroitly  veered  round  to  her  daughter's  side, 
and  his  Grace  was  obliged  to  submit  as  best  he 
might — solacing  himself  a  little  with  the  de- 
lightful intimacy  of  an  affianced  lover,  and 
making  Mrs.  Luxmore  promise  to  spetid  the 
autumn  at  one  of  his  seats,  where  a  widowed 
sister,  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Oldbury,  did 
the  honours ;  and  inviting  himself  to  spend  the 
Christmas  vacation  at  Luxmore  Park. 

The  brilliant  conquest  Miss  Luxmore  had 
made,  and  her  consequent  betrothal  to  the 
Duke  of  Dartmoor,  were  sources  of  much 
greater  delight  to  that  important  personage  than 
to  the  poor  girl,  who,  though  born  and  ,bred  a 
beauty,  and  therefore  unable  to  wage  a  long 
and  successful  war  against  the  vanities  of  life, 
had  still  so  fond  and  true  a  heart,  that  she 
would  have  preferred  a  cottage  with  George 
Damly,  had  his  love  even  appeared  to  her  to 
approach  the  devotion  and  intensity  of  her  own. 
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Indeed  she  would  have  remained  fidthfol  to 
Greorge^  and  at  once  haye  rejected  the  Duke  of 
Dartmoor^  had  not  what  she  considered^  (through 
the  treachery  of  others)  outrage,  insult,  and 
scorn  been  the  reward  of  her  unworldly  deto- 
tion.  In  this,  as  in  one  to  which  we  aUuded 
formerly,  the  comparative  calmness  of  the  bride 
elect,  did  not  diminish  the  happiness  of  the 
lorer.  All  passion  is  a  sort  of  ferer,  diffhrng 
from  other  fevers,  in  that  many  of  its  symptons 
and  sensations  are  exquisitely  pleasoraUe. 
like  other  fevers,  love  has  its  crisis — it  gradu- 
ally increases  till  it  reaches  that  crisis,  and  from 
that  culminating  point  it  as  gradually  dechnes; 
it  may  give  way  to  a  fond  friendship,  a  tender 
affection,  even  to  a  deep  devotion  and  a  firm 
regard,  more  useful  and  more  lasting  fiur  than 
love,  mere  love,  can  ever  be ;  but  they  are  not 
love;  and  though  perhaps  they  may  be  pro- 
ductive of  more  happiness  and  more  real  com- 
fort to  their  object  than  wild,  exacting,  restless 
passion'  ever  was,  still  to  him  who  feeb  that 
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passion^  it  is  full  of  wild^  delicious^  and  enthrall- 
ing delirium^  wliich  no  other  affections  bring. 
Moreover^  this  fever  is  protracted  and  its  crisis 
averted  by  a  certain  line  of  treatment^  whether 
voluntary  or  not  on  the  part  of  its  object  It 
has  been  quaintly  said  by  an  old  writer,  that 
love  begins  with  the  first  sigh  and  ends  with 
the  first  kiss ;  and  though,  perhaps,  that  remark 
borders  on  the  extreme,  still  it  is  certain  that 
the  moment  the  object  begins  fully  to  recipro- 
cate the  lover's  passion,  that  passion  begins  to 
wane. 

And  this  was  the  secret  of  the  long  devotion 
of  the  age  of  chivalry.  Whatever  woman  felt, 
it  was  the  fashion  of  the  times. for  her  to  seem 
indifferent  and  inaccessible;  and  the  lover's 
passion  lasted  as  long  as  the  lady's  reserve.  Oh, 
what  lesson  to  the  fond  and  the  forward!  They 
complain  of  man's  inconstancy  and  love  of 
change;  were  they  but  true  to  themselves,  man 
would  not  so  often  be  found  false  and  fickle; 
but  it  is  his.  nature  to  sigh  for  the  unattainable, 

VOL.   HI.'  K 
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to  pine  for  tlie  withheld;  and  woman  auit 
chooee  between  his  lore  and  her  own^  If  die 
will  feed  the  lamp  of  loye  in  her  own  boiOBi^ 
she  extinguishes  that  in  his;  to  be  loyed,  die 
must  not  appear  at  least  too  loTing.  And 
though  Angelina  knew  no  theory  on  this  sub- 
ject«  yet  being  by  nature  coy,  and  all  the  real 
passion  of  her  young  heart  being  engrossed  and 
disappointed,  she  adopted,  9an$  s'ew  domter,  a 
line  of  conduct  and  a  manner  of  all  others  calcu- 
lated to  keep  aliye  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor's 
passion. 

She  would  not  assume  a  tenderness  and  an 
ardour  she  did  not  feel.  If  she  had  been  i^y- 
fully  coy  and  apparently  reserved  with  Geoige, 
^en  loYe  throbbed  in  every  pulse,  it  was  not 
probable  she  would  be  very  fond  or  forwaid 
when  only  gratitude,  regard,  and  ostein  guided 
her  feelings. 

Gentle  and  affectionate  by  instinct,  and  plaj* 
fully  graceful  by  nature,  Angelina  was  the  very 
woman  to  be  loved  long  and  deeply.     United 


•$• 


^er  diannfi,  and  as  it  were  gilding 

.,  «he  possessed  that  rare  and  difiusiye 

,  whicli,  the  o&pring  of  intellectual  quick* 

aess  and  moral  delicacy^  grafted  on  a  heart  of 

real  benerolence.    Shb  nevsii  opfskded  evbk 

IN   SPOKT I    Not   from  experience^  not  from 

acquired  knowledge  of  the  worlds  not  from 

reflection;    but    from    that    quick  perception 

which  enabled  her  to  judge  what  would  please 

and  what  would  wound;  and  that  universal 

kindness  which  made  her  as  anxious  to  effect  the 

fanner  as  she  was  to  avoid  the  latter.    Added 

to  this,  her  manners  were  a  rare  and  happy 

mixture  of  ease  and  dignity,  kindness  and  a 

gentle  maidenly  reserve.    And  to  that  tact  and 

those  manners,  far  more  than  to  her  surpassing 

beauty,  or    her   many    accomplishments,    did 

Angelina  owe  the  ever-increasing  devotion,  the 

now  entire  subjugation  of  the  most  fastidious 

man  of  his  day,  Frederick  Duke  of  Dartmoor. 

He  had  been  (almost  from  his  boyhood)  so 

Sited,  petted,  courted,  idolized,  and  followed, 

n2 
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by  Mothers  and  Daughters — ^Beauty  and  Talent 
had  been  so  forced  upon  his  notice — ^that  he 
had  often  not  been  able  to  escape  paying  a 
passing  tribute  to  its  charms.  Nor  would  he 
at  eight-and-twenty  have  been  still  free  to 
choose,  had  any  one  of  the  beauties  who  had 
won  his  passing  fancy  known  how  to  keep  the 
treasure  she  had  caught.  But  that  is  a  more 
difficult  task.  Some  want  of  dignity  or  of 
delicacy  in  perception  or  in  reserve — some  too 
apparent  an  anxiety  to  be  a  Duchess — had  dis- 
gusted him  with  many  a  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished girl. 

Owing  to  this,  his  reputation  for  fickleness 
and  even  inconstancy  was  established,  and  many 
an  envious  and  disappointed  beauty  eagerly 
watched  his  engagement  with  Miss  Luxmore, 
prophesying  and  hoping  it  would  end  hke  all 
his  former  flirtations.  However,  there  seemed 
no  chance  of  this.  No  Arcadian  shepherd  ever 
sate  more  patiently  at  his  fair  one's  feet,  or 
looked  up  into  her  eyes  with  more  yearning 
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•r         .  respectful  love^  than  did  Frederick  Duke 

Dartmoor  as  he  sate  with  Angelina  on  the 

r  -shore^  so  placed  that  he  might  look  up  into 

•  bewitching  face,  and  growing  da^  by  day 

fte  enamoured  of  its  soft  and  brilliant  beauty. 

es,  there  he  lay,  watching  her  every  look, 

arking  with  ecstasy  the  freshening  rose-tints 

f  her  cheek,  singing  (for  though  his  voice  was 

f  little  compass,  his  ear  was  perfect,  and  his 

"  »8te  most  cultivated) — singing,  reading,  even 

reciting  at  her  bidding,  as  if  he  were  some  poor 

''  and  anxious   aspirant,   and   not  the  Duke  of 

'  "   Dartmoor  and  her  affianced  lover. 

i  How  from  Terrace  and  Crescent  did  Envy, 
armed  with  a  telescope,  watch  all  this.  His 
thousand  thoughtful  and  minute  attentions,  his 
delicate  forethought,  his  entire  devotion ! 

His  powdered  and  silk-stockinged  footmen 
were  allowed  to  bear  to  a  certain  distance  his 
cloak,  his  books,  his  drawing  materials,  and 
baskets  of  fruit  and  flowers,  and  of  anything  he 
believed  Angelina  might  fancy ;  but  the  privi- 
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lege  of  approaching  her,  of  waitang  oa  hex,  he 
resenred  entirdy  to  himself;  and  seeing  it  was 
hb  dearest  delight,  his  labour  of  lore,  ^rtgnAimm 
allowed  him  to  place  her  on  a  perfect  little 
pony,  and  walk  by  her  side  to  some  spot  wh»a 
he  hoped  the  eye  of  the  stranger  would  haut 
him  no  more,  and  where  and  when  he  hoped 
the  wild  sea  alone  wotdd  witness  a  Iotb  bonnd- 
less  and  tempestuous  as  iteel£ 

Oh,  how  often^  when  ahnost  in  tears  at  some 
dereted  and  touching  proof  of  her  lorer^s 
tenderness,  did  Angelina  wish  that  aU  the  love 
she  read  in  his  passionate  black  eyes,  and  pale 
cheek,  could  awaken  in  her  heart  one  emotian 
soeh  as  Creorge's  lightest  glance  had  JHw^Uil 
Oh«  how  did  she  try  to  reason  heradf  into 
loving  one  so  loreable  and  so  loving;  and  iriiat 
a  &]lure  Beaaon  made  ci  such  an  effort^  as  that 
oold,  bungling  spinster  always  does. 

The  auld  Leddy  McGrigor  had  evinced  an 
increase  of  hauteur  and  self-importance  sinos 
the  realisatum  of  ^  second  grand  olgect  of 
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har  life.  The  ft»t  liad  been  to  Beoore  a  Thkke 
fer  henelf— ^we  renaember  her  bilter  disappoi&V 
meat ;  then  the  second  was  the  seeing  Angelina 
wedded  to  a  Dulce««and  this  seemed  indeed  so 
probable,  as  to  be  almost  a  certainty.  Mrs 
Lnzmore,  who  saw  that  the  Ihike  of  Dartmoor 
grew  more  and  more  devoted  to  Angelina,  tbe 
more  he  had  an  opportonity  at  gasang  at  her 
beauty,  and  li&tening  to  her  naive,  feminine, 
and  pleasing  oonTersaticm,  and  being  besides 
litde  disposed  to  play  any  part  btit  that  of 
Prima  Donna,  left  the  lovers  very  mucAi  to 
themselvesp  and  amused  her  own  leisure  wiA 
a  few  probationary  flirtations,  previous  to  fiL&ng 
ttp  the  vacancy  in  her  feolish  head,  her  Vain 
codstence,  and  her  elegant  establishment,  leh  by 
the  secession  of  that  accomplished  ami  de  ia 
mmsan,  Colonel  Fitzgeorge. 

Things  were  going  on  thus.  The  Duke  was 
grcnnng  daily  more  enamoured  of  Angelina — 
and  a  sort  of  attachment,  half  gratitude  and 
half  esteesn  {md  admiration,  began  to  lend  some 
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interest  to  him  and  to  her  future  life,  in  die 
eyes  of  Angelina.  Her  father^  to  whom  the 
Duke  had  of  course  written  at  the  outset  of  the 
affidr,  had  given  his  cordial  approval  and  de- 
lighted consent,  and  had  signified  his  intentkm 
of  repairing  to  England  shortly  to  complete  a 
settlement  of  his  affairs,  on  which  Angelina's 
prospects  greatly  depended. 
'  Autumn  began  to  give  way  to  winter- 
Brighton  to  fill  with  a  brilliant  aristocracy; 
balls  and  concerts  rivalled  each  other,  and  the 
Duke  of  Dartmoor  iand  his  bride-elect  were 
the  idols  of  the  season.  Universal  homage 
and  constant  flattery  began  again  to  harden  a 
little  our  Beauty's  heart,  and  to  make  tho 
perusal  of  Eva  Morris's  weekly  sheet  of  counsel 
and  exhortation,  as  distasteful  aa  were  her  own 
hebdomadal  confessions  of  vanity  and  folly,  and 
which  in  an  hour  of  better  and  holier  feeling 
she  had  voluntarily  bound  herself  to  perse- 
vere in. 
Diteipation,  with  her  odious  offipzing  FoDy> 
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Vanity,  and  Selfishness,  began  again  to  fill  up 
our  Beauty's  life.  Mrs.  Luxmore  had  formed 
a  dangerous  intimacy  with  some  favourite  Beaun 
ties  of  a  profligate  court — ^women  remarkable 
for  charms  of  person  and  manner,  but  totally 
wanting  in  principle  and  feeling.  Their  fasci- 
nations were  soon  exerted  to  secure  among  their 
intriguing  forces,  a  being  of  such  exquisite 
beauty  and  talent  as  our  Angelina* 

It  was  not  long  before  her  vain  heart  im- 
bibed something  of  the  ambitions  of  those  about 
her.  She  saw  them  plot  and  plan  and  intrigue, 
to  shine  in  the  blaze's  half-extinguished  eyes 
of  the  monarch  of  England  and  of  Fashion,  and 
Ae  began  to  experience  a  wish  to  show  how 
easily  she  could  achieve,  without  effort,  the 
triumph  they  so  toiled  to  secure. 

An  invitation  to  the  Pavilion  soon  gave  our 
Beauty  the  opportunity  she  desired;  and  as 
even  the  Dake  of  Dartmoor  wished  to  show  his 
conquest  to  so  great  a  connoisseur  in  beauty  as 
the  fourth  George,  he  entered  warmly  into  all 
N  5 
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tke  arrangements  for  the  approaching  flte  at  tfatf 
paboe,  and  wiui  aa  anxious  as  Mrs.  Lnx&ore, 
the  anld  Leddy^  or  Angelina  herseli^  that  &e 
Beaatjr  should  reo^ye  tlie  only  confirmation 
yet  wantmg  to  her  daim  as  Q^een  of  Beantf 
-— 4he  recognition  of  her  soTtereign^  by  die 
greatest  connoisseiir  of  the  day,  and  the  king  d 
diat  Isle,  Tviiieh  may  indeed  be  designated  it 
the  Isle  of  Beauty. 
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The  atmosphere  of  a  Court  has  generally 
been  pronounced  fatal  to  singleness  of  heart 
and  simplicity  of  mind ;  and  thongh  we  have 
conyincing  proofs  that  its  rulers  may  preserve 
their  indiyidoality,  and  that  the  habit  of  com-^ 
manding  homage  and  of  granting  faronrs^  ' 
rather  adds  to  the  dignity  of  the  soul  and  the 
grandeur  of  the  hearty  there  is  no  doubt  1:hat 
constant  sense  of  inferiority — ^the  struggle  for 
&vour— the  perpetual  cabal — ^the  mean  ambi- 
tion— and  the  constant  intrigue^  destroy  all  that 
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is  pure  and  noble  in  the  male  chaiactef--«]l 
that  is  feminine  and  delicate  in  the  female 
mind.  Angelina's  nev  associates,  spedoos, 
fascinating,  and  brilliant,  were  indeed  most 
dangerous  to  her  disappointed  mind.  Thej 
quickly  discovered  that  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor 
had  no  power  to  fill  her  young,  enthusiastic 
heart;  and  as  several  among  them  had  long 
coveted  his  Grace  for  themselves,  and  bitterly 
envied  our  Beauty  her  distinguished  conquest, 
they  formed  a  cruel  cabal,  and  a  treacherous 
plot,  to  rob  Angelina  of  her  brilliant  proq>ectF, 
and  her  envied  Intended.  They  knew  fiJl 
well,  that  though  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor  mig^t 
covet  for  his  bride-elect  the  admiration  of  &t 
first  connoisseur  in  Beauty,  and  the  most  iUus^ 
trious  personage  in  the  world,  he  was  £ur  too 
deeply  in  love,  and  £u:  too  exalted  in  prindpie, 
to  share  with  any  monarch  the  smiles  of  his 
intended  wife,  or  to  connive  at  any  of  tbose 
arrangements,  with  which  custom  had  rendered 
them  but  too  familiar. 
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Perceiving  in  Angelina  a  boundless  Tanity,  a 
fui^d  of  ambition,  and  a  real  anxiety  about  her 
rank  as  the  Queen  of  Beauty  ;  aware,  too,  that 
that  rank  had  yet  to  be  confirmed  by  the  great 
Autocrat  of  Fashion,  and  that  Angelina  trem- 
bled at  the  possibility  of  its  being  questioned 
by  him;  they,  judging  of  her  by  their  own 
mean  and  intriguing  natures,  and  convinced 
that  they  themselves  would  make  any  sacrifice 
for  regal  smiles — resolved  so  to  counsel  one,  in 
whose  experienced  and  well-judging  eyes,  they 
felt  sure  she  would  seem  most  exquisite,  that 
she  should  commit  herself  to  win  the  favour 
which  should  appear  to  be  withheld,  that  in 
pique,  in  jealousy,  and  in  anxiety  about  the 
reputation  of  her  beauty,  she  would  be  easily 
induced  to  act  in  a  manner  which,  adroitly  re- 
vealed to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor, 
yrould  induce  him  to  break  ofif  the  envied 
engagement,  and  leave  the  now  triumphant, 
exalted,  and  spotless  Beauty — the  outwitted. 
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deceived^  and  jilted  victiiii  of  a  court  cabal,  and 
the  langhing-Btock  of  a  once  admixing  world. 

Ho#  cat-like  were  the  mancniTre^^-haw 
smooth  the  careases — how  watchfol  the  j^anoei 
— and  how  ready  the  attack  of  these  haae  and 
heartless  women;  and  how tmsiiBpectingly did 
Angelina  suffer  them  to  excite  ia  her  vain 
breast,  a  succession  of  doubts  and  hopes  and 
fears  relatiTe  to  the  fiat  of  one,  whose  smila 
was  rank,  whose  word  was  law,  and  whose 
indifference  was  downfiJ,  in  the  world  of  tMle. 

The  important  erening  came.  All  that  the 
toilet  could  do  to  heighten  the  perfect  beauty 
of  Angelina  Luxmore,  was  done.  Exdtei&ent 
and  anxiety  lent  an  unusual  fire  to  her  eyes, 
and  a  lorely  mutability  to  her  transparent  com- 
plexion. 

The  well-bred  Duke,  with  all  his  innate 
nonchalance,  could  scarcely  conceal  his  triumph 
and  his  ecstasy.  Mrs.  Luxmore  was  in  a  fever 
of   ddlght;    and    the    auld    Leddy  dedarsd 
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Angelina  was  "  her  very  sel  of  fifty  years  gane 
by."  Angelina  made  as  sure  of  her  triumph, 
as  the  French  did  of  the  victory  at  Waterloo. 
What  then  was  her  disappointment,  her  dis- 
may, her  vain  and  secret  anguish,  when  her 
appearance  at  the  palace,  (though  it  certainly 
made  sufficient  sensation  among  the  court)  made 
BO  apparent  impression  whatever  with  its  Chief 
'—when  no  appropriate  and  graceful  compli- 
ment from  one,  who  had  indeed,  when  he 
wished  it,  the  good  fairy's  gift,  and  could  drop 
words  that  were  gems — ^when  no  expressive 
smile,  or  pointed  condescension,  or  peculiar 
notice  of  any  kind,  acknowledged  in  her  the 
Queen  of  Beauty ! 

Oh!  this  was  bad  enough  to  one  so  vain; 
and  Angelina  could  scarcely  restrain  the  tears 
<d  bitter  mortification  I  Her  manner  grew 
oonstrained — ^her  bloom  left  her  cheek — she 
SAt  for  the  first  time  the  miseries  of  failure — 
jGulure  in  a  mean  and  paltry  ambition — ^in 
which,  to  the  well-thinking,  success  would  have 
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been  no  glory ;  but  failare^  which  she  read  in 
her  lover's  looks  of  blank  disappomtment, 
while,  by  more  earnest  attention,  he  tried  |o 
conceal  his  own  disappointment,  and  to  console 
her  in  hers — failure,  which  she  read  in  the 
bridling  of  the  auld  Leddy,  and  the  angrj 
quivering  of  her  towering  plumes — ^failure,legi« 
ble  in  her  mother's  flushed  cheek  and  restka 
looks — and  in  the  ill-suppressed  triumph  of  her 
coterie  of  "  friends  at  court." 

But  the  measure  of  Angelina's  distress  was 
not  yet  full.  Angelina  had  been  for  some  time 
in  silent  anguish  and  mortification,  with  down- 
cast eyes,  impatiently  pulling  to  pieces  some 
flowers  of  rare  beauty,  in  a  bouquet  his  Grace 
had  given  her — ^when  suddenly  a  soft  bast  of 
admiration  attracted  her  attention.  The  Chief 
was  bending,  with  a  gallant  and  courtly  grace, 
to  some  Beauty  whom  he  evidently  delighted  to 
honour.  The  mean  and  imitative  courtiers  saw 
with  his  eyes,  and  fawned  when  he  smiled. 
What  graceful  head  bends  low  to  that  wUs- 
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pered  compliment  1  what  lovely  form  bows  in 
speechless  ecstasy  beneath  that  magic  smile  of 
regal  lips  ?  Angelina's  heart  beat  qtdck^  her 
hand  trembled^  her  colour  came  and  went. 
Those  black  and  pearl-braided  tresses — ^that 
finely  developed  bust — ^that  Queenly  form  I — 
those  sweeping  robes  of  classic  cut! — ^that 
dazzling  cestus — and  that  Fasta-like  air ! — ^they 
announce — ^what  ? — Yes,  it  is  indeed  so  !  The 
Lady  Emmeline !  And  stealing  a  furtive  glance 
at  her  agitated  mother,  Angelina  encountered, 
fixed  on  her  with  a  fiend-like  triumph,  the 
light,  phosphoric  eyes  of  the  Honourable  Cap- 
tain Mc.Quibble,  whose  pale  features  (distorted, 
as  they  were,  by  a  bitter  sneer)  seemed  to  her 
those  of  her  evil  genius.  Nor  was  she  more  at 
ease  when  she  perceived  that  this  powerful  and 
bitter  enemy  was  honoured  by  the  most  con- 
descending kindness  of  the  illustrious  personage 
before  her,  and  felt  sure  that  several  jokes, 
which  found  favour  in  the  eyes  of  royalty,  were 
levelled  at  her ;  while  the  Captain  was  equally 
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•oooeasfbl  in  secnziiig  fi>r  lin  own  liride-ckd 
(the  Lady  Emmdine)  that  homage  wUoii,  h^m 
iiidl  a  souroe,  eatablished  her  the  Queen  of 
Beauty. 
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That  mght  Angelina's  pillow  was  wet  with 
bitter  tears ;  but  they  were  tears  that  excite  no 
interest^  no  sympathy — ^tears^  that  sprung  from 
die  unpitied  woes  of  Vanity  and  foiled  Ambi- 
tion I  How  disgusted  did  sCe  feel  with  herself^ 
the  courts  Captain  Mc.Quibble^  the  Iitfdy 
EmmeUne,  and  all  the  odious^  hollow  world  I 
How  did  she  wish  she  had  neyer  enlisted  under 
the  4imsy  banner  of  Fashion — in  the  despicable 
nadu  of  Intrigue  and  Vanity. 

Oh  J  how  did  she  wish  she  could  exchange  for 
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all  this  hollow  pageant,  some  dear  and  quiet 
country  home,  with  George  (such  as  she  once 
believed  and  lored  him) — ^with  her  noUe,  her 
excellent  father — and  Eva,  that  truest  of  true 
friends !  How  sure  did  she  feel,  as  she  lan- 
guidly made  her  toilet,  that  her  miseraUe 
failure  was  at  that  moment  the  laugh  of  the 
court,  the  delight  of  Lady  Emmeline,  and  die 
subject  of  the  bitter  and  vindictive  muse  of  the 
odious  Mc.Quibble. 

When  at  length  she  was  drest,  she  leaznt 
from  Fichu,  that  Madame  6tait  fort  indisposie; 
and  repairing  with  some  anxiety  to  her  mother's 
room,  she  found  that  lady  only  very  mudi 
indisposed  to  listen  to  anything  she  tried  to  say 
to  comfort  or  to  ebnsole  her,  and,  in  short,  in 
the  very  worst  of  those  ill  humours  which  weak 
minds  indulge  at  the  approach  of  disappointment 

Perceiving  this,  Angelina  made  a  hasty 
retreat ;  and  taking  a  serious  and  well-written 
book  in  her  hand,  she  determined  to  subdue  in 
her  own    heart,  its  spirit  of  restless  vanityi 
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ambition,  and  seMsIiness,  and  to  arm  herself  so 
strong  in  philosophy  and  good  sense,  that  the 
shafts  of  envy  and  of  malice  should  have  no 
power  to  wound  her.  She  had  got  through  a 
few  pages  on  the  corruption  of  the  human 
heart,  when  Sneak  brought  up  '  the  Viper,'  that 
fashionable  magazine  of  scandal,  calumny,  and 
renom,  to  which  it  was  whispered  that  Captain 
Mc.Quibble  was  one  of  the  principal  contri- 
butors ;  nay,  some  went  so  far  as  to  accuse  him 
of  the  editorship  of  a  paper  at  once  clever, 
unprincipled,  and  even  scurrilous. 

At  first  Angelina,  convinced  that  its  contents 
were  of  a  nature  sure  to  mortify  and  to  wound 
her,  determined  to  defeat  the  mean  malignity  of 
those  who  had  probably  sent;^it,  and  not  even  to 
glance  at  its  venomed  pages ;  but,  by  degrees, 
curiosity  and  anxiety,  aided  by  vanity,  got  the 
better  of  her  resolution,  and  in  an  evil  hour,  she 
tore  open  its  wretched  and  stinging  pages. 

Poor  Angelina !  the  Queen  of  Beauty — the 
Idol  of  the  beau  monde — the  Intended  of  the 
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Duke  of  Dartmoor — and  the  loved  of  Geotge 
Damly — fed  on  tibe  honey  of  flattery— prepare 
now  to  banquet  on  strnga!  With  pale  fipe, 
distended  eyes,  and  changing  hue,  AngeliM 
read  on.  She  found  herself  almost  the  sole 
object  of  the  Viper's  Tenom.  So  thinly  reilad 
as  to  be  almost  actionable,  in'  one  brilliantly 
malignant  article  after  another,  was  A«g«>.Kna 
held  up  to  the  ridicule  of  the  world.  So  pointed, 
so  witty,  so  amusing  even,  were  the  odious 
s^ttacks  made  upon  her,  that  Angelina  felt  sure 
they  had  by  that  time  made  her  the  jest  and  the 
laughing-stock  of  every  breakiSeist-table,  erery 
dub,  every  reading-room,  in  the  kingdom. 
Angelina  tried  to  laugh  off  her  sense  of  bitter 
mortification  and  unbearable  annoyance ;  but  it 
was  in  vain.  She  buried  her  face  in  her  hands, 
and  tried  to  shut  out  the  mocking  words  of  the 
odious  Viper,  and  the  malicious  ridicule  of 
each  well-written  article ;  but  it  was  all  in  vain. 
Wounded  delicacy— pride,  vanity,  ambition 
defeated— jealousy,  and  even  envy  aroused— 
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filled  the  tortured  heart  of  our  once  triumphant 
Beauty;  and  throwing  herself  on  a  couch^  in  an 
agony^  prompted  chiefly  by  the  sudden  con- 
viction diat  these  horrid  calumnies  and  stinging 
lampoons  would  perhaps  one  day  meet  the  eyes 
of  George  Darnly,  and  teach  him  to  despise  her 
eyenmore  than  he  already  did^  Angelina  gave  way 
to  her  misery^.and  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears. 
It  was  in  this  state  that  she  lay^  when  the  door 
was  flung  open^  and  Lady  Cajolerie  and  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Fathom  were  ushered  by 
Sneak  into  the  presence  of  the  weeping  Beauty. 
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It  was  a  momenft  or  two  before  Sneak  ww 
aware  of  the  presence  of  his  yoimg  mistrtM; 
and  Angelina  herself  was  so  absorbed  by  her 
grief  and  mortification,  and  was  soblung  lo 
bitterly  in  the  reckless  angoish  of  her  ht9XU 
thai  the  names  of  her  Court  friends  were  repeat- 
ed,  before  she  staited  firom  the  sofii,  and  stood 
with  tear-stained  cheeks  and  disordered  loob 
be£gre  them,  Tainly  trying  to  aoooimt  tx  and 
excuse  the  state  in  whidi  they  had  ibimd  her. 

The    woids,  ^head-ache,"    and  ''nerfoai 


VHB  QUABDIAN   AKGEL.  S89 

attack/'  "Wete  all  her  inyention  auppliedi  bat 
the  large,  watchful,  blue  eyes  of  Lady  Cajolerie, 
and  the  quick,  sharp  glances  of  Mrs.  Fathom, 
had  detec^d,  on  the  breakfast  table,  the  pre- 
sence of  the  *'  Viper ;"  and  as  it  was  owing  to 
their  friendly  offices  that  Angelina  had  so  early 
been  famished  with  a  copy  of  the  vile  lampoons 
it  contained,  these  amiable  ladies  exchanged  a 
look  of  triumph ;  and  taking  each  a  seat  beside 
Angelina,  they  began,  with  well  assumed  inter* 
est,  to  question  and  to  condole. 

''  What  can  have  overcome  our  lovely  friend  r' 
said  Mrs.  Fathom,  taking  her  hand;  ''some 
lover's  quarrel  with  a  certain  gay  Duko  T' 

Angelina  faintly  smiled;  there  was  nothing 
in  the  qaestion  or  the  subject  to  interest  her 
much. 

''  I  am  afraid  yon  spent  a  dtdl  evening  at  tkte 
Palace,  sweetest  I"  said  Lady  Cajolerie,  playing 
with  Anj^elina's  long,  unbound  tresses.  Qow 
mach  you  were  admired — ^you  created  a  vondte- 
fill  sensation  I" 

▼OL.  UL  o 
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^'Indeed  r  nid  Axigelka,  xmwiptdd^flf, 
**  I  'tlioughi  4^te  the  xerem.  I  iaiiqr»  6k 
ladiefij  we  were  all  quite  edipa^  1" 

''  (Ni,  you  mean  by  Uiat  odiovs  Lady  \ 

line ;  but  any  notice  she  obtained  in  a 

quarter/ was  not  owing,  I  assure  you,  to  bcr 

diarms,   but  to  .that  vile  little  McQoibhk^ 

inflnfnrp     Thatiuan  niay  abaoat  be  called  ^ 

Belle-Makar/as  ^Waririck  of  old  was  tlie  Sb^- 

-Maker ;  be  aets  us  up  aijid  takes  «s  Ap'WVi,  jttit 

as  we    happen  to  please  or  offimd  bivi.     I 

'belieye  thajt  'man  caould    iqake  a  .wcmm  the 

rage  by  ia»  stroke  qf  Idto  pen»md  the  kuj^bJUf- 

stock  of  lihe  world  by  aac^er.    But  to  n^tartr. 

Lady  EnuK^elin^  jj^  fi^^erfect  j^%bt !  no  Si&at^m^ 

'.no  Qxpre6§io|i  I 

*' And  such  a  dowdy!'*  echoed  Lady  Cqiql^jfif. 
'^Talk  of  her  figuiel  why,  I  beUoTe  sh^  doeanl 
wear'qt^y&l? 

'f  ForjaraeygDodniaspii/'  s^d  M«?-  SalkfW* 
**  how  coulfk  :sh0  bear  tfcem  sq.  stQUt  w  sbe  ii? 
I  assure  you  her  waist  is  double  loiM.iiiti 
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I'knowljuttjtf.a  fiwt,fbf  I  had  it  frost  ^Lotdfla 
Peerwdly  who  is  her  bosGon  friend^  anfl  *k) 
told  me  besides,  that  those  finis  Mdck,  ardied 
\ttows  are  picked  out  and  pencilledj  and'her 
lips  dyedrrT^foa  know  of  v)iat  a  bii^  zatt)r 
tint  iter  lips  oxie-r-weU,  they  ase  dyed  teith 
faenjM.  -Ko  okl  Dowsiger  is  niore  imide'  np 
dian  Lady  SnuneHae ;  and  if  .evex  she  offends 
McQuibble,  he  will  expose  her,  for  aodling 
oacapes  hia.  By  tlie  bye,  have  you  seen,  the 
-  "  ¥q>ec/^  incest  friend?  I  luure  nsft  yet  had 
time  to  gloBoe  at  ii'^i-fond  she  eatteodtti  Iter 
ha^sd. 

AngeliMk  BMide  one  fiunt  effi»rt  to.  premnt, 

fai^.hfir  Goort  frienda  were  too  quick  tfm  hev ; 

and  pretending  not  to  be  aware  that  tl^elim* 

.]ptK)ia8  w^e  aimed  at  her,  the^r  ie»d  th^tt  with 

i^pfMMisi^  adtaacaition  apd  yeljah. 

''X  wQnder  i^ho he  caA  B»ew  V* 

<Ali  ia  eac«zniaialikig](^  Wiittf  a^d.  aATp^fo** 
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"  Have  70U  really  no  idea  whom  he  mems  V 
•  asked  the  simple  and  credulous  Angelina. 

"Not  the  slightest/* 

''I  wish  every  one    else  were  as  blind,'' 
Mtered  Angelina,  and  burst  into  tears. 

*'  My  sweet  girl !"  cried  Lady  Cajolexie. 

•'  My  loYely  friend !"  said  Mrs.  Fathom. 

*'  Impossible !"  cried  the  former. 

**  Absurd !"  exclaimed  the  latter. 

And  then  both  re-read  the  articles,  and  pon- 
dered, and  ejaculated,  and  argued,  and  finally 
yielded;  and  then  both  were  lavish  in  abuse  of 
McQuibble,  and  united  in  endeavouring  to 
.  rouse  in  Angelina,  the  pride  of  an  offended 
beauty,  and  the  ambition  of  a  deposed  sove- 
reign. 

"Whatever  McQuibble  may  imply,  Ladf 
Emmeline  did  not  make  as  much  impression 
in  a  certain  quarter  as  I  know  who,**  smiled 
Mrs.  Fathom ;  ''only  she  10  artful  and  daring  it 
heart;  under  that  soft  and  timid  manner,  she 
knows  the  truth  of  the  French  song^ — and 
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taking  up  Angelina's  guitar,  the  pretty  and 
tprightly  Mrs.  Fathom  sang,  in  a  sweet  voice 
and  playful  manner,  the  following  words. 

'<  Jennes  fillefl !  qui  pour  votreftme, 
VoQlez  un  amant,  dont  la  flanime, 
S'accToisse  encore  par  yob  refii8» 

On  n'en  £utplua !  on  n'en  fait  plna  1 
Voolei  TOUB  un  beau  Jcune  homme» 
Fartout  vous  cite,  partout  voua  nomme 
Tant  de  voa  faveurs  il  fait  cas 

Oh  nous  n'en  manquorea  pas !" 

*•  Certainly,"  sneered  Lady  Cajolerie,  "I 
fadieye  that  Lady  Emmeline  is  one  who  knows 
that  flattery  and  favours  win  more  hearts  and 
mase  renown  than  even  an  Angelina's  heauty 
«&d  merit ;  and  though  I  should  not  quite  like 
to  imitate  her  policy,  I  believe,  as  far  as  its 
wisdom  goes,  she  is  right.  It  is  man,  now  a 
days,  that '  must  be  Wooed,  and  not  unsought  be  ' 
won !'  And  if  that  is  the  case  with  the  mere 
herd  of  Peers  and  Members  of  Parliament, 
hflwmuch  more  so  mtrst  it  be  with  that  spoiled 
child  of  fortune — that  idol  of  the  women — 


tb»  frsl  im  siBtidii  m  in  ev^  w»Mmg  tfUii* 
bntc/' 

''Tou  are  endiusiastic,  Cora,"  said  Ladj 
Cftjolerie ;  ''  Hoss  Laxmore  smfles  diaaent.'^ 

''  Not  I  indeed r  aaM  AngeliM; ''  I  comcide 
in  aU  IKfrs.  J^atEom  tias  said,  so  £ir  am  I  firom 
saying  wilh  the  oldi 


"^  I  ne'er  tould  any  Instie  Met 
In  eyes  ttkt  ^i^  iitolte'  odito'*— 

Yet;  tliD«|^  ii  caatef  have  eso^Mld  yaii»  er  aay 
at  Ac  pahee  1^:  ]u«fat^  Oht  no:  aalire  iMis^ 
takttBofaw'iBft^nacterwlMeiiflliDeianik — 
stiUiiaiMlliesWlof  ii^wiMg  C^raemr  d^gni^, 
aadlwinatio^of  aeertaih  jttiistrioios  indfaidndy 
wMawpatsed,  t»  aiqr  nifaid,  in  th»  '  ■  hat 
nigUr 

'' My  aveet  girl  1  are  ywi  xesify  i»  esBfaaif* 
cEi«d.M«WFalboi%  sjpdig^gi^ttld  < 


"^  llj  dolinr  AsifeHm^r  fiipedc  Iiady  G9»- 
lBB0^^jmjjac  atari  fittAwidi*  bccwr  «>  eobidr. 


nBtef*^ygio:iWiI]::be  rfeinltatdd.Queea.of  TStzntf^ 
and  tfaEe  vilfe  aito|iet  idll  be  deposed,  ere 
loiig  V 

'' WhatcasjQdi  meanT'  adeedAngeHna. 

*^  Mean  I  wky  thiff— we  jare  in  the.confidciie^ 

Q&dke. r*     And  she  lo6ked  v^ry  iligmfi*- 

cantlj  in.tHe  directioii  cS  &e  Fdaoe.  ''  We  kii<Mr 
tf'gpod  deid  of  tlie  dess^ns  des  cartes^  aud  the 
real  tastes  and  opinions  of  oile  to6  gr^9A  to:  be 
U^^yAftiiied)  Angelincii  tkewhde  tiling  tras  a 
fiurce — a  ruse — you  made  a  deep  and  vryid 
in^essiii^n'  in  a\  certain  qi;iaffcer«  It  rest$  with 
you  for  that  iitfj^ression  to  b^^  increased,  and 
revealed  to*  an'  imitatlye  wo^ld^-r^^  9^^  ^^h 
storing  toj  the'  jp^ace  yOu  onoe  helcL  in  .public 
opiiHonj  but.  wit^  added  honours j  added. eclal^< 
a^ded  g^ory !  Bijit  I  warn^^  you  must  befnf 
3Foar  honourisi  B^e^y:— you  must  be  grateful  f 
&o  hafughfy  tefiak^  or  cc^,  resenres.  Bea4 
and  wonder^  at  your  own  goodJuck/' 
.  Angelina  readL  It  was  a  nQtf(y.elegap|t}y 
worded,  beautifully  expressed;  it  conveyed  a 
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most  flattering  tribute  to  her  diarms,  and  s 
ddicate  confession  that  thej  had  been  but  too 
deeply  felt  There  was  no  signatore;  but  die 
tenor  of  the  note,  and  its  language,  left  no 
doubt  on  Angelina's  mind  to  whom  to  attribnts 
it,  and  a  thousand  emofions  dyed  her  cheeks 
with  blushes,  and  filled  her  eyes  with  tears. 

*'  Of  course  you  must  answer  it,  my  love  I** 
said  Lady  Cajolerie. 

''Let  me  soggest  the  reply,**  said  Mia. 
Fathom. 

''Thank  you,"  said  Angelina;  "my  own 
heart  suggests  that,  but  I  shall  require  aoma 
little  time  to  consider  and  to  reflect" 

"Exactly!**  replied  Lady  Cajolerie;  "ws 
hxve  a  few  calls  to  make,  and  on  our  retom  we 
w31  drop  in  again  for  your  answer.  Let  your 
heart  speak.  Enthusiasm,  particularly  in  one 
so  young  and  beautiful,  is  very  delightful  to  one 
accustomed  to  the  spiritless  women  of  the 
world.     NaweU  is  sure  to  please.    Let 
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heart  speak^  my  love !"  added  Lady  Ciyolerie ; 
and  embracing  Angelina,  they  departed. 

Angelina  remained  some  time  in  silent 
thought.  There  was  to  be  a  fSte  at  the  palace 
on  the  following  day,  and  probably,  if  her 
answer  were  such  as  trf  please  the  refined  taste 
of  her  illustrious  correspondent,  he  would  take 
as  much  pains  to  exalt  and  distinguish  her^  as 
he  had  before  done  to  humble  her  pretensions, 
and  to  raise  those  of  Lady  Emmeline ;  besides 
who  would  know  at  what  an  expenditure^  of 
what  she  felt  in  her  inmost  heart  to  be  femak 
dignity,  she  had  purchased  those  enyied  smiles 
— those  much  prized  tributes.  What  a  triumph 
oyer  McQuibble  and  his  fake  idol.  She  seized 
her  pen !  but  no — as  she  did  so,  her  eyes  fell 
on  the  little  dilapidated  ring  which  she  still 
wore,  and  which  not  even  the  cruelty  and  £uth- 
lessness  which  she  believed  George  had  evinced, 
had  been  able  to  induce  her  to  part  with. 
With  that  ring  were  associated  all  the  purity  of 
the  early  youth,  over  which  Eva  Morris  had 
o5 


hegiplbx^  hoax.  Thifi^cU^ue/eve^  mexxi^x  of 
which  was  bitterly  envious  of  the  beauty  an^ 
the  prospects  of  Miss  Luxmore^  was  assembled 
fit  the  house  of  one  of  its  leaders^  awaiting/  the 
xetum  of  Lady  Cajolerie  and  Mrs.  Fathon^, 
with  Miss  Luxmore's  letter. 

The  ladies  were  disappointed  at  finding  tljiat 
Miss  Luxmore  had  sealed  her  letter ;  but  they 
made  no  comment^  afid  departed. 

The  odious  coterie  was  soon  assembled^  and 
the  doors  carefully  dosed.  Lady  Cajolerie 
produced  the  letter. 

''We  are  all  agreed/'  she  said,  "that  this 
note  shall  find  its  way,  not  to  him  it  is  intended 
for,  but  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor." 

"Wearer 

"And  we  all  bind  ourselves  to  an  inviolable 
secrecy,  as  to  the  little  innocent  forgery  to 
which  it  is  a  reply.'' 

"We  do." 

"  AttoM^  courage,  then  1" 

And  Lady  Cajolerie  lighted  a  taper,  while 
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die  Honourable  Mrs.  Fathom  prepared  to  i 
the  seal — an  art  in  wliich  practice  had 
her  perfect 

All  tihe  eager^  painted,  and  made-up  bom  of 
the  Court  ladies  met,  in  their  intense  curiositjr 
and  anzie^,  oyer  the  letter  of  poor  AngrJiua; 
and  an  these  fiices  grew  blank  with  disappoint- 
ment  and  chagrin,  when  the  delicacy  and  high 
principle  of  the  writer,  couched  in  langoage  li 
once  eloquent  and  touching,  met  the  hardffweil 
and  astounded  ears  of  Angelina's  fineads  at 
Court 

The  eldest  lady  of  the  clique  was  a  Dowi^gor 
Aunt  of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  (who 
had  one  young  and  blooming  hoyden  daughter, 
first  Cousin  to  his  Grace,  and  for  whom  he  had 
a  sort  of  brotherly  regard,  which  she  wannlj 
reciprocated);  it  was  to  the  mother  a  most 
important  object  to  disenchant  her  nephew  with 
ICss  Luzmot^,  as  the  darling  scheme  of  hm 
heart  was  to  many  him  to  her  own  cfaiUL    Tbm 
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lady,  with  the  worda,  '*  Shrewd  little  hypocrite  I 
■he  has  outwitted  us !"  turned  away. 

"Is  it  art  or  simplicity?*'  asked  Lady 
Cajolerie^  who  never  having  felt  any  principle 
in  herself^  had  no  faith  in  that  of  others.  ''  She 
is  either  cunning  or  stupid/' 

'* Certainly!"  said  Mrs.  Fathom;  "but  as 
this  well'laid  scheme  has  turned  out  a  complete 
fidlure,  I  propose  we  destroy  both  the  copy  of 
our  note,  and  this  piece  of  folly  or  of  art 
IPiinparte,  we  are  only  where  we  were;  to- 
morrow Lady  Emmeline  will  again  eclipse  this 
creature  at  the  fSte  at  the  palace,  for  I  doubt 
not,  in  order  to  keep  up  her  character  with  the 
,  the  little  prude  will  affect  a  great 
deal  of  reserve,  and  being  so  much  alarmed  as 
to  be  quite  alarming,  thoroughly  disgust  one 
already  no  admirer  of  Misses  in  their  teens." 

''  Perhaps  after  all,"  whispered  Mrs.  Fathom 
to  the  Duke's  Dowager  Aunt,  ''  the  seeing  his 
Intended  slighted  by  the  first  judge  of  women 
in  the  world,  may  have  the  effect  we  had  ex* 


peeted,  fipm  thb  innocent  litde  jf ot  Aitd  nijr 
let  us  tear  ug  our  deyer  forgeiji*  and  the  Htde 
piude's  ajtopid  r^lj.  Here  is  oortp— I  caontnv«d 
tosezeon  it  wlule  the  Beauty  waa  a^Tnirim^ha^ 
new  pink  bonnet  in  the  glasa." 

The  forgery  and  Angelina's  note  were  torn 
up,  and  thrown  behind  the  bonqpet  of  artififiial 
dahlias  which  filled  the  grate^  and  the  dis^ 
pointed  and  crest-fallen  clique  repaired  down 
stairs  to  luncheon.  They  were  scarcely  gone 
when,  firom  behind  the  ample  drajjeries  of  Uije 
damask  which  shrouded  the  windows,  a  brig^ 
langhing  face  looked  out  like  a  star,  flingog 
back  the  clustering  chesnut  locks  from  her  open 
brow,  and  laughing  so  that  the  whitest  of  while 
teeth  gUstened  between  the  most  yermilion  of 
lips.  The  Hebe  form  and  &C0  of  the  yoong 
Lady  Ada  Loftyj  daughter  of  the  old  Dowager, 
and  cousin  of  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  appeaiipd. 
With  a  taper  white  finger  on  her  arch  red  1^ 
she  stole  to  the  fire-p^oe^^and  hastily  can||^ 


Beaaty's  replf «. 

"This  oftmes/'  tfjie  ^d  toh^mlf^  "of  treetmg 
itolika  a  Wbyj  ud  not  uJdng  me  into  their. 
GiHttkseh.  NoF  l^U  outwit  th^ni  all^  and  set, 
all  t|i9  Coiurt  b; thet eam.  Poor  Miss  Luxmoielr 
Qfid  fiopr  Frederick !  I  know  he  loves  her. 
Whf  cannot  Mamma  leaye  them  at  Qeacoj  and 
l^t  me  chuse  for  myself*  Howeyer^  I  wiU^  and 
131  stick  th^fte  together^  and  show  them  to 
<^usin  ^^ericki  and  teU  him  all  I're  heard ; 
lto4  as-long  as  he.doesn'tt  implicate  me,  he  may^ 
do  what  he  like^.- about,  it — ^plotting,. caballingi 
dd  ftnmpa^  keeping  me  out  of  ev^ry  secret  and 
eyaryv  party !" 

I«dy.  Adit  was  AS  good  as  herworjcb  With 
Si  pe^e^ran^  whioh.  bfik>ngs  to  our  earliest 
tsisnfl^  shj^  mat^lM4  a^  pasted  together,  both 
^to  fiwgcsiF  and  4ng<elina's  rei^y.  And  the 
tiMr thM  tb^iliske  took. a .walkr  with  his  prettK 
kafdio  CQil«ii|».sb#  VMr^pfeft  to,  hjm  the  whpl^ 
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base  and  heartless  intrigae^  and  gave  him  the 
papers,  in  canfirmation  of  her  story. 

The  Duke,  touched  to  the  heart  by  his 
Angelina's  dignified  and  beautiful  reply — and 
detesting  the  whole  clique  with  which  she  had 
lately  been  far  too  intimate  for  his  taste — 
promptly  resolved  on  his  Revenge.  Being  a 
personal  intimate  of  the  great  personage,  widi 
whom  the  reckless  and  daring  dique  had  taken 
so  unwarrantable  a  liberty,  he  made  that  angust 
individual  acquainted  with  the  whole  a£Sur,  and 
eren  laid  before  him  the  insolent  forgery,  and 
the  maidenly  and  affecting  reply. 

The  result  was,  that  at  the  i%te,  to  whidi  aB 
had  so  looked  forward,  and  one  of  the  amuse- 
ments  of  which  was  a  sort  of  mock  tournament, 
or  passage  of  arms,  the  whole  clique  of  Comt 
ladies  was  received  with  marked  coldness,  by  the 
illustrious  Prince.  Lady  Emmeline  was  scared^ 
diBtingmshed,  and  Angelina  was  received  irisk 
a  degree  of  favour  the  more  delightful,  beeanse 
in  it  admiration  was   blended  with  respect 
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Hie  victor  Knight^  who  was  the  Duke  of 
Dartmoor  himself^  guided  at  once  by  his  own 
heart  and  his  Prince's  eyes,  named  Angelina,^ 
^Bmne  de  la  BeauU  et  des  AmoursV*  and  such 
was  she  crowned  with  a  wreath  of  white  roses, 
made  of  orient  pearls,  and  gemmed  with 
dew-drops  of  costly  brilliants,  by  the  graceful 
hand  of  one  who  enhanced  every  honour  he 
oonfexred,  and  every  compliment  he  paid,  by 
words  of  unrivalled  point  and  elegance,  and  a 
smile,  which  those  who  once  beheld  it,  could 
neither  depict  nor  forget. 

McQuibble's  venom  and  dismay  caused 
him  a  fever,  which  for  some  time  robbed  the 
**  Viper"  of  his  cutting  contributions ;  and  on 
his  recovery,  he  found  himself  at  once  out  of 
pocket,  and  out  of  &vour  at  Court,  and  minus 
his  bride-elect,  the  Lady  Emmeline,  who  had 
eloped  with  a  handsome  young  guardsman,  as 
simple  and  good-humoured  as  Mc.Quibble 
was  clever  and  ill-natured.    The  odious  clique 
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was  broiren  vp,  and  no  member  oi  it.  ev«c 
rqponed  her  place  m  the  royal  fitYouv. 

Awgftliwa  closed  her  season  a^  Brightoii^i 
courted,  move  adnured^^more^^Tiedy  aiud . 
hated,  thaa  ever ! — ^the  tiiidispi^ted,  croiTEodi 
acknowledged  Queen  of  Beauty— more  idolised 
than  erer  by  the  Duke  of  Dastmoor,  and  dail^^ 
befloming  more  and  more  dependent  on  nni* 
renal  flattery^  general  adulation^:  and^  the 
hoondless  homage  of  afl  manhindj 
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Tii&  atttomifti  paned  gafly  at  Ae  Dtilto  o^ 
DMftBHXV^Sji  and  QanMtm^'  brdnglst  its  wonted^ 
fealmftiea  at  Lnxoioie  Pads;  but  stctt  tiui  «zk. 
cdUani  LuzBiore  Deteained  afaroady  too  SLffven. 
to  l^aye  Ilia  xoom^  (mndk.moreto  brave  ^bbL 
chMgfc  ef  dtfaate  at  mtth  »aeasoxL) 

Angelina'*  giddy  head  waai  foil,  of  Imr^oom 
quMai  bei  trinnphs^  and  lU  tbe  yanztaes  and 
fioOMjiwluebBMdEeupthe  exiatenoe  a£  a  Beanartyi 
1&  <0iim<foy  bat  mi  bet  hea^r  dier^iwas  aa.  aflUi^ 
Yotf^    SolitMdfl  HM  o£o«al  tb,  b«^  fer  vilk 


THE  RETDUr. 

some  inevitable  self-reproadi, 
wlf-C3CMniiuition,  and  the  diooght  of  Greoige — 
GeiKge,  who  had  so  disttngoished  himself,  and 
peifenned  sach  prodigies  of  reckless  Tilonr, 
dttt  he  had  already  obtained  his  company, 
aided  bjr  the  lack  which  so  often  attends  daring 
and  despair,  and  the  loss  of  many  of  his  fellow 
ofioeny  (both  in  battle,  and  from  the  many 
dreadfbl  maladies  incidental  to  the  climate.) 

The  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  more  and  more 
enamonred,  grew  daily  nuxe  impatient  for 
Awgriina  to  fix  the  day,  that  was  to  make  him 
the  happiest  of  Dakes,  and  his  idol  a  Dochesa. 
And  die  more  he  urg?d  his  snit,  and  the  more 
her  mother  secondel  his  daim,  the  more  did 
Angelina  shrink  from  the  fulfilment  of  her 
promise,  and  the  more  did  her  unhappy  heart 
siiggest  the  possible  return  of  (xeorge. 

Mrs.  and  Miss  Luxmore  were  again  in 
London,  with  the  auld  Leddy ;  the  season  had 
oommenoed  early,  and  with  spirit ;  a  splendid 
dcawing-room  had  already  been  held,  at  which 
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.  Angelina  had  astonished  by  her  channs,  eren 
the  cold  gaze  of  the  Site,  and  dazzled  the  ejea 

'  and  bewildered  the  brains  of  all  those  admiring 
and  envious  groups  who,  from  balconies,  car- 
riage windows,  and  shop  doors,  watch  the 
plumed  and  jewelled  Beauties  and  Frights  of 
every  age,  on  their  way  to  pay  the  homage  they 
receive  elsewhere. 

The  Court  ball  too  had  been  given,  at  which 
Angelina,  personally  brought  forward  by  ''the 
glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of  form,"  had 
received  the  tributes  of  all  the  foreign  poten- 
tates then  in  England ;  and  were  so  unaccus- 
tomed to  such  features,  and  such  golden  locks, 
such  bloom  and  such  a  form,  at  once  slight  as 
Psyche's  and  rich  as  Hebe's,  that  their  admirar 
tion  had  in  it  something  of  astonishment  and 
even  ecstasy. 

Tes,  Angelina's  bloom  was  now  quite  restored, 
and,  if  possible,  a  little  more  matured ;  her 
hair  had  grown  enough  to  wave  in  gracefiil 
curls  down  her  beautiful  neck ;  but  still  some 


ftacifid  iMad-dien  was  leqoind  in  fiiW  jpiw 
Hca:  life  ipw  now  one  giddy  maae  of  tihiigit^- 
l«i»  Twity  and  dissipation— iOob  wbaA  tdgme^ 
•and  triumph.  Yet^  bri§^  as  waro  ksE  loahi 
and  as  was  hex  laugh  in  pnUic,  in  prpratB  har 
apici^  were  very  uncertain;  and  often  teA^e 
ahi9  &lt  oqual  to  play  her  usually  aprightlj  part 
at  ball  or  festival,  she  had  recooiseto  thekalaM 
iitainnlftnf8  whidi  all  require  who  dsain  tha  cup 
of  pleasure  to  the  dregs. 

She  seldom  rose  tiU  one,  after  fareahiMi^; 
-then  her  toilette  occupied  tvno  hours,  then  a 
bery  of  beaux  awaited  her ;  then  the  parka,  ifae 
gardens,  or  soaie  lion  of  the  day.  Jaded  aad 
worn  out  with  the  fioigue  and  ezcitensat, 
which,  monotonous  as  it  waa,  she  now  Imgm 
really  to  require,  Angdina  retomed  hone  Is 
dress  for  some  late  dinner,  or  aneeeasian  of 
evening  amusements ;  generiJly  she  laent  fiuriy 
to  bed  for  an  hour  or  two,  where  Jidhf  faroi^Bht 
her  a  cup  at  9af4  noir,  or  stnmg  gnen  taa, 
both  slowipoisons;  andiftie  rose  ezdted,ifwot 


td^htdf  io'xnake  pother  'prolracted'  toilette, 
and  recommence  the;  labour  of  pleasure. 

One  night  Angelina  w^s  seated  at  her  toilet, 
— ttehu  in  eestasies  at  the  effsot  of  a  new  head- 
dreffl,  and  the  briUiaiicy  of  a  robe  of  sflver 
tissae.     Angelina  heard    her  attendant's  rap- 
tures, and  saw  her  beauty  reflected  in  the  glass ; 
but  still  tears  filled  her  eyes,  and  sobs  at  length 
^escaped  her  bosom*     Mehu  brought  the  acbus- 
tomed  cordial  (alias  dram),  in  the  shape  of 
.salyolatile  and  red  larender ;  but  it  was  aU  in 
yain-^Angelina  was  miserable.    The  Duke  of 
Dartmoor's  importunities  had  prevailed,  and 
a  few  days  before,  she  had  yielded  a  languid 
assent  to  his  passionate  entreaty,  and  consented 
to  fix  the  wedding-day  at  a  month  firom  that 
time. 

FichUp  distressed  and  iHghtened,  did  aU  she 

could  to  cheer  her  young  mistress  ;  and  among 

.  other  things,  she  went  in  search  of  a  newsp^MT, 

in  which  icaa  abrflliant  account  of  a  Gouvt  ball, 


\ 
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at  which  Angelina  had  appealed  a  tew  \ 
hacL 

Angelina  languidly  cast  her  eye  over  die 
artide,  but  changed  colonr  when,  a  little  lover 
down^  she  saw  an  article  headed,  *'The 
Bomance  of  Reality,  and  the  Eeali^  of  Bo- 
mance,  or  a  Duke  and  a  dilemma.**  It  ran  m 
fellows. 

''  It  is  rumoured  that  the  nnde  of  a  eeftvn 
Duke,  first  in  fashion,  fortune,  and  fimNor 
with  the  fairest  of  the  £dr  of  May  Fair,  has 
recently  made  a  discovery,  which  is  likdy  to 
furnish  ample  employment  to  the  Gentlemen 
of  the  long  robe.  The  details  of  this  myslerioas 
revelation  are  said  to  be  more  romantic  and 
astounding  than  those  of  any  norel  ever  pub- 
lished. A  certain  aspiring  Beauty  will  probahfy 
see  the  coronet  evade  her  grasp,  just  as  she  ^ 
about  to  clutch  it;  but  we  ferbear  to  i 
what  wiU  probably  ere  long  occupy  the  first 
hnryers  of  the  day,  and  fuUy  engroas  the  ] 
attention.** 
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;..     A  suspicion  croMed  AngeHna's  nund,  tkat 
the  paragraph  alluded  to  her  affianced^  the  Duke 
of  Dartmoor.    For  two  days  he  had  been  absent 
on  important  businessj  and  had  not  found  time 
even  to  send  her  a  line  or  a  bouquet.    StiH  he 
was  to  be  at  the  ball^  (a  ball  at  her  own  home^) 
and  the  thought  which  had  overcome  her  j^gt 
as  her  toilet  was  completed^  was  that  he  would 
remind  her  of  her  promise^  and  perhaps  endea- 
vour even  to  accelerate  their  union ;  but  if  the 
article  she  had  just  read,  had  called  the  colour 
to  her  cheeks,  it  quite  deserted  them  when,  in 
another  part  of  the  paper,  she  saw  among  the 
arrivals  at  a  neighbouring  Hotel,  the  name  of 

Captain  George  Damly,  of  the regiment, 

on  leave  of  absence,  to  recover  from  the  effects 
of  a  severe  wound. 

The  paper  fell  from  her  hands,  the  room 
swam  round  with  her. 

**0h,  George!**   she  murmured,  •'-we  shall 
ffreetl   my  heart  fortells  that  all  will  be  ex- 
plained, all  forgiven — and  I  am  free  no  more  P' 
VOL.  in.  p 


The  porag^rapliy  wliose  mjBtendiB  ii 
seemed  so  ta  vfiect  the  tide  and  fevtane  of  hm 
affianced^  had  ordj  btDUgbt  to  her  chedE  "ikt 
orient  Uudi  of  quick  aarpjae ;"  hat  At 
annonncement  that  Goige  Dandy  was  again  m 
England^  again  so  near  h»!  checked  the  qnidi 
tide  of  life  in  her  hearty  and  ere  Fidm  ooold 
extend  her  anns'  to  sttve  her, 
lifeless  on  thafloarc 
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MiB.  Luxmore'a  ball  was  at  its  height,  before 
her  beautiful  daughter  was  aoffidently  reoovered 
to  make  her  appearance.  licku  had  confided 
to  her  raiatress  both  Angelina's  distress  and  her 
8wo<m»  and  that  Ladji  searching  the  paper  for 
the  cause  of  so  much  emotion^  had  met  with 
the  mysterious  pan^^ph,  headed  the  ^'Ho- 
manoe  of  Seality/'  and  had  no-  doubt  that  it 
had  caused  her  daughter's  indisposition.  She 
looked  no  further,  and  marrelled  not  at  Ange- 
lina's distress,  when  she  found  that  it  left  a 
p  2 
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most  pamfiil  and  anxionB  feeling  in  her  own 
heart 

Howeyer,  she  smoothed  her  farow^  and  le- 
solved  to  await  the  arriyal  of  his  Grace  hefise 
she  formed  any  opinion  on  the  suhject;  hot 
she  could  not  be  blind  to  the  htit,  that  some 
important  mystery  (not  meant  to  meet  her  ear) 
occupied  the  attention  of  her  £uhionable  goeslBy 
and  that  more  than  once,  at  her  approach  they 
broke  off  suddenly,  and  exchanged  glances  of 
great  significance. 

However,  the  enir&  of  the  Queen  of  Beani^ 
and  of  the  ball,  soon  withdrew  all  attention 
from  the  mother,  to  rivet  it  on  the  dang^iter, 
whose  marble-like  pallor  lent  an  interest  to 
her  features,  which  no  bloom,  however  peerless, 
could  have  imparted,  and  whose  anxious  looks, 
and  evident  suffering,  were  all  connected  forth- 
with with  the  rumours  afloat  about  her  Bride- 
groom-elect, the  Duke  of  Dartmoor. 

Angelina  felt  that  she  was  closely  watched, 
and  this  gave  an  additional  uneasiness  to  her 
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countenance,  and  restraint  to  l&er  manner.  She 
Celt  a  strange,  inexplicable,  and  thrilling  pre- 
•entiment,  that  she  should  behold  George  that 
night,  and  every  time  a  guest  was  announced, 
she  started,  changed  colour,  and  looked  towards 
the  door.  The  curious  and  the  envious,  of 
course  attributed  all  this  to  the  non-arrival  of 
the  expected  Duke.  Mrs.  Luxmore  did  the 
same ;  and  her  own  anxiety  kept  pace  with 
what  she  beUeved  her  daughter's  to  be.  People 
stayed  till  they  could  stay  no  longer,  and  stiU 
he  came  not ;  and  the  last  guests  departed,  and 
Angelina  and  her  mother  found  themselves  by 
the  light  of  chandeliers,  half  extinguished, 
struggling  with  the  intrusive  dawn,  alone,  in  the 
now  hushed  and  deserted  ball-room.  Mrs. 
Luxmore  was  very  anxious  to  discuss  with  her 
daughter  the  paragraph  in  the  paper,  and  the 
Duke's  absence,  but  observing  her  exhausted 
looks  and  drooping  attitude,  she  persuaded  her 
to  go   to  her  room,  and  wisely  resolved  to 
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broach  no  i^itBtnig  mibject  till  Aj^diu  ww 
restored  by  a  few  boon*  repose. 

On  her  dreadng  table  Angelina  fimnd  abean- 
tiM  bouquet,  and  concealed  in  its  leaves  a 
b£Qet.  For  a  moment  a  wild  hope  that  it  cams 
from  George  Damly  made  her  tremble,  so  thai 
she  could  scarcelj  break  the  seal ;  but  a  momeat 
later  she  saw  throogh  her  tears  the  Ducal  ooti>- 
net,  and  with  a  sickening  feeling  of  disappoint- 
ment, she  opened  the  note. 

''  My  own  Angelina  must  be  aware, 
that  nothing  but  imperative  necessity  could 
keep  from  her  side,  one  who  only  seems  to  live 
in  her  presence.  Alas !  dearest,  I  am  invohped 
in  a  most  troublesome,  and,  as  it  appeared 
at  first,  a  most  dreadfrd  business ;  but  I  believe 
now  it  will  prove  to  be  a  mere  conspiracy— hi 
cniel  one  if  it  only  keeps  me  a  few  days  from 
your  enchanting  presence.  Tou  flSiaU  hear 
from  me  soon,  again,  unless  kind  Fate  gnnti 
my  prayer,  and  allows  me  to  throw  myself  at 
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yojor  &i^  ta^murofw.  Taka  no  heed  ot^wUg- 
nanfc  mUEioiiixB^  I  txnst  imwihej  ire  vithoiu^ 
foundadon. 

'^Your  devoted, 

"  Dabxmoob." 

Angelina  coldly  put  the  heautifol  bouquet  in 
water,  and  passionately  kissed  tbe  nov  thriving, 
myrtle  George  had  given  her ;  and  then,  with* 
oot  one  glance  at  the  mirror,  she  allowed  Floku 
(half  asleep  as  she  was)  to  disrobe  her,  and  ere 
long  she  fell  into  a  fevered  sleep.  She  had 
been  dreaming  of  Geoige,  and  groves  of  myrtle 
and  bowers  of  orange  flower,  when  a  series  of 
loud  cries,  which  at  first  blended  themselves 
with  her  dreanii  awoke  her;  and  sitting. up  in 
her  bed,  startled  .  and  amazed,  she  gradually 
became  aware  that  the  loud  dies  ehe  .heard, 
were  '' Fire !  fire  I"  and  that  a  suffocating  smoke 
filled  her  room. 

AfjgeHna  rushed  to  the  window.  In  the 
pey  di(wn,  she  4MkW  a  mOb  assemUod,  and  i^^ 
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came  oonTinoed  that  her  own  abode  waa  ih» 
object  of  alarm,  and  of  the  enginea  wbich  began 
to  play  upon  it 

A  hoxrible  dread  seiaed  on  the  poor  giil*t 
heart;  her  room  was  on  the  aecond  floor,  and 
no  one  but  Fichu  slept  on  the  same  story;  a  red 
light  began  to  appear  under  the  door,  and  erezy 
moment  the  smoke  seemed  more  dense  and 
suffocating. 

Not  knowing  what  she  did,  Angelina  opened 
her  door.  Oh,  horrible  sight !  the  staircase  was 
on  fire.  Mrs.  Luzmore,  on  the  first  floor,  was 
calling  wildly  on  her  child,  and  waa  only  widi- 
held  by  main  force,  firom  climbing  the  blasag 
steps.  Fichu,  who  had  darted  up  into  the 
garrets,  was  shrieking  like  a  maniac  AngeliBa 
closed  her  door,  to  shut  out  the  curling,  winding 
flames;  and  trying  to  collect  herself,  b^an  to 
consider  what  could  be  done.  The  windows  of 
her  room — that  room  which  in  her  infimcy  had 
been  her  nursery,  were  barred,  and  this  ctrcuBK 
stance  aeemed  to  crush  all  hopea  of  exit,  erea 
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ooold  she  make  henelf  heard  amid. the  din  of 
shrieks,  oaths,  carses,  and  squabbles,  attendant 
on  a  fire.  Eyery  moment  seemed  a  century. 
The  flames  began  to  curl  under  the  door,  the 
room  was  full  of  a  lurid  ghure,  and  death  seemed 
frightfully  inevitable.  Angelina  threw  herself 
on  her  knees,  and  prepared  to  die.  Fichu's 
shrieks,  and  Mrs  Luxmore's  cries  of  ineffable 
anguish,  were  heard  no  more ;  and  Angelina, 
after  one  prayer,  in  which  even  at  such  a  time 
George  had  a  part,  roused  to  more  intense 
terror  by  the  actual  ingress  of  the  firightful 
flames,  flew  to  the  window,  clung  to  the  bars  in 
anguish  and  horror  unspeakable,  and  cried 
aloud  to  those  below  to  save  her. 

The  red  and  dreadful  light  within,  made  her 
slight  form,  in  her  white  night-dress,  horribly 
apparent,  and  a  shudder  ran  through  the 
crowd. 

**  She  might  be  saved  but  for  those  accursed 
bars !"  said  one  man—*'  there  is  a  ladder.'^ 

**  The  ante-room  window  has  no  bars  1"  said 
p6 
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another;  "I  suppose  if  one  sared  her,  the 
reward  wonid  be  sometUng  that  would  make 
one  comfortable  for  life." 

'^  Pshaw !  man^  the  ante-room  is  in  a  blsK,** 
growled  the  other.  But  at  that  moment  a  ladder 
was  placed  to  that  very  ante-room  window ;  a 
young  man^  seizing  a  wetted  plaid,  which  some 
humane  person  handed  to  him,  and  flinging  it 
around  him,  darted  up  the  ladder,  opened  die 
ante-room  window,  amid  the  huzzas  and  shrieks 
of  the  crowd;  unscathed,  the  hero  caught 
Angelina  in  his  arms,  wrapped  her  in  the  plaid, 
bore  her  unharmed,  untouched,  down  the 
ladder,  and  carried  her  at  once,  fainting  as  she 
was,  into  a  neighbouring  house,  which  was 
open  to  receive  her. 

When  Angelina  opened  her  eyes,  she  fomid 
herself  on  a  couch — George  Damly  bending 
over  her. 

**  Oh  George!  my  poor  mother,  poor  Fichu  V* 
she  exclaimed,  as  he  caught  her  to  his  heart — 
fbrgetting  in  that  hour  all  but  hiK  love. 


'*  They  are  safe*— they  are  in  this  house,  my 
love !  my  long-lost  love  I"  said  George. 

When  hearts  understand  each  other,  few 
words  are  necessary ;  in  a  few  minutes  all  was 
explained;  and  before  Angelina  went  upstairs 
to  seek  her  mother  and  Fichu,  all  was  told,  aU 
explained,  all  forgiven;  and  Angelina  had 
promised,  on  George's  boaom,  to  give  her  hand 
only  where  she  could  give  her  heart,  and  to  let 
the  Duke  of  Dartmoor  know  that  the  only 
man  she  had  ever  loved,  and  who  had  saved 
hie^  life,  <at  the  risk  of  }m  onm,  fdaifiied  her'  as 
hkbtide. 
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THS   UOrOOllTBB. 


It  WW  not  merely  fer  the  recuterj  of  Ui 
Iieehk  that  George  Daml j  had  obtained  leave 
of  abaenoe.  The  «'  Y iper^  had  fimnd  its  way 
to  the  apot  where  he  dwelt,  and  cmellj  as  he 
beBeved  he  had  been  treated  by  AngeBnaj  he 
loTed  her  still — ^loTed  her  with  that  deep,  pn^ 
tecting  loTe,  which  made  it  impossible  to  him 
to  sit  down  patiently  abroad,  while  she  wis 
the  object  of  so  mnch  nmaanly  calnmny  and 
cowardly  attack  at  home.  For  the  purpose, 
then,  of  diastising  the  reptile  who  had  so  out- 
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nged  his  ixnt,  tfaoughi  he  believed,  fidtfaless 
lore,  and  in  the  hope  of  protecting  her  from 
any  farther  outrage  of  the  same  kind,  the  young 
Captain  (still  weak  from '  a  serere  and  recent 
wound)  crossed  the  wide  ocean,  and  arrived  in 
London. 

He  had  not  been  in  London  two  days,  before, 
coming  out  of  the  Viper  office  in  Piccadilly, 
George,  accompanied  by  a  fellow  officer,  met 
McQuibble.  The  streets  were  fuU,  and  Mc. 
Quibble  bowed  and  smiled,  when  George,  with 
great  apparent  politeness,  approaching  him, 
said:  '^ Captain  McQuibble,  you  remember 
Captain  Damly?'* 

"  Oh,  perfectly— fresh  from  LoidiaP* 

**  Exactly;  the  Viper  has  found  its  way  there. 
I  fancy  these  articles  are  yours."  And  taking 
the  paper  from  his  pocket,  George  pointed 
them  out 

''They  are,'*  said  McQuibble, «' and  richly 
deserved,  for  they  are  aimed  at  the  most  accursed 


little  jilt    Bat  I  belieTe^  if  leposrt*  sayB  trae^* 
yvrn  know  that  as  well  as  I  do." 

"  I  know/'  said  George,  pale  with  n^,  '^tkd 
jou  are  a  mean  and  cowairdly  ruffian,  and  u 
sncli  I  chastise  you  for  your  base  and  dastsapdly 
attack  on  the  daughter  of  my  friend,  whose 
c»dy  error  has  been  the  ever  admitdag  into  ker 
presence  a  creature  ao  utterly  despsoaUe  as 
yourself." 

So  saying,  George,  with  a  TigoRms  sm, 
setased  the  little  Captain  by  the  collar,  and  widi 
a  horsewhip  he  had  provided  for  the  puiposp, 
administered  a  thrashing  so  sereie,  that  Ifc 
Quibble  had  experienced  no  pain  so  acute  since 
the  last  thrashing  he  had  at  school,  for  a  libel 
on  his  master's  daughter.  Geoi^  Uiea  flnng 
him  his  card  and  walked  away. 

In  the  evening  McQuibble's  **  friend"  called 
— George's  friend  met  him — and  a  meeting  was 
arranged  for  the  next  morning. 

George,  in  spite  of  all  he  had  done,  was  no 
cold-blooded  duelist,  and  the  night  before  the 


meeting  was  with  Um,  av  with  all  aenntiYe  and 
^ood  men^  one  of  great  misery  and  even  re- 
morse. To  get  rid  of  some  of  the  hours  of 
sickening  suspense  and  self-reproach,  George 
strolled  out  in  the  spring  morning,  and  **a. 
spirit  in  his  feet  led  him  to  gaxe  perhaps  for  the 
last  time  on  the  home  where  dwelt  his  first  and 
only  love,  and  the  room  where  she  slept.  We 
have  traced  the  providential  result  of  that 
watd ;  and  when  George  left  Angelina  in  com- 
pany with  her  mother.  Fichu,  and  Truelove, 
whom  Fichu  had  saved,  it  was  to  repair  with 
kis  second  to  the  {dace  of  meeting. 

No  one  who  marked  George's  firm  step,  and 
resolute  though  pallid  lip,  could  have  believed 
that  he  had  just  left  a  scene  of  bo  much  peril, 
and  had  been  a  few  minutes  before  on  the  brink 
of  a  dreadful  deaths  .     . 

For  some  time  Captain  George  Darnly  and 
Sir  Gregory  Flint,  his  second,  paced  impatiently 
up  and  down  the  appointed  field  on  Primrose 
Hill — ^looked  at  their  watches — and  wondered. 


In  this  unpleasant  maxmer  an  hoar  paaaed  away, 
and  then  a  cab  appeared  in  sight 

To  (jeorge'a  surpriae^  it  contained  only  one 
gentleman — a  miaeraUe  looking  anthor^  one  Mr. 
Flagiar;  he  came  to  express  his  great  r^ret 
that  the  gentlemen  should  have  been  kept  wait- 
ing ;  but  the  fibct  was^  the  Captain's  courage, 
like  Bob  Acres's^  had  ooied  out  at  his  finger's 
ends;  and  when  he,  Mr.  Plagiar,  called  to  aooom- 
pany  him  to  the  field,  he  found  McQnibhle 
off,  and  a  note  to  say  that  he  considered  Daraly 
beneath  his  notice — that  he  should  probaUyi 
an  his  return,  prosecute  him  for  an  assault,  but 
in  the  mean  time  he  was  off  to  America.  As 
nothing  else  was  to  be  done,  the  three  gentle- 
men break&sted  merrily  together,  and  then 
George  Damly,  with  a  lighter  heart,  repaired 
to  inquire  after  Miss  Luzmore. 
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THS  DSNOUEMENT. 


Days  and  weeks  passed  on^  and  the  Duke 
of  Dartmoor  came  not  At  lengthy  one  day, 
when  Angelina,  in  the  house  where  she  had 
taken  refuge,  was  sitting  with  George  Damly 
and  Truelove — Mrs.  Luzmore  haying  been 
confined  to  her  bed  since  the  accident — a 
letter  was  put  into  Angelina's  hand,  and  she 
trembled  and  turned  pale,  for  she  recognised 
the  writing  of  Dartmoor,  The  letter  ran 
thus. 
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''Angelina,  fiurewell !  The  wrelchad 
outcast  who  now  addrewes  yon^  is  not,  as  he 
always  belieyed,  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor — he  u 
a  miserable  child  of  in&my  and  poverty ;  but 
in  this  bitter  hour,  of  all  he  resigns — ^weaMi, 
rank,  influence,  station-— all  he  really  r^rets  is 
that  he  is  no  longer  worthy  to  gaze  at  the  only 
being  he  ever  loved,  and  that  every  feeling  of 
honour  and  of  virtue  would  call  upon  him  to 
resign  her,  even  were  she,  angel  as  she  is,  to 
ding  to  the  miserable  outcast.  Inclosed  you 
will  find  a  copy  of  the  deposition  of  those 
engaged  in  the  cruiel  conspiracy  of  whidi  I 
am  the  innocent  victim.  Angelina!  I  can  see 
you  BO  moore.  If  you  have  a  word  of  oom« 
fart  to  address  to  me,  direct  F.  D.^  Bedfiird 
Hotel,  Covent  Garden;  but  do  not  seek  to  aee 
me — it  would  only  umoan,  perhaps  madden. 


The  deposition  ran  as  follows, 

"  I,  Susan  Saveall,  monthly  nurse,  do  herobf 
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cenfeflB  that^  in  conjmictioii  with  the  late' 
Duchess  of  Dartmoor^  and  Mr.  Merton^  of 
— — ,  Surgeon,  &c.  &c.,  I  did,  a  few  hours 
aiker  Ids  birth,  change  the  infant  son  of  the  late 
I>uke  and  Duchess  of  Dartmoor,  which  was  to 
all  appearance  at  the  point  of  death,  for  the 
new-born  boy  of  a  young  woman,  a  proteg€e  of 
the  late  Duchess,  who  had  been  seduced  and 
abandoned,  and  who  was  privately  confined  in 
a  cottage  in  the  Park  within  a  few  hours  of  her 
Grace.  As  her  Grace  was  advanced  in  life, 
and  her  in&nt  was  a  posthumous  one,  she 
evinced  the  most  poignant  mortification  at  the 
announcement,  that  the  infant  Duke  was  at  its 
last  gasp.  She  was  a  proud,  a  cruel,  and  an 
ambitious  lady,  to  say  nothing  of  her  avarice 
and  love  of  power.  She  had  heard  from  me 
of  the  safe  delivery  and  robust  health  of  her 
protege's  baby,  and  being  ever  a  schemer,  she 
imsnediately  proposed  to  me,  to  contrive  at 
nighty  and  unknown  to  the  mother,  to  exchange* 
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the  infimts^  and  to  place  her,  as  she  beliered, 
dead  boy  in  the  cnuUe  of  the  poor  yomig 
mother.  This  I  was  the  better  able  to  aoooia- 
plish^  because  I  was  constantly  going  ba^- 
wards  and  forwards^  with  articles  of  food  and 
clothing  for  the  poor  girL  The  exchange  was 
efected,  and  when  I  looked  for  the  last  time  on 
the  in&nt  Dake  as  he  lay  beside  the  sleeping 
girl,  I  belieyed  that  life  was  extinct  in  his  little 
frame. 

The  Duchess  seemed  qnite  consoled  when 
she  pressed  to  her  bosom  one  who  would,  as  her 
son,  secure  to  her  so  much  of  wealth,  power, 
and  importance ;  bat  the  change  did  not  escape 
die  searching  gase  of  Mr.  Merton.  However, 
he  was  a  man  of  no  principle ;  he  had  his  price, 
as  I  had  mine,  and  that  price  the  Dodieas 
paid.  It  was  some  time  before  I  was  able  to 
get  out  and  inquire  after  the  young  mother,  and 
die  dead  child,  for  before  the  expiration  of  the 
month,  a  milk  fever  carried  ciF  the   guilfef 
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Dachess^  and  Mr.  Merton  and  myself  alone 
knew  the  secret  so  disgraceful  to  us*  both. 
When  at  length  I  was  able  to  inquire  at  the 
cottage,  to  my  horror  and  surprise  (for  I  was 
not  all  evil),  I  discoyered  that  the  babe  had 
rallied ;  possibly  the  poor  young  woman  had 
proved  a  better  nurse  than  the  wicked  Duchess; 
and  she  was  gone  away  with  the  infant,  none 
knew  whither.  But  it  was  rumoured  that,  in 
her  despair  and  distress,  she  had  exposed  it  in 
die  grounds  of  the  good  Mr.  Luxmore — an 
angel  on  earth,  whose  cousin  it  was  who  had 
seduced  and  forsaken  her — and  that  the  excel- 
lent Squire  Luxmore  had  adopted  both  mother 
and  child.  For  many  years  I  succeeded  in 
driving  firom  my  mind  this  nefarious  transac- 
tion ;  but  the  approach  of  age,  and  the  presence 
of  disease,  awaken  conscience,  to  appease  which 
I  make  this  confession.  Mr.  Merton,  now 
resident  at  Boulogne,  can  be  easily  found,  con- 
fronted with  me,  and  compelled  to  acknowledge 
the  truth  of  my  statement,  which  I  affirm  on 
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oeth;  and  wherever  the  young  maa  known  bf 
the  nirne  of  Greorge  Damly  maj  be  found,  a 
him  will  be  found  the  lawful  son  of  the  1* 
Duke  and  Duchess  of  Dartmoor ;  and  vha- 
ever  and  wherever  the  present  so-called  Daks 
of  Dartmoor  is  founds  in  him  will  be  found  tfae 
bastard  son  of  Alice  Damlj  and  Cecil  Lax- 
more — changed  hj  me,  at  the  request  and  lor 
the  bribe  of  the  late  Duchess  of  DartmooTj 
assisted  by  Mr.  Merton^  her  Grace's  me^csl 
man^  who  discovered  the  fraud,  and  wbote 
silence  was  bought  by  her  Grace. 

''  By  my  hopes  of  mercy,  I  swear  to  tk 
truth  of  this  confession,  which  I  make  to  em 
ay  own  soul — and  bo  help  me  God !" 

As  Angelina  and  her  lover  concluded  tUi 
bewildering  and  astounding  document,  the 
young  man — so  suddenly  become  in  every  way 
worthy  of  the  object  of  his  long  and  boundktf 
love — so  suddenly  raised  from  undeserved  dis- 
grace and  nnme^d  reproach,  to  dM  hreamod 
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Ttnk  among  the  nobles  of  the  land— -changed, 
beneath  Angelina's  tearful  gaze,  from  a  burning 
flush  to  a  ghastly  pallor — closed  hii  ejres,  and 
sunk  fainting  at  her  feet 
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WOICAN'8  hba&t. 


When  George  Duke  of  Dartmoor  (fiv  mb 
he  now  unquestionably  WBa,  though  he  had  fet 
to  substantiate  his  daim)  reooyered  ttam  a 
swoon,  which  proved  in  one  like  him,  not  die 
weakness,  but  the  strength  of  his  pasaioii,  Aik 
gelina  reminded  him  that  she  oould  not  thus 
forsake  the  unhi^py  but  devoted  man  who  had 
so  loved  her-— and  that  although  she  had  been 
ready  to  sacrifice  the  Duke  of  Dartmoor  to 
Greorge  Damly,  the  case  was  altered  now,  and 
that  every  feeling  of  honour  and  pity  caDed 
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upon  her  to  do  her  utmost  to  comfort  the  out- 
casty  in  his  ineffahle  anguish. 

George,  truly  good  and  great,  agreed  with 
her ;  and  Angelina,  despising  prudish  scruples 
at  such  a  time,  entered  a  hackney  coach  and 
drove  with  George  to  the  Bedford  Hotel, 
Covent  Garden.  But  there  a  dreadful  shock 
awaited  her.  In  reply  to  his  inquiries,  the  pale 
and  trembling  waiter  drew  George  aside,  and 
with  unspeakable  horror  George  learnt  that  the 
object  of  his  search,  we  will  hope  in  a  madness 
brought  on  by  despair,  had  that  very  morning 
shot  himself  through  the  heart. 

George's  silence  and  horror-stricken  counte- 
nance told  Angelina,  plainly  as  words  could  do, 
the  dreadful  tidings ;  and  in  tears  and  silence 
they  returned  home. 

A  few  weeks  would  perhaps  have  reconciled 
the  unhappy  Frederick  to  his  fate,  for  on  the 
death  of  a  father  and  uncle,  on  whom  he  was 
dependent^  Mr.  Cecil  Luxmore  owned  to  a 
clandestine  marriage  with  poor  Alice  Darnly, 
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who^  with  a  patient  foibearance,  and  a  perfect 
fiiith  not  unusual  in  woman's  hearty  had  kept 
through  so  many  years  of  trial,  poverty,  con- 
tumely, and  8Com,  the  secrecy  she  had  promised 
when  he  made  her  his. 

And  George  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  (poor  Fred- 
erick being  gone)  soon  proved  and  estabEshed 
his  claims — claims  which  Mr.  Merton  was  un- 
able to  deny,  and  therefore  made  a  merit  of 
substantiating — stipulating  for  some  pecmuary 
assistance,  and  connivance  at  his  escape  to 
America. 

And  Duke  of  Dartmoor  though  he  was,  he 
still  cherished,  with  a  son's  fondness  and  respect, 
her  whom  he  had  looked  upon  so  long  as  Ids 
mother,  and  who,  believing  him  her  own,  dis- 
proved the  poetical  and  romantic  theory  of  the 
force  of  blood,  by  a  tenderness  and  a  constancy 
seldom  equalled  in  the  records  of  maternity. 
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THE   FINALE. 


''All  tragedies  are  ended  by  a  deaths  all 
comedies  are  finished  by  a  marriage."  The 
spring  had  mellowed  into  summer^  and  the 
summer  had  ripened  into  autumn — Mr.  Lux- 
mpre,  somewhat  restored  to  health,  and  cheered 
by  the  company  of  his  child,  who,  with  £ya 
Morris,  and  George  Duke  of  Dartmoor,  had 
repaired  to  Italy  to  fetch  him,  arrived  at  Lux- 
more  Park  to  celebrate  the  wedding  of  his  child. 
The  world,  ever  false  in  its  judgments,  though^ 
the  bride-elect  had  shown  a  marvellous  facility 
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for  transferring  her  beart  to  the  actual  Duke  of 
Dartmoor,  but  what  does  the  world  know  of 
these  matters  ? 

The  desertion  of  Pami  de  la  nuiistm,  who 
had  recently  married  Miss  Cynthia  PapiUon, 
of  fifty,  had  sunk  deep  into  Mrs.  Luzmore't 
heart,  and  as  she  was  not  all  eyil,  she  resolved 
to  do  her  best  to  recoTer  her  only  lawful  throne, 
her  husband's  heart.  Miss  Cynthia  PapiDon, 
en  passant  be  it  said^  proved  to  be  possessed 
indeed  of  the  silver  of  more  than  fiffy  winters; 
but  the  fifty  thousand  golden  charms  ascribed 
to  her  were  not  forthcoming.  Sir  Jonquil  had 
invested  them  in  a  bank  which  broke,  and  Pami 
de  la  maisan  found  himself  burthened  with  a 
very  ugly,  very  ill-tempered,  harmless  wife  of 
fifty-five !  Can  poetical  justice  require  a  harsher 
doom  for  him  ? 

And  Eva  returned  to  divide  her  sweet  atten- 
tions and  her  gentle  intellectual  converse,  be- 
tween the  Luzmores,  and  the  happy,  happy 
pair! 
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The  wedding  was  a  private  one;  the  romantic 
and  even  terrible  story  connected  with  it  made 
them  both  desire  to  have  none  but  true  fiiends 
present  at  the  ceremony^  and  when  that  is  the 
case  the  party  must  be  rery  small. 

On  the  evening  before  their  marriage^  George 
and  Angelina  were  seated  together  in  the  old 
arbour  at  Luxmore  Park^  Truelove  nestling  in 
the  bosom  of  the  bride-elect^  and  the  young 
Doke  playing  with  the  jealousy  of  the  watchful 
bird,  when  General  Dunkeld  of  Darkside,  the 
only  guest,  except  Eva  Morris,  drew  near,  and 
said  in  a  solemn  voice :  "  Poor  victims !  Don*t 
you  wish  your  trials  over,  and  that  death  instead 
of  marriage  awaited  you  ?" 

"  It  were  sweet  certainly  to  die  thus,"  said 
George,  pressing  Angelina  to  his  side  I 

*'  No,  not  sweet !  nothing  is  sweet,  but  per- 
haps it  might  be  less  bitter,  less  unbearable 
than  the  constant  squabbles  and  miseries  of 
wedded  life.  Well,  I  wish  you  both  safe  at  your 
journey's  end — and  that  we  were  all  at  rest  for 
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eyer,  which,  though^  I  believe  we  shall  never 
be — never,  never. 

"How  those  ravens  croak!*'  said  George 
smilingly  to  Angelina — "  Come,  my  love,  they 
make  us  sad.*' 

"Poor  victims !"  groaned  Dunkeld — ^''and  to 
see  them  smile,  it  breaks  my  heart — oh  that  we 
were  all  at  peace  for  ever." 

And  as  at  this  moment,  the  auld  Leddy  Mc. 
Grigor  drew  near,  in  more  than  wonted  state, 
to  converse  with  him  on  the  prospects  of  her 
grandchild,  the  Duchess,  and  her  grandson  the 
Duke — General  Dunkeld  rapidly  concealed 
himself  behind  a  cypress  tree,  and  consoled  him- 
self with  composing  an  elegy  in  lieu  of  an 
epithalamium. 

And  at  peace  George  and  Angelina  are — ^the 
ineffable  peace  of  those  whose  union  is  not 
merely  that  of  the  hands,  but  of  the  soul,  the 
taste,  the  heart,  the  every  feeling. 

With  a  husband  whose  character  h^d  been 
fanned  in  the  school  of  Adversity,  and  having 
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herself  proved  how  vain  is  the  worlds  its  praises 
and  its  pleasures — warned  by  the  fate  of  poor 
Frederick  not  to  love  that  world  too  well — and 
beholding  in  her  mother  the  unpiticd  woes  of 
one  who  depended  too  entirely  on  fleeting 
beauty  and  the  mere  fleeting  homage  of  man — 
Angelina,  now  in  her  turn  the  mother  of  little 
maidens,  promisingly  lovely,  takes  great  care 
they  shall  not,  though  born  beauties,  be  bred  as 
such;  and  guided  by  Eva  Morris,  and  her  good 
and  noble  George,  lovelier  than  ever,  because 
lovely  without  vanity,  in  dignified  retirement 
and  wedded  happiness  now  glides  smoothly  on 
"  The  Life  of  a  Beauty." 


FINIS. 
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